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A ROMANTIC SKETCH OF THE OLDEN TIME. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE BENSDICTINE 00NSPIBAC7. 

Back into the far past, in whose dim recesses 
lie the deeds of other years ; back into the shadowy 
distance ! 

With memory's golden key, let us unlock the 
partially illumined, and time effiioed chambers of 
olden days; where the good, the brave, the pure, 
the cruel, and the false lie enshrined together. 

By tiie faint light of History, let us recall the 
brief sketch attached to each fading portrait, — 
taking warning and improvement from the story of 
^uman passions, and human misery in those ancient 
days. Perchance our attention may be more forcibly 
arrested by a tragical and true tale of the Past, 
enveloped m ail the golden haze of Romance, than 
it is bv the no less t^rible details of misery, which 
each day of this wonderful eventful Present bears 
to Eternity. 

Away, then, from grand old E]u;land, with her 
diadem shJadowing lands, on which the sun never 
sets, — ^the Western Queen! the mighty stronghold 
of tiie pure, holy tenets of the Crospel. 

Back to ancient Britain! to tiie stormy days 
whioh rocked her infancy I Back from the blaze of 
noon ! to the faint still dawn, when the deep, dark 
woods stretched miles and miles; and the river 
flowed on unstained by the freight and traffic of 
modem industry. When the bear lurked in the 
forest, the wild wolf prowled the plains ; and the 
verdure on hill and valley waved free and luxuriant. 
Back ! to the days most fertile in scenes of thrilling 
interest ; when Britain had emerged from Barbarism, 
and the dark religion of the Druids was vanishing 
like a murky shadow before the pure light of Chris- 
tianity, whose cross rested protectingly over the 
isle. When tiie foot of the Romaxt cohorts had 
come and gone ; and the Anglo-Saxons (the second 
conquerors), after many a severe contest with the 
Danes (the third invaders of the lovely island), 
remained undisturbed possessors of the soil. 



Fierce and warlike had been the early days of 
Albion ; convulsions rent her to the eentre ; but 
storms nursed Uie strength of England. Had the 
land been left to its pristine inhabitants, it might 
have dwindled on, a rude uncivilized nation, scarcely 
better than the Bed Indians. But the introduction 
of Roman arts and refinements, followed by the 
warrior strength and impassioned daring of the 
Saxons, the wild vigour of the Dane, and the 
polished codes of Norman chivalry, enriched the 
national stream, and laid the foundation of a strong, 
glorious constitution. 

The Saxons! the fair-haired Saxons! How the 
heart thrills at the name of those giants of the dark 
pine woods of Allemagne. So strong, ardent, and 
sinewy ; so dauntless in war and aaring ; with 
souls bathed in Helicon's fount ; and wild passions 
lashed to madness, or lulled to tenderness, by the 
chords of the sounding harp ; while Beauty and 
Love presided over their bold career, like the twin 
stars which guide the mariner over the ocean. 

In the strength and srandeur of the Saxon, even 
in his earlier days of Heathendom and Barbarism, 
we trace the germs of that fixed solidity of purpose, 
oombined with tender chivalry, which are the pre« 
vailing features of the English character. And 
though we admit that amalgamation with other 
nations has softened down the hard features of the 
Aiu;lo-Saxon, g^vin^ polish to commanding strength; 
still, with pride, the deepest of all, we trace our 
chief ancestry from the Saxon. 

Rich in historic interest is the portrait gallery of 
Anglo Royalty, affording profitable enjoyment in 
its contemplation. But we must pass down the 
lon^ line of kings, numbering Ethelbert, the first 
Chnstian convert, Egbert^ who united the Saxon 
heptarchy under one sceptre ; and Al&ed, immortal 
Alfred I that great kingly doer and worker in the 
battle of life ; whose far-seeing wisdom lit a light 
of knowledffe in England which has never been 
extinguishect We must pass by these, and nunor 
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portraits, till we reach the hero of our story ; the 
fair face of a stripling king, shadowed by a mournful 
history. 

In the year 955, night reigned solenm and serene 
over the sleeping city of Winchester. The moon shone 
with liquid r^iance in the April heavens, her 
silver beams tinged with white lustre the quaint 
gables of many rude dwellings, illumined the heavy 
clusters of trees, and bros^ open spaces, which 
interspersed the motley assemblage of houses, and 
lit up to mysterious beauty the rich architecture of 
the King's palace, which, surrounded by lovely 
gardens, was the chief object of interest in the city. 

All was quiet. Yet the day had been one of 
moment to England, and great excitement to Win- 
chester ; busy throngs had crowded the streets, 
impatiently discussing topics of interest to all. 

There had come a messenger to the palace that 
mom, robed in stillness [and deep gloom ; and in 
stillness and deep gloom did men receive him. 

Edred, the ninm king of England, smitten with 
a fatal sickness, had breathed his last, and the 
crown — ^the golden apple of discord in those days — 
had been bequeathed by him to his nephew Edwy. 
The monarch was not childless; but nis two sons 
were in their infancy, and Edred, availing himself 
of a privilege of those times, had entrusted the 
sc^tre into older and wiser hands. 

The setting of one royal sun, and the rise of 
another dignitary, on whom the fate of thousands 
might depend, seemed to have passed from ^he 
qmet bosom of night, apparently only, as we shall 
find, if we turn from the deserted thoroughfares and 
enter a sombre-looking stone dwelling, situate at 
the comer of a long street, about half a mile from 
the palace. There was something stem and repul- 
sive in the exterior of this house. It was not its 
strength which produced this impression, though 
the low heavy doorway studded with iron bolts and 
bars, and the narrow casements guarded b^ stakes 
of the same metal, might well suggest the difficulty 
of obtaining ingress or egress. Iso ; there was an 
indefinable suspicious gloom lurking about the 
walls; an unjpleasant mystery, like that which 
often encircles individuals, and which instinctively 
makes the heart recoil from them with strange 
repugnance, — a feeling rarely proved erroneous. 

In a lon^, low, upper chamlwer of this house — 
furnished with a heavy oak table, a few handsome 
carved chairs and footstools, and entered by a 
ponderous door, carefully barred with iron — ^three 
men sat engaged in earnest converse. The topic 
was evidently one of intense interest ; it rendered 
them unmincbful of the gold and silver flagons filled 
with luscious hippocras, ^e choice manchet cakes, 
and other confections spread on the table, in the 
centre of which stood a very beautiful foreign- 
looking lamp. 

Two of the party were long past the meridian of 
life. They were attired in the ecclesiastical dress. 



of a rich texture and colouring. Their gold rings, 
chains, and many ornaments oetrayed a taste for 
luxury and guad, which was very prevalent among 
the less ascetic and higher ranks of the clergy. 
One was a bishop named Gnesius; the other 
Godrun, a prior, ai^^ candidate for honours in the 
church. 

The third personage wore the simple garb of a 
Benedictine. He was a man in the early prime of 
manhood ; of majestic and perfect stature. His 
black robe flowed to his feet, confined at the waist 
by a thick giidle of cords, and fastened at the 
muscular, but delicately fair throat, by a steel pin. 
A rosary hung round his neck, attached to wluch 
was a small cross of eixquisite workmans^p. 

Simple and severe was the garb ; but there was 
something in the wearer's countenance which 
arrested the passing gaze, rivetting it there; and 
which, when the eye tore itself away, filled the 
heart with a weird fascination, mingled with terror, 
like what we feel in contemplating the lightning 
flashing over a seething sea — ^admiring its beauty, 
but fearing its destructive power. 

The pale, perfectly chiselled features of the monk 
were of i a more delicate moulding than the Saxon 
type. Intellect held her throne on the lofty square 
cut forehead ; but in the eyes, the wonderful eyes I 
the soul of the greatest man of the age was yet 
more fully revealed. Brightly dark ; deeply beau- 
tiful were those large orbs. So profound in their 
depths, you could not even divine, much less 
penetrate, their mysteries. So fierce in their wild 
flashes, that they seemed to possess power to sear and 
wither those who kindled their mdignant blaze ;. 
searching and steady in their glance, which 
measured every mortal they came in contact with. 
Soft, and exquisitely tender, when some gentlet 
feeling, from a buried Past, for a moment veiled 
their brightness. Eyes, cold as steel before the 
spectacle of human agony. 

About the comers of the well cut mouth, an 
indefinable sneer lingered; a sneer which seemed 
to give a contemptuous challenge to the world to 
wound or attack him ; a look which said that man 
was at war with mankind. 

*' Yes," said the Benedictine, speaking as it were 
his thoughts aloud, "I will have vengeance; yet 
vengeance is too narrow and common a passion to 
describe the end and aim of Dunstan's life. To 
wrest England; fair, fertile England, from the 
rapacious robbers of the Church, and present her a 
saintly isle to the Sovereign of Bome : to make her 
throne subservient to the Chijirch ; the crown merely 
a bauble to attract the populace, and amuse the 
chosen puppet of the Holy See : to sweep away the 
lax corrupting notions wnich have crept into our 
clergy, like a loathsome mildew disfiguring and 
decaying the sightly aspect and strength of the 
pillars of the Church : to separate the vowed and 
noly servants of Jesus from the carnal world and 
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bind them heart and soul to the Cross : to anoint 
them zealous soldiers, battling against the powers 
of evil, bringing dark, lost souls home to the true 
fold : to make me moxikish order realize, aye, even 
flurpass, the severe, high principles Saint Benedict 
dreamed of in his lonely cell, and preached with 
th^ eloquence of a mind inspired by heavenly con- 
^^emplation, and years of rigorous self martyrdom. 
To do all this, and unite (not only England) but t^e 
whole civilized world into one compact body, docile 
to the Church as the Head, watched over by her 
servants. To achieve this glorious end I have 
vowed to dedicate existence. What matters it if 
in the ^reat stream of events, happiness and love — 
man's ideal paradise — be swept away? What 
though crimson runs the flood, clouds obscuring it ? 
Is not the cause the cross, the hope the crown ? The 
cross I the cross ! " he said, raising his impassioned 
eyes to heaven, while his hands were press^ against 
a heart, whereon rested a steel and sharp edged 
cross ; a heart whose inner recesses bore the yet 
more bleeding, deathless wounds of the cross of 
mental sufifermg; **the shadow, the agony, come 
they not the rightful heritage of Adam ? the pun- 
ishment of an earth stained by the blood of the 
Sinless One. Are they not His watchwords, who 
toiled up the steeps of death, bearing a world's cross 
on His sacred shoulders ? Shall we reign with Him 
if we have not Jirat learned to Eufifer ? Shall we 
«tand like cowards counting the blood-drops of 
agony, when the road leads upward to an immortal 
throne? No," he muttered, **too much torture 
could not be inflicted on man, and in proportion to 
the fiery trial below will be the glory above." 

In such reasonings, which mingled religious faith 
with fanatic enthusiasm ; through such thoughts, 
fanned by a few master spirits, the great religious 
change was wrought, and the ascetic order of 
monkery imposed upon the pure earlier tenets of 
Christianity, which the inspired apostles preached. 

The door opened. A dark looking monk, with 
a low reverence, announced '^Odo, Archbishop of 
Canterbury." 

All rose. With a bland smile Dunstan advanced 
to greet the new comer, a tall, portly ecclesiastic, 
cl^ in sumptuous robes, wearing a gold collar, 
^;ifdle, massive rings, and bracelets ; who strode 
into the chamber with a haughty, martial air, care- 
lessly saluting those present. 

Odo was in the evening of life. Time had left its 
snows on the auburn tresses which once waved over 
a Danish warrior's mail, but the lustre of his falcon 
eye shone undimmed, and his features still bore 
traces of great beauty, though deep lines were fur- 
rowed aTOut the brow and moutn, testifying of a 
hard, wild career. In early life the archbishop (a 
son of the sea kings), had followed the profession of 
arms, one more adapted to suit the fierce metal of 
his spirit than the cloister's intellectual shades. The 
temptation of a rich benefice, and a dignity and 



power iu the Church only second to the throne 
mduced the illustrious and childless Bane to aban 
don the sword, and accept the crosier. 

Right jocund and wild was the sway of his hoi; 
rood, but his power and influence gained him induJ 
gences for every excess ; and in spite of his dissimila 
mode of life he was a great friend of the asceti 
Dunstan, overweeing ambition forming their bond c 
union. 

"Welcome, Odo; a thousand welcomes; neve 
did I greet thee so gladly ; " said the Benedictine 
cordially grasping the primate's hand. " It seeme 
as if my impatience brought its own punishmen 
for night had almost reached her boundary and Od 
came not. " 

''Pressing matters detained me at the palace 
answered the archbishop. " 1 have still left man 
Thegns there with our boy king, and but for thii] 
urgent message should have remained longer. . 
good greeting Gnesius and Codrun," he said, extenc 
ing a hand to the bishop and prior, which the 
respectfully touched. ''Anselmo," he continuec 
turning to the dark monk who had joined the circL 
''thou art ever welcome as the worthy Dunstan 
shadow. Now for business," and he flung himse 
into a chair, placing his feet on the carved footsto< 
Anselmo hanaed him. "First, however, let me w< 
my lips with yon refreshing cup. You Benedictine 
are a jovial set within stone walls. Marry ! but f( 
the unbecoming garb I would not object to join tl 
band." 

Without noticing the gibe, Dunstan waited till tl 
archbishop had drained the chalice, and then a( 
dressed hun. 

"Odo, time ia short, every moment is of cons' 
quence to those who value the welfare of the Churc" 
This unexpected stroke of Providence, in snatohii 
Edred from the throne (whom the saints assoilL 
for his last act of bequeathing the crown to Edwy] 
this stroke has aimed a blow at the Church ; an 
unless her members unite in supporting her, the gL 
nous foundation on which the cross rests will fall 1 
the ground. Thou knowest, Odo, a messenger wj 
sent by Edred this morning to apprize me of h 
illness, and command that I should come to hi 
with the treasure he had entrusted to my charg 
By one of those strange mischances which oft( 
cross our destiny, the message came too late ; wht 
I reached Winchester the king was dead. Edred 
a great loss, for he was a zealous, faithful servant 
the Church ; but the accession of the youth Edwy 
fraught with imminent peril to us. The youi 
king is endowed with no ordinary intellect, a caref 
education has cultivated it to a dangerous degre 
In his long foreign travels to France, German; 
and Kome, he has imbibed wild romantic notions 
liberty of conscience, and unbiassed virtue. Wor 
than all his prejudices are entirely in favour of tl 
married clergy, the sect to which we are opposed.' 
"Thou takest the matter too warqily to hea 
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Bunstaii," replied his less desceming friend. ''It 
seems unwortny the learned Abbot of Glastonbury 
to fear a stripling, or contemplate the possibility of 
the power of the Church h&na overthrown by his 
puny wrath, even though his li3it limbs are clad in 
purple, and the diadem binds nis white brow and 
golden curls. No I no ! leave him to prattle of im- 
provement and overstrained deeds of lustice within 
the palace ; let him charm the ears of the maidens 
with the colden strings of his harp, and shake the 
reins on his fleet courser's neck, chasing the dun 
deer through the wild woods. This will oe enjoy- 
ment enough for him for years to come." 

"Thou art mistaken," said Dnnatan, gravely, 
'* what I have said is true. Edwy is no idle fool to 
wile away time in games and revelry. He aims at 
following the footsteps of Alfred ; the Church is 
the only obstacle to his supreme sovereignty. Well 
do I remember, when a boy, he raised nis voice in 
the presence of his uncle against the doctrines of the 
Benedictines ; arrogantly asserting that men had no 
Divine authority for self immolation, and celibacy ; 
neither had priests the right to keep and direct the 
consciences of others. 

It is needless to produce further proofs of his dan- 

ferous disposition. My observation of human life 
as been close and searching. I have looked upon 
life as a game which is to be won or lost, accormng 
to the manner in which the principal pieces are 
played. If the full force of my judgment is not 
convincing, I must leave thee, Odo, to the stem 
teachings of experience." 

"Nay, Dunstan," said the archbishop, his eye 
slightly (^nailing before the soft yet keenly watchful 
gaze of his friend. **I was too hasty in doubting 
thee. To thy supreme judgment I yield. But tell 
me, what can we do ? Edwy has received the 
crown lawfully ; the principal nobles who were sum- 
moned to the death- lid of Edred have tendered him 
the vow of allegiance, myself amongst the number ; 
the others will soon confirm the act, for Edwy is 
popular with the court and people. If our particu- 
lar sect of clergy are opposed to him for interested 
motives the other half of the church side with him ; 
their chief leader,' Wulf stane. Bishop of Winchester 
(a man revered by all classes), loves Edwy as a son. 
Earl Ordmer, the most formidable noble in the king- 
dom, is devoted to his cause ; the soldiers admire 
his martial skill ; the bards weary their harps with 
praises of the Poet Prince. Agamst such an array 
what advantage can we effect ? imless," he added, 
with a sardomc smile, " dark means are used. Have 
they ever entered tiiy thoughts, Dunstan ? Speak 
freely. I, for one, pledge myself to support thee " 

"And I," chimed in Goorun, "swear to unite 
with our reverend abbot, whose sentiments are mine 
on every subject. Grood cause have I to rue the 
king's death, when I was on the eve of obtaining the 
Abbey of Malvern, a comfortable finish to a life 
Tvhich has hitherto fallen in sorry places." 



"Nay, not the rich Abbey of Malvern alone, '^ 
exclaimed Dunstan, "the See of Durham is open to 
the faithful ministers of the Ghuroh. Only stand 
true. Brother Godrun.* Odo I" he continued, spring- 
ing to his feet, while he impatiently paced the 
apartment, * * Odo, you wronged me by tnat suspicion. 
Dimstan wars not with fleshly weapons; no foul 
deed of bloodshed the robber deals in stains the 
pure fervour of his holy cause. I grant that there 
is a dark array against us, — the Army, the Court, 
the People I I forsee strong prejudices to remove ; 
entreaties, tears to resist ; barriers to overleap, 
before the end can be accomplished; but were 
these obstacles doubled ten-fold, I, the solitary 
monk, the despised Benedictine ! flmg down the 
gauntlet of defiance, and in the strength of intellect, 
the power of right, swear to wrest the crown from 
brows unworthy to wear it ; to snatch the isle as a 
brand from the burning, binding it anew in the 
Pontificial mitre. For this aim and end I live ; for 
this cause would I die, watering it with my heart's 
blood. It is the sole thought and hope of existence 
now goading me on to effort, when a thousand 
difficulties mterpose, anon beckoning me like a^ 
beatific vision, showing me the glory and the reward 
which wreathe the goal. Join with me I join with 
me ! Work without ceasing in the Lord's vineyard, 
then yours shall be a crown of everlasting joy." 

" We will join thee," cried all the party. Anselmo 
the dark, silent monk, springing forward, raised 
from one of the side tables a splendid crucifix, and, 
holding it on high, exclaimed, " We swear by this 
holy sign, Dunstan, to follow thee to the end. May 
hell be our portion if we break the compact." 

He pressed his sacrilegious lips to the sacred 
emblem to confirm the wild oath ; he dared to 
pollute the gates of heaven with a vow, pledging 
treason and wrong ; and they all followed his ex- 
ample ; those men of religion, carried away by the 
irresistible force of one mighly^mind, and the wild, 
excitable feelings with which jDane and Saxon were 
alike endowed, which rendered them the shuttle 
cocks of fortune, now soaring aloft to heights of 
enthusiastic frenzy, then siming into depths of 
despondency. 

" What 1 propose," continued Dunstan, when the 
party resumed their seats, "is to undermine the 
fortress ; an open attack might be dangerous at 
present. We must watch and discover some weak 

Soint in our enemy, which, when hostilities are 
edared, can be attacked. I look to Edwy as t^e 
best instrument in his own destruction. The young 
monarch loves — " 

"Loves," echoed Odo; "nay, little can be 
wrought out of that, save that he is a mere youth, 
and me people may smile if he talk of wedcHng." 

"Listen patiently yet a little," replied Dunstan, 
" while I unlock the riddle. She whom he loves is 
within the forbidden bonds of relationship. In 
marrying her, Edwy will lay himself open to the 
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penalty of exconmumication. The pMSople shrink in 
norror from any one who incurs this terrible ban« 
In a king it is an especial crime, for he is bound by 
his coronation oath to sujpport every tenet and rule 
of the Church. Edwy will at once lose his strong 
position in the popular afifection; then we can 
follow up the advantage, and openly attack the 
throne. It will be necessary to give the nobles and 
their partizans the promise of another king, in 
order to interest them, and to show that our 
motives for inciting a revolt are not to overthrow 
royalty entirely, but simply to inflict a punishment 
on an impious monarch and substitute a better in 
his room. The late Edred's sons are infants, but 
young Edgar, the kin^s brother, will suit our 
purpose. He possesses naif the intellect and heart 
of our new severely Being weak-headed and 
arrogant he can easily be dazzled by a crown,, and 
made a tool of in able hands. As regards Edwy's 
fate, did it depend on me, banishment from the 
fair realm would be punshment enough for the 
wilful, yet noble youth. I desire no personal 
violence. My scheme ia now briefly sketched ; its 
execution depends on the steps taken by Edwy. 
For the present we have only to watch him closely, 
as far as possible clearing all obstacles from the 
way of a speedy union with his second cousin, the 
Prmcess Elgiva." 

"The marriage of Edwy and Elgiva will plant an 
arrow in the breast of Earl Ordmer'sfair daughter," 
said Father Anselmo, '*and the ambitious noble, 
whose hopes are kindled by the jewels of England's 
crown, will prove a worthy ally, to revenge his 
slighted daughter." 

*'Ha; is it so?" said Dunstan, with a meaning 
smile. Better still ; our chances increase." 

"What if Edwy disappoint us," suegested Odo, 
"and, warned by wise mends, avoioB the snare, 
and takes the lovely lady without the nuptial ring ?" 

"I provide not for that contingency," replied 
Dunstan, with a contemptuous glance, "Edwy 
loves his cousin with the first, pure fervour of early 
youth, — a love which makes or mars man's life, — 
ne would shed his heart's blood before one breath of 
shame rested on her sunny ringlets. Now," he 
added, "night wanes apace, we have discussed the 
subject enow. Your consciences are at rest as to 
the justice and purity of my scheme ; its details and 
plans, which must vary to meet each casualty. I 
will undertake to arrange ; from you all nothing is 
required but fidelity in executmg your several 
parts." 

"Farewell!" said Odo, with more deference of 
mien than he ever showed to enthroned monarch. 
"I trust thee entirely Dunstan. Here's to the 
overthrow of Edwy ; and the accession of the 
Benedictine's King 1 " 

He quaffed off a goblet to the toast. All joined 
him save Dunstan, who declined even wetting his 
abstemious lips. 



After exchanging cordial adieux, the party then 
retired. 

Anselmo remained behind with the Abbot of 
Glastonbury, to whom he was both confidant and 
chosen spy ; being a man whose detective powers 
and consummate tact fitted him to carry out the 
various secret schemes of his employer. 

Half an hour passed in earnest conference. tPh^n 
Dunstan was left alone. Alone with his own re- 
flections ! The game to which he had compared the 
tangled web of life was commenced. The •pieces 
were arranged on the board : the master hand was 
waiting to move them as puppets, to gain the rich 
stake, a kingdom I 

How dark that man's retrospect must have been I 
How terrible the walking back over the sin-stained 
darkened ground to the green starting point of 
childhood I — to the gush of the sweet fountain, 
springing joyously forth ere it's clear waters had 
been poisoned by cruelty and wrong. 

For was not his dawn bright ? Could such a 
being, endowed with wondrous intellect, and rare 
gifts, have come upon the stage of life a ready-made 
villain, like those apers of human passions, who 
shock our sensibilities in the modern drama ? No ! 
so splendid a casket was intended to enshrine a 

florious soul ! like the once bright fallen angel, 
>unstan was a fallen spirit. The wreck of such a 
costly freight may well awaken wonder as to the 
cause • 

Was early ambition the absorbing passion which 
withered up his tender affections and tore him from 
the social ties of life ? or did religion, deepened to 
fanaticism, drive him to the lonely cell? its icy 
solitude forming the cradle of dark thoughts of 
revenge and power. 

Turn from the lonely, blackened mountain to the 
lovely vale ! 

See that youth, standing by the side of one, fair 
as a dream of Paradise ! listen to the impassioned 
tone of honeyed words ; the music of kindred hearts, 
the golden light within, around them, tinging their 
boundless future of cloudless hope. Read with 
.their joy -lighted eyes into the deep fountain of love, 
too deep for augnt earthly to penetrate or close. 
Then see them torn apart, the wild high heart, the 
strong nature left alone with its agony and despair ; 
torn apart, not by the hand of death, but the more 
pitiless decree of an earthly parent. 

The father and relatives of the youth wished to 
force him into a cloister. They succeeded. In the 
wreck of life's hopes, despair set in, then madness. 
When reason slowly returned, the weakened frame 
had no energy to contend against the pressure of 
circumstances ; and in a state to which death were 
preferable, the fatal vows were taken, and a gloriou9 
life consigned to a living tomb. 

The terrible awakening to the reality of the sacri- 
fice, the slow yet sure steps of evil into the once 
noble nature (the too frequent results of enforced 
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monastic seclusion), are themes too dark to dwell 
upon ; suffice it to say, the broken-hearted boy, 
Dunstan, emerged from the cloister a man of iron 
and steel f a scourge, a tyrant to the world ; winning 
the only possible antidote for his ineffaceable wounds 
in making others as wretched as himself, and filling 
up the acning void in his soul by gratifying a bound- 
less ambition. 

In order to account for the great disaffection pre- 
vailing in the Church at this period, before proceed- 
ing further it may be necessary to glance at the 
politics of the country. 

The epoch when the crown devolved on a stripling 
of seventeen was a perplexing and difficult time for 
England ; requiring the iron nerve of well tempered 
judgment to steer the bark of State with any degree 
of safety. True, that when Edred died the storm 
of unceasing war between the Saxons and Danes had 
blown over, and the fierce sea kings were living on 
apparently friendly terms with their former foes, in 
tneir Anglo-Danish dominions in the north of England. 

But traces of the agitation still lingered, like the 
tossing ocean, which heaves vaguely long after the 
tempest has ceased. 

The Danes, though many of them were settled in 
South Anglia, and held high offices under the Saxon 
kings, felt a secret discontent at their position, and 
cherished a longing hope that their brethren over 
the seas would one day send them help to enable 
them to make another struggle for wresting fair 
England from the tolerated but stUl detested Saxons. 

& the political horizon new and threatening 
clouds loomed, and heavy forebodings reigned in 
the hearts of the more cultivated Saxons who at all 
interested themselves in the affairs cf the country. 

The throne was surrounded hy a pet of fierce, 
ambitious men, principally Ecclesiastics, who sought 
to make the royal prerogative less than nominal, and 
Tvield the whole power of the realm. 

They were ardent partizans of a new religious 
movement, which had lately caused great excitement 
in Rome. 

Saint Benedict, an Italian monk, was the origin- 
ator of this innovation. 

The doctrines he promulgated prohibited all the 
clergy from marrying (a privilege which those not 
voluntarily vowed to celibacy hatd hitherto enjoyed) ; 
severed them from the innocent pleasures and occu- 
pations -of domestic life, confining them to a dreary 
routine of self-denial and fleshly moroification 

Novelty carries with it a peculiar charm. The 
opinions of Benedict swept like a whirlwind over 
Italy and half the Continent, embracing" numberless 
converts, chiefly men wearied and sated by their 
own passions, or burdened with remorse, who longed 
to taste a new career, and were inspired by the 
twofold hope of winning absolution for their sins in 
rigorous penancef, Mid enjoying in another world 
supreme glory aiid happiness "as a reward for their 
earthly ordeal. 



The Order of the Benedictines was established. 
These monks, some of the highest rank and talent, 
were bound toother by the closest ties of brother- 
hood. Their hves were devoted to propogating the 
tenets of their creed, and gaining converts. The 
cell was to be their nominal abode, but the world 
the field on which their time and talents were to 
be expended. 

The doctrines soon found a way to the Anglo- 
Saxon isle, and numbered their fii^ and warmest 
Satron in Dunstan, Abbot of Glastonbury. Not only 
id his blighted past and rigorous life of penance 
fit him to adopt the austere creed, but his wily 
nature knew the advantage such a movement would 
prove for facilitating the road to power. In thd 
excitement and strife of a fierce party struggle there 
is a rich harvest of profit to be reaped by ambitiouB 
minds. Odo of Canterbury, and the venerable Tor- 
ketul, former Chancellor of England, a man highly 
popular, for in his youth he had performed prodigies 
of valour on the battle field, and was now equally 
renowned for the sanctity of his life in the cell at 
Croyland, whither he had retire^; these two im- 
portant individuals became converts, through the 
eloquent persuasions of Dunstan. The late king's 
confessor, the Prior of Salisbury, and many other 
Ecclesiastics, amonc them Dunstan's cousin, also 
joined the party, wnich was further supported by 
some nobles and Thegns, base enough to oe bribed 
by the promise of rich lands and gelds. The prin- 
cipal and more respectable portion of the nobility 
either remained neuter or leant to the side of the 
married clergy, to whom many of them were bound 
by ties of relationship and inter-marriage, and who 
shrunk from sundering bonds which time and affec- 
tion had rendered sacred. 

Many powerful clergy (including the Bishop of 
Winchester) were decidedly opposed to the cruel 
and utterly unscriptural notions which Dunstan and 
the monks sought to impose upon them. 

Born and reared in the light of a purer creed, 
having the full privilege of entering the holy minis- 
try, and yet mingling in the social and innocent 
pleasures of life ; with the cloister and the monkish 
cell only at the option of those who selected them 
from inclination, or perhaps coercion ; thpse prelates 
in the meridian of existence, surrounded by their 
families, showing, in their christian households, a 
bright example of the truths they preached, felt 
acute pain and indignation at their homes being 
violated, and themselves bound as victims to the 
altar of sacrifice ; not by the decree of their Great 
and Merciful Creator, but the arrogant will of a 
bigoted sect of mistaken monks. They resolved, 
with noble ardour, never to pass from light to dark- 
ness, or stain the page of Christianity by subscribing 
to such a wrong. 

But alas ! these good prelates, though at this 
time numerically far superior to their opponents, 
were powerless to resist the strong tide of darl; 



EDWY AND KLGIVA. 



influence, gathering silently around, which, was 
destined to overflow the land. 

England ! fair England I was to lie chained in the 
errors of Romanism, ere the li^t of the Kef ormation 
rose and shone with inextinguishable lustre over the 
lei^h and breadth of the now free and happy isle. 

For one moment, ere we close the chapter, let us 
briefly review the parentage and early life of the 
young kin^, whose accession to power formed the 
subject of dark priestly machinations. 

Edwy and his brother Edgar were the sons of 
Edmund, king of England, the brother of Edred, 
and grandson of Alfred the Great. 

E(Snund ascended the throne at eighteen years of 
age. He was young, brave, and handsome. His 
short reign was marked by many a battle with the 
Danes. The name of his queen was Elgiva. She 
was a daughter of the Cymri ! that hunted proscribed 
people, the original children of the soil, wno, driven 
step by step from their own land by those whose 
succour they had sought to defend them from other 
foes, lived in th*^ fastnesses of Wales and Cornwall, 
brooding darkly over their wrongs, clinmng to their 
old religion, and cherishing a hatred deeper than 
words can express for the false fair-haired Saxons. 

The king's wooing was a romantic story. A note 
from that old mel^y whose whispers first made 
Eden musical, and which has been heard through all 
ages, surviving all change. 

Keport reached him of the wondrous beauty of 
the ibritish maiden. In spite of all obstacles he 
resolved to win and woo her. Disguised, he pene- 
trated the Cambrian forests, and at the maiden's 
feet told the tale of his affection, told her he was a 
Saxon ; nay, more, the Saxons' king. His love and 
daring, the beauty of his blue eye and golden locks 
won her heart. She fled with him ; forgetting for 
his sake the pride and attachment of name and race — 
the master passions of her kindred. The wronged 
lather ov^ook the fugitives, and cursed nis 
daughter ; cursed her with all the force and depths 
of a soul stung to madness. Elgiva never recovered 
from the effects of that malediction, A shadow, she 
m)oved in the gay Saxon court ; remorse robbing 
her of every joy. 

Two children blessed their union. Edwy, the 
elder by two years, resembled his father in appear- 
ance, but inherited his mother's impassioned 
sensitive nature, and rare genius for poetry and 
.songs. Edgar, with the dark eyes, and locks of the 
Cambrian, blended the gay, light disposition of his 
Saxon Bare, At trwenly-iour Edmund was snatched 
away. He fell, by the hand of an assassin while at a 
banquet. In the confusion of the moment the 
traitor escaped, and was never discovered, save by 
one, whose broken heart too well knew what hand 
Had dealt the death blow. 

Edmund, with his parting breath, willed the 
crown to his brother Edred, and his sons to his 
^ardianship. His wretched widow overwhelmed 



at this stroke, which she accepted as a just retribu- 
tion for her crime in 'deseiting her father and 
country, resolved by ri^d jxinances, and utter 
self -martyrdom, to avert if possible further calami- 
ties. She retired into a cloister, leaving her helpless 
babes in the care of a trusty friend ; vowing to deny 
herself the sight of them, for more than one inter- 
view, every seven years. 

Princess Ulrica, who rfceived the charge of the 
truly orphan princes, was a Danish lady, the widow 
of Prince Ethelred, the first cousin of King Edmund. 
She was the only person at court to whom the 
Saxon queen showed any warm cordiality. A 
similarity in disposition, and fate combined to draw 
their hearts together. Both were strangers in the 
Anglian court, both felt a national antipathy to- 
wards their husband's people ; and both regarded' 
their children with forced coldness, as the visible 
pledges of a union which had led them to forsake 
their country. 

The young princes dwelt iu Ulrica's secluded 
home during their childhood ; playmates and com- 
panions of her little daughter Elgiva — ^the namesake 
of the widowed queen — a child a few months the 
senior of her royal cousins ; endowed with wondrous 
lovliness, and a ^ted mind. 

When the princes arrived at boyhood, Edred 
(who cherished a kind affection for his nephews) 
sent them to Oxford, appoiuting Wulfstan, a learned 
di^itary in the Church, their preceptor. Edwy re- 
paid the efforts of his tutor. He loved knowledge 
with the ardour of a fervent aspiring soul, and soon 
excelled in all the arts and learnings of the day; 
being also a skilled musician and poet. 

Edgar, though he shared his brother's studies, fell 
short of him in every attainment ; the sports and 
jests of boyhood were his only pleasure, music, and 
her etherial charms, found no echo in his soul. The 
privilege of having a bard to sing him to sleep, and 
arouse him at the matin hour, was simply valued as 
a royal prerogative, which the haughty Atheling 
would never relinquish. 

The king sent the princely brothers to spend several 
months of the year with Earl Ordmer, the most 
warlike noble and expert swordsman in the realm, 
that they might undergo, like all the Saxon nobility, 
a thorough training in the use of arms. Here, as m 
Oxford, Edwy earned off the prices. Foremost in 
the chase, adroitest in the ring, the most unerring 
shot, the swiftest foot, he won the hearts of the 
rude soldiers who joined in teaching him, and was 
the admiration of the stout Earl, who loved him 
almost as a son, and was not sorry to see his 
daughter Algitha look with tender feelings on the 
royal stripling. 

Edred was well pleased with the progress made 
by Edwy, and in order to perfect his education, 
sent him in his sixteenth year on a Continental tour. 
The Atheling was accompanied by a chosen com- 
panion, Cednc, Earl Ordmer's son, and attended % 
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a large tram. In the gay courts of Europe the 
Saxon prince won the meed of pndse, carrymg off 
the Tourney's prize. Many a Gallic princess and 
royal beauly smiled upon the golden-haired vouth, 
ibut his heart was steeled to their attractions by the 
smnour of a pure remembrance. One I the playmate 
of childhood! the star of boyhood I — ^who had 
bloomed in her scquestei^ bowers into a flower of 
matchless loveliness, whose soaring soul alone winged 
its flight with his, to realms far above this petty, 
narrow life — shone into his soul, flooding its depthii 
with the tender love of youth. Her blue and ^niite 
Bcarf , borne on his lance, proclaimed far and wide the 
cluurms of the unknown maiden to whom the royal 
Edwy's heart was given. 

The Athelinff had only just returned from his 
tour when the death of Edred placed the crown on 
bis brows. 

So richly gifted b^ nature and heart, endowed 
with the deep impassioned nature of the children of 
cenius ; with such a tragical home-history, a mur- 
dered father, an estranged remorse-stricken mother, 
a grandsire's curse hanging darkly over him, una- 
bated by the blood of orie victim; with a fierce 
priesthood leagued against him ; a people the very 
creatures of impulse for subjects ; is it to be won- 
dered at if, arrayed in all the dazzling lustre of 
kingly pomp, ere one page of his history is turned 
t)ver, we feel the sadness of pity for him, as he 
stands in all the dawn freshness of life, in all the 
proud fearlessness of untroubled youth, on the 
threshold of that gilded career whose purple is often 
the mantle of misery, and whose throne — ^a grave. 



CHAPTER n. 

THE CHOSEN OF FATE. 

In early times, as now, the south of England was 
the favoured site of royalty. 

It was selected in those days for the Court resi- 
dence from motives of security, baing further 
removed from the Cymri in Wales, and the northern 
provinces, where the Danes lay in wait for plunder 
and attack. Frequent communications, too, being 
"kept up between England and the Continent gave 
the situation another advantage. 

Two days after the king's decease,] the body of 
Edred was conveyed to Canterbiuy Cathedral, and 
lay there in royal state, awaiting the interment 
which was to take place in ten day&r time. 

The royal abode at Canterbury was of smaller 
xlimensions than the Palace of Winchester, which 
was the favourite residence of the Saxon monarchs. 
It had only been honoured by the Court during the 
reign of Edred, who, desirous to be near Odo, 
Archbishop of Canterbury, had established a piJace 
-there for Imnself . 

Within a few days of tiie royal funeral, on a 
bright spring morning, a ^outh stood in an upper 
chiunber of the palace, gazing through the narrow 



open casement on the fair Kentish landscape, 
spread out like a map of pastoral beauty, with its 
undulating uplands and deep shadows of umbra- 
geous wood. 

The dawn of seventeen summers had left the 
dew and down of youth untouched on lip and cheek, 
but in his eyes, and on his noble brow tnere beamed 
a look of soul all glorious from within, which would 
well have matched the pride of manhood. His 
were the blue gleaming eyes of the Saxon, where 
lingered the poetic fire of the Cambrian, and 
sparkled the warlike eneigy of tiie Goth. His the 
fair and statuesque features dreamed of by the 
ancients in their divine ideals, Idndled to breathing 
beauty by the mind within; his the arching lip, 
whereon a smile, half acom, half sadness, lingered ; 
his the golden tresses, long even in that age of 
long-haired Saxons ; clustering round the ivory 
temples, falling in sUken masses over the shoulders 
of a slender form, whose symmetrical grace, was 
blended with sinewy strength and elastic endurancCi 
tempered by close practice in martial exercises. 

The youiii wore a tunic of purple silk, bordered 
with ermine, clasped round the waist by a eolden 
belt, in which glittered a jewelled cross^ted 
dagger. His graceful limbs were clad in white 
buckskin, and he wore boots of a darker coloured 
leather, laced and clasped round ^e instep, and 
ankles with gold. A star of brilliants was suspended 
from his ncek by a rich chain, oontaining a crucifix 
at the back. On a couch, near at hand, lay a 
purple cap, with a long plume, and a black velvet 
mantle of xtalian fashion. 

This was Edwy of England ; the star of the good 
Saxon people ; the owner of the smiling land, over 
which the banner of the White Horse waved so 
proudly. 

This day, at noon, the Witenagennot, or Saxon 
Parliament) were to assemble in the hall of the 
palace to confirm, by vote, the late king's i^point- 
ment of a successor. 

''So the crown is mine," murmured the king, 
giving expression to the thoughts which left a 
serious shadow on his brow ; ''the crown which the 
noble Alfred wore and ennobled, that so many 
have lived and died for, elevated or debased, used 
as a scouree or blessing. Henceforth I am the 
property of thousands, the mark for hatred and 
false aspersion ; the example and beacon li^t to 
guide others on the road of life. That thou^^ in- 
spires me with joy. Power will be mine to unfold 
tne longings of my nature for a higher existence ; 
to do gm>d, to protect the weak, to check evil, and 
redress the wronged ; to raise the moral and intel- 
lectual standard subove the present narrow range of 
rude carnal enjoyments*; to inepire my people to 
emulate the polished, and refined courts of ^me 
and France. And yet I would have England mora 
than a mere servile imitator. I woim have her 
spring forth to gain the suimnit of human attain* 
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ment md greatness, taking her proud position as 
the head <« nationa Voices seem whispering to 
my son], that such will be her fate. The dream of 
my conntry's glory comes to me beneath the shade 
of the island oaks, in the mnrmnr of the waves, in 
the tide of minstrel song ; it comes triumphantly, 
and joy inspiring, yet linked with no personal 
happmess. The hana that paints England's bright- 
ness points to the dark shadow on mine own fate. I 
know that these eyes will never behold the radiance 
that crowns her brow ; or these ears catch even the 
faint echo of her renown ; yet am I content to live 
and die for this fair land, if I can but cast some 
good seed on the fertile field of consequence, which 
shall spring up and blossom in after times." 

The biayin^ of trumpets and tramp of horses 
arrested the king's attention, and drew him to 
another window of an adjoining chamber, overlook- 
ing the entrance to the court, to discover the 
cause of the sounds. 

A feelinff of anxiety mii^led with Edw^s many 
emotions uiat morning. Not that he feared any 
dissentient opinion, would dispute his succession, 
which had been sanctioned by the principal nobles, 
yet he was aware that he had enemies, in the power- 
ful Dunstan and Odo. He apprehended, perhaps 
unduly magnified, the responsioilities of his task, 
and felt a timid shrinking, from appearing for the 
first time before the dignitaries of the realm. A 
sense of relief crossed his heart when his eye fell 
on the advancing party. 

Four trumpetoTS, ga^y attired in tunics and caps 
of white and crimson, and six men at arms headed 
the procession. They were followed by two shield 
bearers, an office only held by Thegns of high 
degree, who were sent as boys to receive a military 
education, either in the household of the king, or of 
some earldorman (or earl). Beginning as pages they 
rose 'through various, ranks to the highest grade of 
shield bearer. The youths of this party, wore steel 
net work, over the breast and arms of their blue 
silk timics, which were enwoven with crimson and 
cold. A short scarlet cloak waved ^om their shoul- 
ders, fastened round the neck by j& gold brooch. 
Hose of similar colours were laced from the ankle to 
the knee, with thongs of leather, and leather shoes 
pointed at the toe and fastened down the middle 
with scarlet leather, completed their costume. Their 
heads were uncovered, and long curls of fair hair 
flowed •) /er their shoulders. Each bore a splendid 
shield Yi'-h the crest and arms, of their chieftain 
engraved upon it. 

The principal personages of the group rode next. 
One was a man in the prune of life, of broad sinewy 
fra'Tie, and gigantic stature. His dark haughty 
eyes, swarthy &in, and short raven curls, bespoke 
his foreign extractijn ; and contrasted as forcibly 
with the fair complexion of the Saxons, as did his 
plain attire, which, divested of all vivid colouring, 
coz^ij§ted of a d^k gr^n t\uuc, covered yfi^ strong 



steely armour. Steel bands bound the trunk hose 
on his muscular limbs, a heavy battle axe swung 
from the side of his saddle. A small velvet cap 
rested on his head, ornamented with one superb 
jewel. The charger this warlike individual bestrode, 
was jet black, of great strength and height ; his 
trappings were green and steel, like his master, and 
his massive bridle was heavy with metal. Often 
had he borne Earl Ordmer (for so was the noble 
named) into the thickest of the fight ; trampling 
over the dying and the dead. By the side of^this 
proud earl, who a Dane by birth, was the most 
powerful of the Saxon nobility, rode a slight strip- 
ling, small in stature and face, but possessing a 
symmetry of mould, and delicate, variable, beauty 
of expression, which made hirn at first sight 
extremely captivating. The large dark eyes, shaded 
by long thick lashes, were flooded with restless 
light, at one moment dancing in merriment, then 
glancing rapidly round, or flashing with scorn. 
Kepose and depths were wanting to temper their 
fires. The high arched brow, seemed a fitting 
temple for intellect to dwell in ; strength was ex- 
pressed in the firm outlines, of the well-cut mouth, 
but the smallness and roundness of the chin, the 
constant parting of the lips, either to smiles or 
prattle, which flowed forth perpetually, weakened 
the force of these traits; and a physiognomist would 
have judged that if they betrayed native talent, its 
full growth had been checked by indolence, and 
would probably never be concentrated into fixed 
power, but only be employed on lower aims and 
ends. 

The boy wore a small velvet cap, with a jewelled 
band, and flowing plume. His long silken curls of 
dark brown hair, clustered round a white brow and 
fair smooth throat. The snowy tunic of finest silk, 
was interwoven with gold, and edged with purple ; 
a shining girdle confined it round the waist, from 
which a rapier hung. The purple mantle was 
fastened by a jeWelled clasp, and a collar of gems 
gUttered round his neck. The costly attire, and 
richly caparisoned white palfrey, spoke of the high 
rank of the youth, who was none other than a 
royal Atheling- (or prince) ; Edgar, of England, 
then in his fifteenth year, though, seemingly, far 
younger. With all speed, he had hastened from 
Oxford to congratulate his kingly brother, and, on 
the way, had fallen in with Earl Ordmer's party, 
bound for the Witenagemot. In the train of the 
prince were two Thegns, one a dark forbidding 
looking youth, named Brithric — a fellow student 
and favourite companion of Edgar — the other was 
an extremely handsome young man — a king's Thegn, 
having held the office of Hors Thegn to the late 
Edred. The fastidious care and richness of his 
apparel, together with his air of conscious self- 
satisfaction, might have done honour to a modern 
dandy. Yes 1 in the olden days vanity had existence 
as wf U as iiow ; an^ Sithri9, th^ Tiwe of Thirles- 
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tane, was the ''court exquisite." A bard, wearing 
the royal badge, with a harp slung behind him ; 
a gaily tricked-out page ; and two stalwarth men at 
arms ; formed the retinue of the Atheling. The 
train was brought up by eight mounted horsemen of 
the Earl, bearing spears and shields. A sunnj 
smile illumined Eidwys face as he gazed on his 
brother. ''Edgar! Ildgar ! how my heart swells 
with joy to greet thee, what happiness it will be to 
advance thy welfare, to watch over thee, making 
thee good and. great." 

Stately was the welcome tendered to the stout 
earl. 

The king's P&goi} spearsmen, and soldiers stood 
on the steps of the palace. The foot of the royal 
stripling was withdrawn from the stirrup, by the 
Hors Thegn. His impatient heart longed to spring 
from the saddle, the first to greet his brother, but 
the love of royal etiquette, more developed in him 
than in any of the Saxon monarchs, made him re- 
spect every prerogative of birth, and wait this 
ceremony. 

In the larse hall were gathered a shining group of 
Bower, Disch Thegns, and other court officios. The 

f olden cups of welcome were filled with hippocras 
y the royal maiden cup-bearers. The "Waes 
hael" was drained by the new comers. 

" KingEdwy's retirement remains unbroken till 
after the Witenagemot," said Ethelwulph, the chun- 
berlain, advancing to the earl; "but my sovereign 
bids thee break thy fast in the banquet hall, and 
await there the arrival of the council." 

The noble party accepted the invitation, and 
quitted the hall ; save one — the boy Atheling — 
who, brooking no other mandate than his own, soon 
won a way to the king's apartment. 

Long and fond was the embrace of the royal 
brothers. Their mutual love had a peculiar force in 
that moment of reunion. Both felt painfully their 
isolated position ; lonely in the midst of oourt gran- 
deur. Death had snatched away a near and only 
relative, ere maturer years had given them the 
strength and confidence of experience. Their mother 
was worse than dead, lost to them beneath the cold 
walla of a cloister. 

" Edwy, my brother Edwy, thou wilt not love me 
less ? " said Edgar, gazing with dark eyes now full 
of softened light, into the noble spirituid countenance 
of the young king, as, with one arm twined round 
him, they sat together on the low window seat. 
" Our old compamonship is not to be broken because 
the purple falls between us. Must thy presence be 
guarded by menials, and thy brother denied admit- 
tance when his heart beats with impatience to greet 
the playmate of his childhood, to unfold all his joys 
and sorrows, and talk over the future's hopes f" 

'* Edgar, no royal state oould change my heart. 
I rejoice In this sudden accession to supreme dignity 
far less from any hopes of increased personal happi- 
ness, than from the power it gives me of doing good 



to others. Who can possess a nearer daim on me 
thim mine own brother ? But a crown brings many 
cares, andheavy duties, which steal the light pastimea 
of youth, and fill the heart with grave thoughts. 
The days are gone when we hunted the wild wolf in 
Ordmer's grounds, and trod the classic groves of 
Oxford — gone for ever. I may not take the costly 
gift without payhig the full price. Such hours of 
leisure, however, as fall to my 'lot shall be gladly 
shared with thee. Thou wilt ever be toy favourite 
companion. Yet, one thing remember, Edgar, thou 
must desist from disputing with my attendants, when 
they have received orders to deny all admittuioe to 
my presence. Recollect, to console thy pride, that 
the Atiieling is commanded by his king.' 

Edgar pouted a little, but the pout melted to a 
smile. He was too happy with his brother to heed 
such trivial disappointments. 

And the royal pair talked on ; the elder giving 
vent to his hopes and dreams for his country, setting 
bright pictures of honour and excellence before the 
boy's eyes ; the younger listening, and blending 
with the high future of the king's imagining, his own 
lonjgings for gaiety, splendour, war, and excitement. 

'Die brothers talked on, dreamed on ; and even as 
they dreamed, the nobles of the land gathered below 
— gathered below to bestow the fatal crown on the 
gifted Edwy. 

The star of the royal youth shone cloudless in 
that hour. The fierce Odo felt he dared not whiroer 
of dissent ; the word would be lost, unheard, in the 
tumultuous shouts, that burst forth from the noble 
crowds within the palace, and the thousands assem- 
bled without the gates, when the unanimous votes 
of the council proclaimed Edwy was king I 

" Long live the King ! " broke forth from every 
lip, rose up exultingly on the sprinff-tide air, and 
rolled into the monarch's quiet chamber ; a btormy 
summons to the glittering world without. 

Even as the peal startled him from his seat the 
door gentl]^ opened, a hand was laid upon his arm, 
a sweet voice greeted him. 

" Edwy ! my king, and pupil ! the Witenagemot 
have elected thee. Thou art now firmly pla^d on 
the throne of thine ancestors. Beloved child of my 
heart, Wulfstan has come the first to bear the 
tidings, and to do thee homage. " 

"IVone more welcome," said the king, checking 
the noble prelate's movement to bend the knee, and 
flinging himself into his arms. My more than 
father, preceptor, friend and guide, whose loving 
wisdom nas soielded me from the snares of Ufe, and 
ever chased sadness from my heart ; I need thy 
conmttulations less than thy sympathy and advice. 
My iLeart shrinks oppressed breath the burden of 
this perilous honour. TheJ veryfenthusiasm of those 
shouts jars my nerves ; a fierce under tone seems 
running through them, telling that the same cries of 
delighC might chanjge to yeUs of defiance, and the 
I tide of popular maouieBS be swayed l>y another cuxv 
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rpHt. I hesitate to grasp the rude sceptre of the 
Saxons. What match am I for the stem, ambitions 
men, who sarroond the throne? I can bring devo- 
tion, high hopes, and endeavour for the good of all ; 
will they avail in the Witenagemot, or the palace 
council ? I can die for England but my heart mis- 
gives me ; T may never serve her with my life." 

"Fear not my sovereign," replied the worthy 
Bishop of Winchester, <<fear is unworthy a kin^ and 
a christian. Well do I know that thine aspiring 
soul and sensitive nature are unfitted for the rude 
age in which we live. That the higher capacities of 
thy mind make thee a prey to a thousand real and 
imaginary evils, whicn those of blunter mould 
neither anticipate nor feel. But these feelings must 
now be remanded into the depths of silence, by the 
stem hand of duty. The King of kings has bestowed 
upon thee the crown, not the proud nobles, and the 
poor ignorant peasants, who crowd these walls. 
Accept it gratefully as His gift ; wear it well, and 
finnly as Mis servant. Seek, by a Uf e of diligence 
and virtue, to win others to follow thine eicample ; 
thus "overcoming evil with good." Let no wild 
hopes of a sudden re-generation of court and 
country, inspire thee to undertake impossible ren- 
novationa ; or sink thee in despondency, if dissap- 
porntments and difficulties beset thy path. Do thy 
best ; but strive not to surpass limits set by a 
Higher Power. B^member that in the economy of 
Providence, as well as nature, improvement is pro- 
gressive. Now," he added with a benign smile, 
"having finished my lecture, let me see my king 
banish this gloom from his brow ; hark ! they come 
to lead thee to the Witenasemot." The door was 
flung aside by the officers of the palace, and a part^ 
of England's nobles swept in. The rustle of their 
rich robes, the flashing of their ^ems, brought in a 
breath of the outer world of pnde and splendour ; 
the heart of Edwy beat high with emotion, as on 
bended Imee the martial Saxons hailed him King ! 
Hailed him King ! and led him in pomp and honour, 
■followed by the loved preceptor and me dark eyed 
brother, down the palace corridors and stairs, to the 
hall of council, whose crowded assembly gazed 
admiringly on him,— on, on to the gilded dais, where 
the banner of the White Horse floated proudly 
over England's throne. 

It was Odo, with the golden mitre on his head, 
and the sacred palluim, or fleece of lamb's wool, on 
his scarlet robes ; Odo ! blazing with jewels, sup- 
ported by two of the highest dignitaries present, 
who advanced to the throne, and, humbly Imeeling, 
prayed Edwy, in the name of the Saxon Parliament, 
to accept the crown. 

A silence followed the harsh loud tones of the 
archbishop — ^breathless silence — each ear was 
strained to catch the reply, every eye fixed on one 
slijght form. The young king rose — ^rose to accept 
this proud prerogative of sovereignty ; to meet the 
glory of his fate. 



The shadow of a mighty destiny, raised him as it 
were above the level of ordinary mortality ; crown- 
ing his young beauty with a dignity not of earith. 
What though traces of agitation SaU. lingered on his 
face; from his blue eyes flashed the soul of his 
Saxon ancestors. And every noble in that vast 
throng, carried away by enthusiasm at the sight of 
that mright young being, felt their hearts glow with 
the fire of fervent loyalty. Soft and clear fell the 
musical accents of the monarch's voice, distinct in 
all parts of the hall. 

"Primate of England, Chancellor, and members 
of the Witenagemot, I accept with gratitude and 
pride the diadem of my forefathers, which your 
unanimous election has to-day confirmed. I accept 
it as a sacred trust ; sacred, as the be(]^uest of my 
beloved uncle, our late lamented sovereign ; sacred, 
as involving the happiness of my good people ; and, 
above all, from being the gift of (me who ruleth the 
kingdoms of the earth. Henceforth I am no longer 
mine own but England's. On this holy emblem I 
swear "—and he pressed to his lips and raised on 
high his cross-hilted dagger, — "to dedicate every 
power of my mind to the service of my country ; to 
make her advancement and glory the sole thought 
and purpose of existence. A king should be more 
than a man enthroned above his fellow mortals, the 
inheritor of gilded ease ; he should be the friend, 
the benefactor, the helper of his people. Heaven 
aid me to be this, and more than this to England. 
Should the time ever come in which Edwy's dearest 
hopes interfere with the country's welfare, then, 
oh I then. Father, above, hear me swear to sacrifice 
them!" 

The vow of that generous, hich-souled youth was 
heard in the wondering assemluy ; heard, too, and 
registered in heaven ; remembered, aye ! fatally 
remembered in days to come. AU hearts were 
touched ; a brief pause succeeded ; then emotion 
found vent in a burst of yet more deafening applause, 
caught up and echoed by the multitudes without ; 
in me midst of which tumult Edwy would fain have 
withdrawn, but the ceremony of paying homage 
detained hun to his post. 

One by one, the haughty nobles advanced to the 
steps of the dais, bending the knee of fealty to. the 
fair-haired, youthful monarch. On all Edwy be- 
stowed a courteous reception ; to many, with whom 
he was previously acquainted, speaking gracious 
words of welcome. 

"Who is that fair youth?" said the king to Earl 
Ordmer, summoning him to his side during the cere- 
monial, and indicatmg a fair, handsome >oung man. 

" He is Ulric of Preemingham," replied the earl, 
" a noble orphan Thane, one of my shield bearers, 
whom I can recommend to my sovereign's notice." 

"I like his looks," continued Edwy, and shall 
desire thee to present him to me anon. It is my 
intention to bestow tiie order of Knighthood on a 
band of old comrades, perchance I may number the 
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Thane of Freemingham among my chosen knights. 
Thy school of arms, Earl Oromer, is famous for 
turning out brave warriors." 

What could the earl do but acknowlege, ah ! and 
with his whole heart, that the bravest of that brave 
band, was his own gracious sovereign. 

Before retiring, the young king appeared on the 
balcony of the palace, to gratify his honest subjects ; 
further charming them by making a short but kind 
speech, in which he promised that justice should 
be strictly paid them if they brought thoir cause to 
the throne, and that ho should ever study to pro- 
tect the weak and oppressed. 

Feasting and revel^ closed the day. 

The principal members of the Witenagemot were 
entertamed in the king's palace. Sumptuous was 
the fare ; freely flowed the wine cup of mead and 
hippocras. Mirth presided rather stormily over the 
lower board. 

Without the Franklins and Churls were well 
regaled at the royal expense. 

"Where is Dunstan?" enquired Edw of Odo, 
who sat on one side of him at the king's table, which 
stood on a crimson dais at the upper end of the hall. 

"Dunstan is not one of the Witenagemot," 
replied Odo, "the Abbot of Glastonbury has no 
voice in the chief assembly of the country. Never- 
theless, he prayed me give my lord the king his 
respectful homage and greeting." 

^ "That objection can i>e easily removed" said the 
kin^ with a faint smile, for he was already weary 
of the laughter and the clamour. 

" An opportunity has occurred which will enable 
me to pay my respects to my revered uncle's friend 
and confessor. The death of Ethelimd leaves the 
Bee of VVorcester vacant ; it shall be offered to the 
talented Abbot. Tell him, Odo, we desire to see 
him at the palace to-morrow." 

" I will fulfil thy behest, my sovereign," said the 
archbishop ; Dunstan well deserves promotion." 

The sun had long set behind the western hills ere 
the merry revellers departed, or the young monarch, 
whom custom had detained among the last at the 
feast, had an opportunity of retiring. Glad was he 
to exchange the mirth and noise of revelry for the 
oool retirement of his chamber. 

In the ringing of the wine cup — the music of the 
minstrel harp, which, according to Saxon custom, 
passed round the banquet table, being struck by 
each guest in turn — a jest had reached his ear ; a 
jest I subtle and veiled, yet well interpreted by the 
quick senses it concerned ; conjuring up the form of 
a bride and queen ; giving her the name of Algitha ! 
not the name of the one beloved image, enshrined in 
his heart, the one destined to share Mb throne. 

"Thine hand is hot and burning," said the kind 
Wulfstan, who had noted the king's changing cheek 
and weary look at the bijiquet, and now followed 
to minister soothing sympathy. * * The day has been 
9k long and trying one^ and thy mind is still unstrung 



by the loss of a dear relative. Take a ride on thy 
mettled palfrey ; the evening breeze will soon blow 
away the vapours of over-wrought emotion.*' 

''^Nay, Wulfstan," answered Edwy, " I will not 
ride till the young moon rises and the noisy Derellers 
have left the streets ; then will I forth to enjoy the 
cool right air, beneath the shade of the forest, near 
the palace. Now let us take a stroll in the garden. 
I have something weighing on mine heart which I 
desire to impart to thee." 

In the twilight stillness of the leafy walks the 
young Saxon told the tale of his earlj^ love for the 
fair Elgiva; his hopes, his ardent wishes for their 
union. 

The good prelate listened with deep attention. 
His maturer judgment inclined him to rearet that 
the daughter of Ordmer had not been Edwy i choice, 
instead of his royal but friendless cousin. He feared 
that the earl's numerous partisans might feel dis- 
satisfied at the marriage, and the Church cavil at 
the too near relationship ; but, in spite of these 
objections, his kind heart, hallowed and enlarged 
by the double ties of husband and father, sym- 
pathised with the deep affection of his pupU ; and 
even, though he siehed, he could not urge hun to 
resign his love on tiie plea of these apprehensions, 
which perhaps had no tangible ground of danger. 

That eve, when the moon rose, Edwy, on his 
snowy palfrey, followed by his faithful white hound, 
Berta^ and attended by his trusty page, Leolf, rode 
through the private gateway of the palace in the 
direction of a deep wood, nearly adjoinmff the royal 
gardens, and which stretched far and wide for 
many leagues. 

The late king had carefully preserved this forest 
for hunting. Being an ardent follower of the chase 
in his earher days, its winding glades were well 
known to Edwy, who had spent numy a gladsome 
hour in the "King's Wood." The fresh breeze 
seemed to soothe the young monarch's agitated spirit ; 
the moon to smile sweetly on his tide of blissful 
hopes. With a lover's wish to enjoy the peaceful 
night undisturbed, he bade Leolf await him at a 
path leading .to the gardens, and penetrated alone 
mto the interior of the leafv labyrinth. On through 
the shades, lightened only by a fleeting moonbeam, 
through silence unbroken save by uie crackling 
underwood or rustlinfi[ of startled wild bird. On, 
through the breath of forest flowers and leaves, 
yielding up their fragrance to the enamoured night 
wind. On went the white charger and his dreaming 
rider ; on rushed the white wolf-hound, leading the 
way like a beacon light. 

The path grew clearer, and widened into an open 
space where the moon shone brightly, revealing a 
rmg of smooth emerald turf, and an old limpid 
fountain, surrounded by tangled shrubs. On emerg- 
ing into this circle the horse plunged into the air, 
and swerved aside into the thicket ; then, with feet 
firmly plantecl in the ground^ remained txeoibluig in 
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every limb, insensible to the voice or whip of his 
rider. Edwy glanced round in soxprise to discover 
a cause for the animal's fright, and saw nothing. 
He whistled for his faithful dog, which had disap- 
peared, and dashing the rowels in his horse's side 
urged it on. The noble chaiger reared on high, and 
was about to bound f oward, when a figure suddenly 
sprang forth as if from the ground, and stood wim 
outstretched arm in the pathway. 

Fear was unknown to the royal Saxon, yet a 
feeling of awe crossed his breast at the first sight of 
the extraordinary apparition — the figure of an old 
man, with lon^ locks, white as snow, and eyes 
black and flammg like coals of fire, clad in wmte 
robes, bordered with oak leaves, wearing round the 
neck a chain of acorns, from which hung a serpent's 
head — a Druid Priest and a Cymbri. 

''Pass not on ! pass not on I golden-haired boy ; 
pretty puppet of a brigand and dishonoured race," 
said the unknown, in deep, stem tones ; "dare not, 
with thy profane foot, to cross the midnight circle, 
where ^e Druid kneels to pray ; the dumb animal 
has truer instinct, and I mive rooted him to the 
spot to tell thee thy doom. Tremble on the tlurone, 
at the banquet, and the bower ; the storm cloud 
hsoLm in the horizon ; the arrow is in the bow ; the 
shaft shall strike home. The tide of Destiny is 
rising higher and higher ; it shall sweep over the 
false robbers of the sea. In the wilds of Cambria, 
where the foot of the spoiler dares not enter, rises 
the holy altar ; is cleared the sacr^ circle. The 
blood OT the pure^ the noble, flows over it, an 
ofifering, a sacrifice. The prayers of the unconquered 
remnant, the scattered strong ones, rise daily, 
nightly to the gods of Britain ; their cry is ever 
venseance ; vengeance on the spoilers of their land. 
And the invincible ones have heard the prayer. I, 
to whom the secrets of the veil are revealed, have 
listened to their answer ; have seen ike future 
coming dark and stem, written with that bloody 
word— Revenge ! The glory of the Saxons shall 
sink beneath the conqueror's heel. An army from 
the west shall crush them like the autumn grain ; 
their very name shall be lost, only a miserable 
remnant surviving to eat the bread of slavery. But 
the Cymri shall exist ht)m age to age, an unoroken 
people, pure in language and desceniL Thousands 
of years to come their cards shall tamt the Saxon's 
treachery and the Saxon's fall. And thou. King 
Edwy, art speeding to a Fate which will make men 
quaiL There is a deep and deadly debt to be paid 
thine house which marks thee out the doomed ont of 
tl^ people. Son of the betrayer, Edmund, who 
robbed the Cymbri of his daughter, when thy 
sire's blood flowed forth, it was not sufficient to 
wipe away the stain inflicted on a chieftain's line. 
Ano th er victim is needed — ^thou art the one. Trem- 
ble proud Saxon ; thy crown is a bauble ; manhood 
shall never crown the flower of youth. The nearest 
of kin ynUl rise to grasp thy sceptre ; the friend 



prove a foe ; the benefitted subject smite in the 
darkness ; the being thou lovest perish in agony, 
and thou be powerless to save. And if death leave 
the bruised cords of life to linger on, beware pf the 
hand of the Cymbri. Cursed, cursed shalt thou be, 
and the name of Edwy one of loathing and scorn. 

"No, not so," burst forth thrillingly, in clear 
high tones, and a slight form bounoed from the 
thicket, so softly, and of such strange beauty, that 
the startled senses might well have deemed it an 
angel descended from heaven." 

Like untrodden snow was the long robe which 
swept in loose folds to the ground ; but not more 
spouess than the delicate face of high-souled loveli- 
ness illumined by tlie inspiration of unutterable 
thoughts. The dark clear eye shone with indignant 
light ; the red lips quivered with emotion. A crown 
ofoak leaves was wreathed round the richly flowing 
curls of golden brown hair ; a dark zone clasped the 
slender waist ; a breast plate of acorns was bound 
over the bosom, proclaiming the maiden to be a 
priestess of the dark Druid reli/ion of her com- 
panion, though the mystic pendant glittering from 
her neck, revealed her higher sacerdotal rank. 

" Thou shalt not curse him ; for thou canst not," 
said the beautiful intruder. "Am not I the vowed, 
the accepted of the temple ? Are not the mysteries 
of earth and air the inscrutable symbols of destiny, 
clear as daylight to my soul ? The revelations of 
the gods, thou speakest of, are only conveyed through 
these lips. Dare not, presumptuous priest, to subvert 
the oracles of the hjgh priestess of the land. 

Edwy I star of the Saxons ! thou shalt not fall 
into the blackness of night ; but fade as the morn- 
ing star into the radiant dawn — ^too bright for the 
dark days of vengeance, which shall stain earth 
crimson for the crimes of others. 

Manhood shall never fulfil the promise of youth ; 
because all that makes man sreat, or glorious, shall 
be gathered into that golden morning. Sorrow 
shall b^ thine ; but sucn sorrow as attends the 
high-souled and true hearted, like shadows bringing 
forth the lustre of their fame. Treachery imd 
hatred shall sadden, but crime never blacken thy 
soul, or remorse leave one arrow in thine heart. 
Death shall come to thee when life is valueless, a 
comforting presence, a yearned for friend, tenderly 
removing the cup of life half emptied, to place the 
goblet of immortality to thy lips. I look into the 
dark future ; I pierce through, the veil of sense, 
with eyes cleared from earthly mists by a viewless 
finger ; and behold alight, far off, far off, lighting 
up a glorious land, loftiest in wealth, inteUect, anS. 
glory, numerous as the ocean sands. It bears no 
more resemblance to this isle than the perfect 
stature to the formless clay ; yet it springs from 
the same mould, its materials beaten down by many 
hands, watered by blood, are essentially British ; 
aye, and Saxon too. I see there a tablet^ a mighty 
tablet I on which the itoiy of the past is engraTed ; 
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the minstrel song rises ; tears flow when a great 
and good being comes to light npon the record ; and 
I read thereon one stoiy, mourned over by the best 
and wisest ; one name nallowed with a pure remem- 
brance ; it is thy name young Saxon king. Edwy, 
thou art not the victim, but tne chosen of fate !" 

She ceased, and, with one expressive glance, 
w<tved to the priest to retire. The old man, whose 
face had changed to a look of abject fear, glided 
away from the presence of that slight girl, who, 
among the fierce Druids, was wor8hipi>eid like a 
divinity, her lightest word swayingtheir counsels 
and checking their wildest frenzy. Even this out- 
burst in favour of the Saxon excited neither doubt 
nor suprise in the Druid's mind ; for he deemed 
some subtle meaning lay beneath the words, not 
given him to fathom, like many of the wondrous 
maiden's actions, which were hidden in mystery. 

The priestess and the monarch were alone. 

Edwy had listened with silent intensity to the 
fierce menaces of the old man. They gave expression 
to the deep unformed feeUngs of his soul, which had 
ever shadowed forth some gloomy destiny. 

The subtler and gentler reading of iJae Druidess 
only glossed over a fate his being claimed as 
inevitable. 

The inspired light faded from the brow of the 

Srophetess ; her eyes rested on the king with the 
eep forgetful scrutiny of a rapt artist scanning a 
painting he can only see for a brief minute, and 
would engrave on his memory for ever. As the 
blue eyes of Edwy met that thrilling look, he 
started. 

On the lily cheek of the maiden gathered a rosy 
hue like the flush of dawn on the snowy mountain 
top, then faded quickly as it came. 

Springing forward, she laid a white hand on the 
monarch's arm, and whispered in earnest tones. 

''When thou art in the forest, and danger lurks 
from the Cymbri, breatiie the name of Govm^, and 
thou art safe." 

With these words she swiftly disappeared, and 
the Saxon was left alone to his excited reflections. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE DBUID'S vow. 

Lonff did the uproarious mirth and feasting continue 
whi^ marked the evening of the Witenagemot. 

Wine, ale, and mead flowed in rich aoundance, 
and voices grew hoarse from repeated and reiterated 
[^outs of ''long live king Edwy." But the good 
cheer was too good in one sense, as tiie flushed 
cheeks and excited manner of the vast multitude 
clearly proved. Short handled knives began to gleam 
in brawny hands ; the sudden blow and deep-mut- 
tered oath, foretold that ere long riot and bloodshed 
would ensue. 

Staggering from some rude hostel the sturdy 
Franklm might be seen elbowing his way along, 



bestowing lusty blows with his stout oaken staff on 
the luckless pates of Churl or Hind who cluuiced to 
stand in ^s road. v 

Walking leasurely along, threading his course 
through tne motley groups, was a tall, smewy-limbed 
Churl, clad in a white smock of coarse home-spun 
flax, ^ded to the waist by a broad leathern belt, 
in wmch was stuck a formidable looking short knife. 

His long dark hair flowed to his shoulders, un- 
marked by a single silver thread, a striking contrast 
to the handsome high cut features, on which the 
hand of time and violent passions had ploughed 
indellible furrows. 

There was a nameless something in the air of this 
individual which to a keen observer betrayed he 
was not what he seemed to be, and his present garb 
only worn as a disguise. 

Occasionally the Churl would join difierent groups 
who were talking eagerly, and listen awhile to their 
discourse, but when a stranger's eye scanned him 
too narrowly he would carelessly resume his walk. 

Here and there a gay Thane dae^ed by on horse- 
back, attended by two followers ; or a proud Earl, 
with his mounted horsemen, pricked their way 
throufifh the yielding mate, in search of the different 
hostels, where they intended to pass the night. 

"Guthred," said a stout well-to-do looking 
Franklin, addressing a Hind of immense stature 
and muscular strength, who, with folded arms, and 
a countenance of almost dogged stupidity, was 
lookii^g on at the busy scene, "thou hast come far 
to-day to see our new king, Edwy, elected Sovereign. 
How likest thou the fair youth ? By my ia:oth ne 
seems full young to grasp the Saxon sceptre, and I 
fear me many enemies will start up round the 
throne he Jfttle wots of. The clergy will not love 
the king unless he fills their brimming coflers, and 
gives them fat abbey lands, like Edred, of blessed 
memory. By my father's beard and ashes I like 
not those droning, psalm-singing monks, ^— the 
Blessed Virgin forgive me for thinking, —they must 
find it a hard task sometimes to give themselves 
absolution ; and worst and most dangerous of the 
priestly crew, there are Dunstan and Odo, our fierce 
archbishop, more fitted for the sword than the 
cozier; but," shrugging his broad shoulders, "we 
must be wary in these times, or a man's ears will be 
cropped shoiter than agreeable, if he gives full rein 
to his tongue within (mance of ear shot, — on such 
dangerous topics. How is Wolfric ?" he pursued, 
to change the discourse, " my old friend, and titiy 
good master." 

"Wolfric is well," replied Guthred shortly, a 
sudden gleam of intelligence hghting up his face 
and firing his dark eyes, "I have travelled miles on 
miles, on f oot^ walking day and night, with scarcely 
bit or sup, to reach the city of Canterbury, and for 
other reasons, good master Berthold, tbian to see 
our young king, Edwy, brave though the sight mav 
bp. My object is to obtam sight and speech with 
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the Lady Ethel, who owns the broad hides of land 
of which Master Wolfric rents a farm or so. Folks 
say she is fair to look upon, but never since she was 
a child has she set foot on her heriot of Herewood." 

'*Thou takest a great interest in the lady," 
said Berthold curiously ; "strange, when according 
to thy words thou hast never seen her." 

** True," replied Guthred, " but I will unfold the 
mystery to thme ear, Master Franklin. My father, 
on his death bed (the virgin and all saints rest his 
soul, and deliver him from the fires of purgatory), 
made me take an oath on the holy cross, that if ever 
Ethel, the Lady of Herewood, should stand in need 
of a stout arm and faithful heart I would serve her 
bod^ and soul, and if needful die for her. This vow 
I will fulfil to the very letter if, which heaven fore- 
fend, lady Ethel ever stands in need of my poor aid." 
^ " What service did the lady or the bold earl, her 
sire, render thy parent, that he made thee take an 
oath to devote thy liifito her ? " questioned Berthold. 

*'A8 a child lady^Ithel did a kindness for my 
father which he felt bound to repay in his own 
person or that of his ofiEenpring. I will tell thee the 
story. Master Franklin, if thou hast leisure to attend 
tait." 

** Aye ! aye I " said Berthold, *' I can tarry awhile 
longer, my night quarters are at the ' Goldon Rose,' 
close at hand ; so I will list to thy tale ere I turn in 
thither." 

"My father," continued Guthred, "as thou 
perhape knowest, was a bom Thrall to a cruel 
master, who used him worse than his own houuds, 
for they had food and to spare, while he was fed on 
the scraps the curs rejected ; besides being kicked 
and beaten and cruelly treated in every way. One 
day they had flogged my sire till the blood streamed 
from his wounds. By the holy martyrs, were auy 
of that cursed brood now alive, they should have a 
heavy reckoning from my hands. Faint from loss 
of blood, my poor father dragged himself to a hedge 
side, where he lay stiff and smarting from pain. A 
knife was in his hand ; he was about to plunge it 
into his heart, to end his servitude by death, when 
the sound of horses hoofs, rapidly ap{Mx>aohing, 
caused him to pause till the party passed on. 

A noble horseman rode first ; by his side, on a 
milk-white palfrey (whose golden rein was held by a 
man at arms), sat a beautiful little girl, of four or 
five summers ; her long black hair fell i^ curls below 
her waist, and her face was fair as an angel's. When 
her eyes fell on the poor man, worn and bleeding by 
the road side, she burst into tears, and said a few 
earnest, beseeching words to the gay noble by her 
side, on which the whole party drew bridle. 

The astonished Thrall was called to earl Wilfrid's 
stirrup by one of his survitors ; in a few words his 
sad tale was told. 

The diild clasped the handsome stran^rs hand 
(who WBB her father), and, with streaming eyes, I 
begged him to save the miserable slavQ, I 



To cut a long story short, the noble, touched. by 
the appeal of ms only daughter, rode on at once to 
my f auier's cruel master, bought him for a handsome 
sum from his barbarous owner, and took him to 
Herewood, where the iron collar was struck from 
his neck, and he was made a free man. 

There nnr sire lived, happily, married in course 
of time. I was his only son. From my birth my 
grateful parent told me of the Lad^ Ethel. As I 
^ew older not a day passed in which we did not 
mvoke a blessing on the head of our preserver. 

The death of my sire shifts the debt of gratitude 
to me, for a poor Hind never forgets a Iwanefit or 
forgives an injury. 

Now thou cans't not wonder at my wish to see 
the Lady of Herewood, • who I have found out 
resides with the Danish Princess Ulrica, and I have 
vowed. Master Berthold, I return not to the worthy 
Wolfric till I have spoken with her face to face. 

"Pest ; how that stranoer listens," he continued, 
turning fiercely round, as ne saw the Churl already 
mentioned standing close behind them. 

"Good masters," said the unknown, seeing him- 
self observed ; " can ye tell me of any hostel, near 
at hand, where a poor Hind like myself can find the 
comer of a settle to sleep on, and a draught of ale to 
slake his thirst ? " 

Berthold looked up to answer in the afilrmative, 
when piercing shrieks, mingled with cries for help, 
rang on their ears. 

All turned in the direction of the sound, and saw, 
some fifty paces off, a slight youth of about fifteen 
or sixteen, struggling in ti^e midst of a rude motley 
crowd. His dSk curling locks, fell round a face 
of womanly delicacy and beauty, and his large 
bright eyes, alternately flashed with anger, or dis- 
tended with terror. A short coat, of vivid scarlet, 
fell below the knee, fitting tightly to the chest, and 
waist, and was slashed, and braided with gold ; 
while a blue mantle, lined with white, fastened on 
the right shoulder, falling around in graceful folds, 
gave a picturesque grace to his costume. A small 
harp, with golden strings, was slung across his back ; 
this he guaraed with jealous care. 

The Churl looked earnestly at the scene for |a 
moment, then, moved by a stronger feeling than 
mere compassion, said shortly, ** Let us rescue yon 
fair boy," and immediately forced a passace through 
the crowd, which soon cleared a way for his stalwart 
frame, well seconded by vigorous blows from his 
stout staff. 

"We will also aid," remarked Berthold to Guth- 
red, and all three were soon at the spot where the 
striplinc was struggling with his tormentors. 

Two naif -intoxicated young Thanes were foremost 
in the cruel sport. 

"So, youiu; Springald," cried one, with a loud 
mocking laugh, " how bravely thou triedst to force 
thy way into the royal palace ; doubtless, ^q}\ 
aspirest to be the Idaga chief barcl?" 
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*<Ha! ha! lia!" said the other, <'bat thou yen- 
tnredst on rather too high a flight, to the soldiers 
on goiurd quickly tanght thee, as they thrust thee 
from ^e royal anttes, with a few good blows on the 
back of thy silken doublet, to teach thee better 
manners." 

The mingled group of Churls, Hinds, women and 
childr^i, laughed long and loudly at this speech, 
whilst the minstrers cheek burnt with a fiery red. 

** Come, eivd us a stave, youngster V* said one of 
the bystanaers, "and let us hear how thou cans' t 
warble." 

** I will not," exclaimed the stripling passionately, 
"ye are al] a base, cowar<Uy set to attack one poor 
boy like me and try to bar his passage ; my harp 
shall never wake her strains for rude ears like thine. " 

"Sayest thou so, impertinent jackenapes," re- 
joined the last speaker, " I will e*en break thy harp 
to pieces, and give thee a sound drubbing to boot 
that ^ou mayest remember in future how to 
address thy betters." He was stretching out his 
hand to execute his threat, when the minstrel, 
uttering jnercing cries for help, drew a small dagger 
from his belt ; and raising it on high shrieked out, 
" I will plunge this weapon into Sie heart of the 
first man, who dares lay a finger on me or my harp.' 

"We must teach thee to sing a difierent tune, 
youngster,'* growled a coarse voice from the throne, 
and uie dagger was snatched from the youth's hand, 
whileabufiet bestowed on the side of the head, 
stretched him senseless on the ground. 

At tlus critical moment the stranger rushed to 
the spot, and raising tiie body of tiie prostrate boy 
in his arms, rapidly bore him from under the rude 
feet, which would otherwise have speedily trampled 
him to death. 

''Leave the youth in my charge; I wiU care 
for him," said the Churl, peremptorily addressing 
our two friends ; Berthold and Guthred offered no 
resistance, but made the best of their way through 
the press ; while the baffled yoims Thanes, after a 
few angry oaths, turned on tiieir neel in quest of 
other amusement. Believed from the dense pressure 
of the crowd, the boy opened his eyes and stared 
wildly round. 

"Father, father ; where art thou," his pale lips 
murmured ; ** what has happened ? Ah, I remember 
all now; kind stranger," and he staggered, and 
would have fallen, but for the timely support of 
the Churl's arm, '*how can I thank thee enough for 
saving my life when I was struck down by that 
coward blow. Accept my most grateful acknow- 
ledgments for the service thou hast rendered me, 
and should the day arrive in which I can do thee a 
good turn, thou shalt find the youth thy strong arm 
saved from death is not ungrateful." 

"Nay; nay;" answered the stranger, "thou art 
still faint from the effects of the blow : Come into 
yonder hostel and take a good horn of mead to 
revive tiiee ere thou proce^est homewards; it ia 



not a fit night for one of thy tender years to be 
wandering alone in such riotous streets. The yoath 
perforce obeyed the motion of his conductor's arm, 
and they turned into a house of refreshment, where 
many men were sittinff on oaken benches, drinking 
deep draughts of spiced ale and wine ; too far gone 
in tneir cups to bestow ought but a vacant stare on 
the intruder& 

Mead was ordered by the Churl, who handed the 
drinking horn to the minstrel, making him sit down 
on a wooden settle near the door. Merely wetting his 
lips the boy returned tiie horn to his companion, 
who drained the contents at a draught. 

** I must be leaving," said the stripling, an uneasy 
sensation filling his mind under the penetrating eyes 
of his oompanion, which were never moved from his 
face, " else my father will be alarmed at my pra- 
tracted absence." 

"Tush ; there is no hurry," responded the other, 
layinc a hand on the youth's arm, who felt as 
though an iron grasp pinned Idm to the settle on 
which he sat. 

"Tbou art a stranger here ; tell me truly the 
cause which led a mere boy like thee into the brawl 
from which I rescued thee ?" 

HIb hearer's face fiushed with indignant pride at 
the freedom of the question ; then, awcnl by the 
unfiinching gaze of the unknown, reluctantly an- 
swered, — " Thy demand is strange, when tiiou hast 
no right to compel a reply ; but in gratitude for the 
service thou hast rend^«d me, I wiU frankly inform 
thee. I came to Canterbury in the hope of ob- 
taining an appointment under King Edwy's 
chidE bard. The riotous crowd who assailed me had 
seen my unsuccessful attempt to enter the palace, 
and immediately singled me out as a fit target for 
their brutal gibes. Thy question is now answered, 
and truly," i^ded the youth, with a proud smile. 

A half sneer played on the Churl s face ; but he 
quietly said, "A worthy ambition, forsooth, fair 
minstrel, but a rather perilous enterprise to try to 
force an entrance into the royal palace, unless thou 
wert known to some persons in authority within 
the building. These are times when it behoves 
kings to be waiy what strangers they admit near 
their royal persons ; the secret stab often rewards 
such foolish confidence ; and who is to vouch, boy, 
what thy real motives may be for desinng a post m 
the Saxon monarch's household ?" 

"Nay," said the youth indignantly, a fiush stain- 
ing his pale face, " I am no base hireling, assasin ; 
my hand would never hurt a hair of my S)vereign's 
head, I wish but to advance my favourite art — ^to 
rise higher by means of my harp, which is dearer 
than crowns or kingdoms to me." 

" Words, words, mere words," replied the Hind, 
— ^but I dispute not whether they be true or false : 
" What woulds't thou say if I gave thee thy heart's 
secret wish, and got thee admitted within the palace 
walls?" ^ 
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"Say," replied the youth rapturously, "Say, 
why a life would be too short to thank thee ; but 
no it cannot be, thou hast I fear me" — and his eye 
rested on tiie peasant's garb — "^neither the power 
or the inclination to do such a service for one who is 
barren of ought, save thanks, to repay it with. I 
have lived long enough in this hard world to know 
that, for great kindnesses, there is always a return 
looked for in kind ; which return, poor and ignor- 
ant as I am, I cannot make." 

."Fool!" said his companion sternly, ^thou 
talkest too fast and glibly, though thou art right in 
thinking, ' nothing for nothing ' is the motto of the 
age ; but what I shall demand will be so sLmple 
that thou canst not fail in the conditions ; first : — 
and lie drew closer to the minstrel — "thou must 
take a solemn oath that thou revealest, not to living 
mortal, the secret I am about to breathe." 

"I cannot take the vow," gasped the boy, "for I 
am bound by a prior oath, more sacred than life, 
that I take no pledge ; enter into no engagement ; 
without first consulting my father; smd ihis 
eomjfoet I vnll keep inviolate, though death hangs 
on its fulfilment." 

Long and fier^ was the gaze the stranger fastened 
on tiie face of his shrieking companion ; fierce and 
sudden changes, like the storm cloud, passed over 
his own counteoianoe ; then the calm, the settled 
calm of fixt resolve, returned ; the voice of truth 
prevailed, the eloquence of truth was heard, by the 
power of reading the hearts of his fellow beings, 
which this man possessed in an extraordinary 
maimer ; he knew tne tale was no mere coinage of 
the moment, but a solemn fact ; he also knew that 
no human power could force that frail reed from 
his expressed resolve. And for his purpose, life, not 
death, being required, the Churl resolved to waive 
the point. 

"It is well youth," he said at length, "I believe 
thy word, and respect thy firmness ; but," — ^rising 
as he spoke, — "thou must follow me to some more 
fitting spot, where I will disclose what I require 
from thy hands, only bindine thee by an oath, that 
to none, save thy sire, thou betrayest what passest 
my lips to night ; and to him, an;er he has taken 
^it a similar pledge, to preserve my communication 
■ecret and intact. To-morrow, at earliest sunrise, 
thou must let me know his answer." The minstrel 
hesitated, but he knew resistance was vain ; and 
his life himg in the unknown's hands. " I solemnly 
promise to observe thy conditions," he said; and 
followed his guide from the hosteL 

They had some difficulty in making their exit ; 
owing to the prostrate bodies of the diuikers, who, 
overcome by the combined potency of the ale and 
mead, had fallen from the benches to the rush 
■trewn floor, where they lav in a state of drunken 
insensibility, unheeded by the bustline host, who 
was actively employed in filling the dnnking horns 
of his customers. 



"Swine I" muttered the stranger, bestowing » 
few hearty kicks, with his thick leathern boote, on 
'the inanimate forms lying near the threshold. 
" Swine 1" lower and more brutish than even ike. 
animals they resemble ; formed in God's own image, 
but with no thought^ no ray of hope to ripple me 
muddy current of their lives ; passed in dull alterna- 
tions of eating, drinking, and sleeping. Holy Sainte I 
why were tlwy born to live sucn a life, cue such a 
death ? 

Silently did those ill-assorted companions pass 
along; each aware there was a mystery hanging 
over the other, to which they could find no guiding 
clue. 

Turning into an extremely narrow street ; whose 
creaking wooden houses were roughly plastered 
toother ; with a crowd of ragged women and dirty 
children [lounging about the low doorways, where 
the filth and bad odours made the boy sicken to . 
advance, the Churl paused, and said: "Look well 
pound to remember this spot ; when thou retumest 
to-morrow, observe that si^" — pointing to a rude 
daub of a red dragon, swinging from a wretehed 
hostel — "that will toll thee thou art in the right 
quarter ; now," — suiting the action to the woro-- 
"I shall bandage thine eyes," in a moment a thick 
muffler obscured^the youth's sight. The minstrel's 
heart beat quicker, but he showed no sign of fear. 
In those early days, rocked from the veiy cradle in 
the midst of war and bloodshed, perils, which 
would make our hardiest men shrink and pause, 
were met by our Saxon ancestors with scarce the 
variation of a tint of colour, or the tremor of aa 
eyelid. 

After a short rapid walk, yriiih. devious turns and. > 
windings, guided by the stranger's arm, they - 
suddenly stopped, and the unknown gave three 
sharp raps, with an oaken staff, on what appeared » 
door. A pause ensued, then steps were heard 
approaching; and the fragment of an unknown 
air struck the keen ear of the youth ; the conclusion 
was caught up, and whistled by his conductor ; 
then lie heavy bolts were undrawn. "Anyone 
within?" asked the Churl. "No one;" was the 
reply. A few words were exchanged, too low to 
catdi the comprehension of the anxious listener, 
who next found himself descending a long fiight of 
rough irregular steps ; another door was opened, 
and then t£e bandage was removed. 

The apartment, m which the boy stood, was 
very smsJl, and of such low dimensions, that the 
taU stranger could barely stand upright in it. The 
furniture consisted of a few wooden settles, and a 
small table covered with a black cloth, ^ on which 
reposed a human skull ; by this stood a rude hour 
glass, the sands of which fiowed on mockingly, as it 
were, to that poor remnant of mortality ; for whom 
the sands of life had ceased to flow for ever. 

A heavy brenze lamp illumined the chamber, but 
so dimly that the comers were veiled in partial 
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obscurity ; there was no window in this nnder- 
groond cell, which had only a small aperture to 
admit air. 

The Hind stood motionless for a moment ; then, 
extending one hand to the door, said in stem tones: 
"The dead tell no tales, and thy liyiag body never 
crosses tiie threshold of this room till mj lips have 
framed the most solemn oath mortal tongue can 
breathe ; or, heaven register ! to be true to the 
trust I am about to repose in thee. Swear by the 
blessed cross ; the hopes of eternity ; the joys of 
heaven ; the tortures of hell ; the at^es of thy racp ; 
that thy tongue shall blister, and fall from its 
roots, ere thou breathest (save to thy father) one 
word €i what I am going to utter. Down on thy 
knees, stripling, kiss the holy crucifix," and he drew 
one from his peasant's smock; ''and repeat t^e 
words of the vow." 

The youth shuddered as he glanced at the 
carved ivory cross ; fhen flinging himself on his 
knees, said : ^'I will be true to ttiee stranger, aye 
though my life is in thy hands. I am n)t of thy 
religion ; the sign to which thou bendest the knee, 
to me is nought, save an idle toy, manufactured by 
the hand of man. I am of the ancient race of the 
Cymri," and a flash lighted the dark eyes, ''and 
cling to the religion of my forefathers, the original 
possessors of the soil, ere they weA driven out by 
She base Saxon robbers ; but I will swear by the 
mystic oak ; the sacred mistletoe ; the holy fire, 
f oEr ever burning on the hearth ; the fountains ; the 
running springs ; and the ashes of my forefathers ; 
tg be tnie to mine oath. Should I prove false, may 
m^ spirit, after death, wail houseless, through all 
ewmty, in the dark forests ; and the curses of all 
the^>nest8 of my religion fall on mine unsheltered 
head; il I reveal to living being, save my sire, 
one word of what thou shalt now speak.'' 

The boy's face grew pale and red by turns, as he 
repeated, with impassioned earnestness, the words 
of the terrible oath. 

His listening companion knew the full force of 
those words, and that those who believed in Druid- 
ism would keep that vow sacred as their own souls. 
"Eise youth," he faaid, sternly ; falp** and idola- 
trous as thy creed is T accept thy pledge ; for, be- 
lieve me ! shouldest thou break it in the smallest 
particle thy fate will be darker than thy wildest 
dreams ever pictured." 

The stripling rose and stood before the Churl, 
who was seated on a wooden settle, with his elbow 
resting on the table, his head supported on his hand. 
"If I get thee the post of harpist in king Edwy's 
palace," pursued those full deep tones, "thou in 
return must promise that every word, every occur- 
rence that transpires within the royal walls, be faith- 
fully reported by thee, without a single deviation 
from truth, either to me or any trusty emissary I 
may send for the intelligence. Silence ! " seeing the 
su^trel start and change colour, " not one word of 



either assent or dissent on thy part to night ; reasons, 
weigh^ reasons of State require the adoption of this 
plan ; it is not for such as thee to question or oaviL 
Now, boy, I have told thee the sole conditions on 
whidi thou wilt ever obtain thy wish, and be ad- 
mitted within the palaoe. It remains for thee and 
thy father to consider whether ye will both agree to 
aoc^tthem. 

Mark this cross ! " he continued, drawing from an 
inner pocket of his coarse tunic a rulr|r cross of 
extreme size and beauty, set in heavy gold "Europe 
ccmtains not a similar one, it cannot be mistaken ; 
observe these cyphers," and he placed it in 4he 
youth's hand, who gazed lona and earnestly at the 
curious emblems wrought in uie massive cluudn^. 

"liiese signs render it impossible to be deceived 
in the token, therefore, whoever places it in thy 
hand at any time or in any place, thou canst give 
thine information as freely and unreservedly to asto 
myself. Now thou mayest depart, stripling; to- 
morrow at sunrise be near the Bed Dragon, one will 
await thee there, armed with this cross as his cre- 
dential, and conduct thee to my presence ; till then 
farewell. 

Zamba," — ^the Churl stamx)ed on the ground, and 
gave a shrill whistle ; — a dwarfish boy, with elfish 
face and tangled looks, entered, dressed in dark 
cloth, with flame-colouied trimmings. 

"Conduct this youth, said the s^an^r, "to the 
sign of the Bed Dragon, btiddfold him till thou 
reachest the spot^ then thou mayst leave him," — 
here followed some low muttered orders, to which 
the weird urchin nodded his head, with an intelli- 
gent ^in. 

Again was- a bandage passed before the eyes of 
the youth, and he was rapidly hurried along. 
When the covering was withdrawn he beheld the 
rude sign, creekii^ and swinging in the evening 
breeze. 

Cautiously glancing round, the liberated minstrel 
sped on with an agile step. He was not alone, for, 
treading in his unconscious footsteps, Zamba tracked 
the road. 

After a short but rapid walk the youth stopped 
at the door of a small house; a hasty knock was 
given, and a few words exchanged with the person 
within, then the bolts were undrawn, and he 
vanished from sight. 

Carefully reconnoitering the dwelling the elfish 
page uttered a discordant laugh, then darted home 
like an arrow. 

The earliest beams of the summer sun had faintly 
illumined the earth, the rosy flush in the east fore- 
telling the birth of a lovely day, when four persons 
were assembled in the small underground chamber 
already mentioned. 

Two we have previously met, the minstrel and 
tall peasant, the others seem strangers. 

One is a monk, with his cowl drawn so as to shade 
every feature of his face ; the other wears a home- 
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spun garb, but the regular, aquiline features, and 
stately carriage,] cannot belong to one of that infe- 
rior class. 

His hair and beard are long and of silvery white- 
ness, and the piercing black eyes, which defy l^e 
hand of time to dim, are rivetted on the stranger of 
yesterday with intent scrutiny. 

** So^ thou hast made up thy mind to allow thy 
son to take the oath," continued the Churl, *' then 
let me warn thee of the consequences that will 
accrue from its infringement in^amMespect: Instant 
and fearful death is the penalty of a traitor I " and a 
sneer curled his lip as he looked from father to 
son. 

" Yes," said the man addressed, in a deep voice, 
throng whose tones some long buried memory 
seem^ gushing up, "the boy has told me all that 
passed betwean ye, fully and faithfully, and I am 
here to pledge mvself that he shall perform his part to 
the letter, provided tiiou gain'st hirn admittance into 
the Saxon monarch's palace ; for that is a boon I 
should think cheaply purchased b^ life ii»elf." 

The cowl of the monk was a httle pushed back, 
and his keen eyes cast a glance on the last speaker, 
then, satisfied with the survey, he sunk back on his 
seat with folded arms. 

''Thou art of the C^brian tribe," resumed the 
Churl, after a breathless pause, "thy race regard a 
vow as sacred, and would die rather than be for- 
sworn." 

**True," replied the old man, "once sworn I 
wonld fulfil my oath," and he stretched forth his 
right hand with a eesture of princely dignity. 

" Yea I though me life of mine only child, or the 
loss of every eurthly joy hung on the redeeming of 
the compact," and as he stood in that durk chaniber, 
the lines of stem purpose hardening about his brow 
and mouth, they telt his words were true. 

"Kneel," said the dark robed monk, breaking 
silence for the first time, "kneel, youth, and take 
the oath." 

Down fell the fair boy on his knees, his raven 
curls falling back from the young face, his beautiful 
eyes raised to heaven, the small hands clasped, as 
he repeated, in clear distinct accents, the words of 
that terrible pledge. 

Words which ieVL with an awful effect on the 
auditors ; it seemed so unnatural to hear them issu- 
ing from such youthful lips. 

Words of binding fearful import, chaining and 
enslaving a free generous nature — ^generous in spite 
of many faults —lofty and grand in its single trust- 
ing worship to the island country of its birth, and 
the religion of childhood ; je^^from henceforth £^t 
mth an iron chain, crampmg the free soul, forbid- 
ding it to soar aloft to follow its own impulses ; a 
slavey a bonnd captive to the will and behests of a 
stranger. 

YfhBt a dark ominous beginning to^the fresh 
morning of life i 



And the father — ^the iron father — ^what were his 
thoughts ? Did the smile hovering around the stem 
mouw betoken happiness ? No, rather the wild ex- 
ulting joy of the conqueror when he pkmts his foot- 
on his enemy's neck ; the fierce glare of the tiger 
ere it springs on its helpless prey. 

The young voice ceased, and still the striplinjg 
knelt, the expression changing each instant on his 
face ; a longing upward gaze shining from those 
clear eyes ; nau regret, half fear, as though ques* 
tioning of the risht of tiie deed just performed. 

" Boy," said tiie monk, rising and laying his hand 
on the youth's shoulder, " I question not we motive 
of thy father and thyself for having entered into 
this agreement, thoughmine instincttellsme revenge 
lies concealed beneath it. Cymri," and he tumra. 
to the old man, "we shall meet again, and should'st 
thou ever need a friend do not forget to apply to 
Dunstan, Abbot of Glastonbury. Follow me, youth, 
to the palace, whither I am going this morning. I 
will obtain the king's consent to hear thee play, 
and should thy skill content him the appointaient 
is secure. Fairwell, peace be with ye," and, signing 
the cross, Dunstan quitted the chamber, accom- 
panied by the minstrel. 

"Is that really Dunstan," questioned the Cam- 
brian, "the learned monk, whose fame has pene- 
trated even to our wilds, and forced the unwilling 
admission that his talents are sufficient to gain his 
heart's desires ; aye I even should his ambition 
aspire to sway the sceptre of the realm ? " 

" It is Dunstan," replied the disguised Anselmo, 
" but we must tarry here no loKiger, I have much to 
do, and time presses. I will conduct thee to the 
end of the street, and if thou markest the road well 
thou canst easily discover it again, in case thoa 
should'st wish to return to this house to learn news 
of thy son. 

Look at this ring," and he pointed to one of mas* 
sive gold, curiously carved, which he wore oil the 
forefinger of his right hand ; " when thou seest this 
bauble on my hand, in whatever garb I may be 
attired, confide in me without distrust." 

In silence both quitted ijgie cell, which looked 
darker and gloomier than its wont, as though some 
deed of blood had just been performed there. And 
are not schemes to murder happiness and love, to 
destroy a life's peace, perchance shipwreck reason, 
as much to be condemned as the actual crime 
which cuts the thread of existence at one fell 
stroke ? 

Outside the barred door the peculiar kind of 
knock to be used, as well as the smgular air, were 
accurately learnt; by the Cymri, (and then at the 
top of tne narrow alley he and his companion 
parted, with delight swelling in each breast at the 
successful beginnmg of their dark plots, and not one 
single sigh, or regret for the destruction of all the 
bright love and happiness destined to be overthrowii 
by their treacherous machinations I 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE CYMBRI IN THE FALACE. 

Aooat noon of the following day, a party of 
youtiui were assembled in an extenave sreen endo- 
rare, which opened into the court yard of the palace, 
busily engaged in a same of the cross-bow, a 
fayourite sport of the Saxons. A refreshing breeze 
swept through the trees which srew in the field, 
and li^^tly raised the long, pernimed locks from 
the flushed cheeks of the young competitors. The 
man at arms paced up and down the palace court 
at regular intervals, while two of the captains of the 
guard, and some attendants stood near the youthful 
band, giving a lazy attention to the game. The 
principal personage of the group was the most 
diminutive in stature, as well as boyish looking, of 
his companions ; but the deferential respect paid to 
his slightest word, and the praise which invariably 
followed every shot, told he was of royal birth — a 

Srince of England, who alone, then, as in our own 
ays, could have commanded the rapt attention of 
the throng. His slight figure was clad with great 
richness and lavish adornment ; innumerable rin^ 
flashed on his fingers and golden armlets bound his 
wrists. 

'*A right royal shot, noble Atheling," said 
Brithric, the tall stripling who stood next tiie 
prince, "thine arrow has hit the very centre of 
the black ; what foUy to compete with thee," and 
he glanced contemptuously at two handsome young 
men who were the prince's opponents. 

"Nfty," replied Ardmer, tne Bishop of Winches- 
tei^s only son, '* Adalbert, of Kent's arrow, is an 
inch nearer than Prince Edgar's; is it not so?" 
he continued, appealing for confirmatiop. to tiie rest 
of the group, who all preserved a dead silence. 

Edgar's face flushed angrily, as he replied, — 
"Thou art ever ready, Ardmer, to dispute with thy 
prince." 

"Not so," answered the young man; ''but I 
cannot avoid expressing the truth, even though it 
incur thy displeasure, noble Atheling." 

"Look at that monk," cried one of the youths — 
pointing to a tall form^dad in a long dark robe, 
with a cowl drawn over the face, and closely followed 
by a stripling, who was just then crossing the court 
yard, conducted by one of the men at arms. 

''Psalm singing, snivelling hypocrite," exclaimed 
Brithric, coarsely ; "come, let us throw stones to 
make him quicken his shuffling gait to a livelier 
measure," and suiting the action to the word, he 
stooped to pick up some from the ground. At this 
moment the monk turned round, his cowl fell back, 
and fully disclosed his features. 

"It is Bunstan himself," said the the Atheling 
hastily ; "how darest thou thiuk of insulting him, 
knave ? and he knocked the missile from Brithric's 
hand. Who can the youth be who follows so close 
on his footsteps ?" 



A pafiOi clad in silken doublet and hose, ap- 
proachea the royal youth, and bending low, respoot* 
fully said, "NoblePrince Edgar, Wulfstan, Bishop 
of Winchester, sends his respectful greetinffi, and 
bids me tell thee it is long past the hour lor thy 
customary studies ; he would, therefore, request 
the immediate attendance of the royal Athelins." 

" Inform Wulfstan of Winchester," replied Edflsr 
haughtily, drawing himself up to his full heignt^ 
" tlukt the prince is engaged with his companions at 
a match of the cross-bow, and cannot attend his 
summons ; let us resume our sport," and he fixed 
another arrow in his bow, while he waved to ths 
page to withdraw. 

"Bight noble Atheling," whispered Brithrie, 
"thou showeet the spirit of a true prince, who will 
not come or go at the beck or call of any whining 
priest." 

Bunstan in the mean while was conducted 
throuffh the numerous palace corridors ; the difierent 
attendants lounging aoout, saluted the abbot cour* 
teously, knowing tiie infiuence he had held over the 
late ^ng, and imagining it might extend to his 
successor. 

Passiptf through the large chamber of audience, 
filled wiw an impatient crowd, awaiting the kin^s 
leisure, the man at arms paused at a door at tine 
upper end, and addressing a page clad in the royal 
livery, who was standing there, said, — 

"The Abbot of Glastonbury requests an imme- 
diate audience with the king ; pnthee. Sir Page, 
enquire if the good father can oe admitted. 

The youth, after bestowing a lon^a; stare on the 
monk, departed to execute the mission. In a few 
minutes ne returned ; and, addressing Dunstan, 
told him the king would giant him an interview ; 
but, pursued the pa^ glancing askance at the boy, 
standing close behmd the b^edictine, "I have 
received no orders to admit ai^one else." 

"It matters not," replied Dunstan, "the youth 
can await my return here." 

The monk was led through several chambers^ 
till his guide stopped before a closed door, which, 
he informed him, conducted to the presence of the 
sovereign. 

Dunstui was raising his hand to ^ock, when 
the portals suddenly opened, and on th« /ery thres- 
hold he encoantered Wulfstan of Winchester, who 
was just leaving. 

Both started perceptibly, and exchanged one 
brief but expressive glance ; fear, mix^ with 
hate, shone in the gaze of the bishop ; hate lUone 
flashed from the eyes of the abbot. 

The king was seated in the small room alreadjr 
mentioned, bending over a table, scattered wiw 
various parchments and manuscript volumea A 
massive gold ink horn stood before him, but the 
pen rested idly in his fiiu^ers, while his fair brow 
was Bupportea by his hand. The monarch's 
f avourits haip stood la one oomer of the ohiaabw. 
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Tired by affairs of state, wMcli had occupied 
his mind the whole morning, Edwy had turned 
aside for a brief while to seek the refreshment of 
hflumony, and had just composed a melody on its 
thriUins chords, in honour of Elgiva, the inspira- 
tion of his deeper and inner life. 

"Welcome my trusty abbot,*' exclaimed the 
monarch, frankly extenmng his hand, which Dun- 
stan raised to ms lips, "We are glailto see thee, 
though the interview must be brief, as several of 
our nobles are craviog an audience — ^be seated," and 
the king rose from the table and flung himself 
carelessly on a couch (placed near one of the win- 
dows), covered with costly thick tapestry. "We 
regretted much, worth3^ father, we did not see thee 
yesterday at the Witenagemot ; the friend and con- 
fessor of our late uncle will always be welcomed by 
his n^hew and successor." 

"Most noble king," replied Dunstan with a bland 
■mile ; more deadly and meaning in him than the 
most malignant sneer on the face of another, "want 
of loyal aSection to m^ sovereign was not the cause 
of mine absence, which arose from the sinsle fact 
that the poor Abbot of Grlastonbury holds too 
obscure an office in the Church, to be allowed a 
voice in the Witenagemot." 

"That objection shall exist no longer," said 
Edwy ; "or thy high merits have so inadequate a 
reward. Did not the Archbishop of Canterbury 
inform thee of our intention of elevating thee to the 
biBhopric of Worcester ?" 

** He did, my senerous king ;" replied the Beae- 
dictine, "and I humbly thaxik thee for the offer ; 
the noble Edred, my late master, wished me to hold 
the See of Durham ; this I declined, as I have no 
desire for mere personal aggrandisement, but seek 
solely the advancement of the holy Church ; thy 
kingly cdft, however, I will accept, to prove the 
est^m I entertain towards my new sovereign, by 
receiving such a rich benefit from his hand." 

A pause now ensued, long and embarassing to 
both parties. Edwy was fullv aware of the benefit 
it would be to his cause, if he could win over that 
master mind to his side— es^iecially in assisting his 
union with his cousin, El^va, the dearest eiurthly 
wish of his heart ; and which, he justly dreaded, 
would excite the strongest opposition from both the 
proud nobles, and bigotted clergy of England. 

He slanced at Dunstan; the monk's piercing eyes 
were bent on him with such intent scrutiny, that 
the Saxon monarch feared his secret thoughts had 
been read in his countenance ; his companion had 
been musing, on his part, of the best way of in- 
troducing some of his favourite projects, that he 
mightclearly judge the bent of the royal mind. There 
was, however, an indescribable something shining 
fyofut the blue eyes of the young king, which con- 
yinoed Dunstan that his idea of his character was 
borreot ; and that he would never be able (skilful as he 
vm) to mould and fuhion him aoooEdiog to his will 



The painful pause was broken by Edwy rising to 
his harp, hoping, in this way, to find some means of 
approaching nearer his heart's history. 

"Thou art a good musician, holy father," said the 
monarch ; "I pray thee give thine opinion touching 
a little melody we have composed for the hurp." 

Striking the sounding chords, the long sang in a 
voice of exquisite pathos, the ditty he had made in 
honor of his fair cousin. True, her name was not 
once introduced, but the description was so perfect, 
and the impassioned fervour of the lover so evident, 
that it needed no further hint to the wily monk to 
guess the object of the king in singing, as well as 
the being who inspired the strain. 

"Love-sick dreamer," he muttered to himself, 
with a sneer on his chiselled lip — a sneer which 
gave the lie to his own past, and a contempt ha 
could scarce conceal, at this trifling on the brink of 
the yawning precipice — ^though his perfect ear, an4 
taste, compelled him to acknowledge the excellency 
of the performance of the roval harpist. 

"It is truly a sweet melody," remarked Dunstan, 
when the last silver;^ notes died away, ''and does 
thy skill, as a musician," with a stress on the latter 
word, "great credit, king Edwy ; but purdon me if 
I draw the royal attention to graver subjects than 
the minstrel's art. I would ask thee, candidly, in 
the first days of regal power, ere the sceptre has 
been well gz'asped, or the crown of the land assumed, 
whether thou wilt assist, with the weight of thy 
kingly infiOence, the pure and self-denying order, of 
whicn," crossing himself profoundly, "I have the 
exalted privilege of being a most unworthy member ? 
Whether thou wilt aid the servants of Christ's 
Church, to purse her thoroughly from all the foul 
corruptions and impuriries which lax discipline and 
long neglect, have suffered to creep into her very 
bosom, and gradually to restore her to the high 
position she ought to hold— as the one true intepre- 
ter of God's laws to man ? " 

"Thy question is indeed premature, my good 
Abbot of Glastonbury," haughtily replied the youth- 
ful monarch, flashing the fire of nis bright eyes full 
on the monk's downcast visage, "somewhat pre- 
mature, forsooth, when our uncle, the late kins, lies 
still unburied; and we have not as yet found 
leisure to exercise our minds on such grave subjects ; 
still, as thou hast brought the matter before our 
notice, we will plainly tell thee our present intention 
is never to interfere with liberty of conscience on 
the part of the meanest of our subjects ; but let our 
reign, as far as possible, be marked by peace and 
justice. We cannot, therefore, promise to use the 
royal authority to enforce doctrines, which our own 
heart condemns ; doctrines which prohibit man 
from contracting the sweetest, most natural, ties of 
life making these victims of cruel superstition austere 
and bigotted, and inclined to revenge on their fellow 
creatures their own self-inflicted miseries. Enou^ 
on this subject^ wo must now dismiss tiiee from our 
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Sresenoe, Abbot of Glastonbury, or we should say, 
(ishop of Worcester ; the hour is waxing late, and 
we have much bnsmess to attend to; pray ring 
that bell," pointing to a large ffolden one on the 
table, "we must repair forthwith to the audience 
chamber." 

With all his practised self-command, an angry 
flush mounted to the ]^ale face of Duiurt»n, as he 
heard the decided opimon of king Edwy about the 
tmets of the Benedictines ; the inward storm was 
terrible, the more so, as no outward token betrayed 
its existence, but it left ineffaceable traces on the soul. 

A page entered, obedient to the summons. ''Pre- 
cede us," said the monarch, "to the hall of audience, 
and bid an attendant conduct the new Bishop of 
Worcester from the palace." 

" One minute noble king," exclaimed the monk, 
as the sovereign's hand was extended in sign of 
dismissal, "I have a boon to ask of thee in behalf of 
the son of an old and valued friend; the boy 
touches the harp with rare cunning, and I would 
desire to obtain for him a post under thine own 
bard ; first presuming thou art satisfied with his 
■kill" 

"We have not yet enquired into our household 
arrangements," replied the monarch, "our uncle's 
minstrels have been retained, and, our own musicians 
also, so we know not if there can be found a 
place for this youth ; but " — as an after thought 
struck him of the impolicy of offending the haughty 
Dunstan too far — "thou canst see our chief bard 
and consult with him ; if he can find a post for thy 
friend's son, the youth may remain at the palace 
for the present, till we can find leisure to judge for 
ourselves of his talent." 

The benedictine thanked the king, and was 
leavin£[ the chamber, when, at the door, he again 
met Wulf Stan, of Winchester. 

"What brings thee here good bishop ?" remarked 
Edwy, observmg, with suprise, that no greeting 
passed between him and Dunstan. "How now 
most worthy prelates," he added aloud ; "do ye not 
remember eacn other ; then let Edwv, of England, 
raesent the Bishop of Worcester to his brother of 
Winchester, meet as friends, and show that one 
common bond unites your hearts, love for your 
sovereign and country." 

Mechanically, the hands met and clasped each 
other ; a clasp of hatred so bitter, that only blood 
could wash it out. 

"Thou canst attend us to the council chamber, 
Wulfstan," said the king, addressing his old pre* 
ceptor, and at the same time he ordered one of the 
pages to conduct Dunstan to his chief bard. " Why 
dost thou wear so grave an air, good Wulfstanr' 
remarked Edwy, as, preceded by the chamberlain 
and other officers of the householo, they approached 
the chamber where the nobles were assembled. 

"I am erieved, my sovereign, at the thoughtless 
conduct of thy brother, frince Edgar ;" rephed the 



bishop, "three times this morning have I sent to 
summon him to his studies ; but he has refused to. 
leave the sports in which he is engaged with his 
younx associates." 

"We will see to this anon," said the king^ 
frowning, "our brother shall be taught,! ^hat if he 
presume to slight the wishes of his preceptor, ha 
shall not dare to disobey the commands of his kiiig." 

The door was thrown open and disclosed the vast 
proportions of the stately room, crowded with Earls 
ana Thanes, as well as others of inferior rank. 
With an increase of dignity in his step, and a proud 
light shining in his blue eyes, Edwy entered the 
audience hall, and bending his ^raceral head, took 
his seat on the chair of state, placed on a nuaed 
dais, at the upper end ; Wulfstan standing on his 
rifi^t hand ana JSarl Ordmer on the left. 

The business of the Council then commenced ; 
many complaints of cruelty and injustice were 
brought forward, ever "the old, old stoiy," the 
strong trampling on the weak. Some of the cases 
were decided by the king, others were referred to 
the decision of we next mtenagemot. 

The last suppliant was a poor widow, clad in the 
deepe&t sables, who, holding a fair boy of about 
ten, by the hand, forced her way, in spite of threats 
and opposition, to the front of the dais, and throw- 
ing herself on her knees before the long, told the 
story of her wtouct, with simple but touching 
eloquence : Her husband had lately died, and his 
brother had immediately seized on all her lands 
and goods, and left herself and orphan son nearly 
destitute. 

A stout, broad built. Thane, stept boldly for- 
ward, and interrupting the recital, explainea that 
the tale was completely false ; that he allowed his 
brother's widow ample means for support and 
comfort, and only held the lands in fief, till his 
nephew grew to man's estate. 

This assertion was supported by many Earls and 
Thanes, but not one voice rose up in l>ehalf of the 
desolate widow, who still knelt in front of the 
throne, with her streaming eyes fixed full on the 
youthful sovereign. 

Edwy, whose blue eyes had flashed and cheek 
crimsoned with noble anger during this recital, 
rose from his seat, and commanded the whole of 
the estates and goods to be immediately restored to 
the widow and her son ; spoke a few words of stem 
rebuke to the cruel brother in law, concludii^ his 
speech by saying, — ** Whilst Edwyof England holds 
the Saxon sceptre, the meanest Hind in his broad 
kingdom shall never have cause to complain of 
injustice." 

Frowns lowered on many a brow, while barely 
supi^essed oaths were heard amongst the assein- 
blage. The Thane's face grew dark as night, and 
he fiercely clenched his stroiu; right hand. . 

Earl Ordmer, who observed the rinng disooiiteni^ . 
1 6ould not forbear whispering to the young king^-^ 
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*'It would have been more prndeat, your Majesty, 
to have allowed this case to be decided by the 
Council ; thy judgment has given great offence." 

''Silence, Earl Ordmer," replieid tiie monarch 
imperiously, "We have to-day learnt the bitter 
lesson, that nobility, truth, and justice are words 
well nigh forgotten by England ; but by the souls 
of my royal ancestors they shall be well, aye, and 
speeoil^ remembered." With a haughty inclination 
to the irate throng, Edwy left the chaml)er, followed 
bj his attendants, his heart throbbing high with 
righteous indignation at the remembrance of what 
he had seen and heard. 

While the iSusiness of the kingdom was goin^ on, 
Dunbtan had obtained an interview with the king's 
bard, who, with the jealousy common to his cnSt, 
vehemently opposed the idea of admittin£| any 
stranger amongst the royal minstrels. In vam .the 
monk explain^ that the king had proxmsed to hear 
the youtn's performance, and possibly number him 
as one of the harpists ; he could obtain no concession 
from the irate minstrel, who muttered, "Be it as it 
would, he would have no hand or part in the matter. " 
The new Bishop of Worcester quitted the palace, 
— as he was crossing the court yard, his attention 
was arrested by the angry tones of Prince Edsar's 
voice, who was loudly declaring he would have 
Wulfstan punished for his insolence, in daring to 
send so onen for an Atheling of England. In all ^ 
his childish an^ he was backed up by Brithric, 
whose evil whispers tended still more to inflame 
the boy's mind. 
The Benedictine drew near the listening group. 
"Good morning, Prince Edgar," he said, bowing 
humbly, to t^e royal stripling, "dost tiiou not 
remember Dunstan? 

" Aye, prithee do I," replied the prince, extending 
his hand right royally. "Dismiss that jackanapes 
page," he continued, turning to Brithric, "and bid 
him tell the Bishop of Winchester the Atheling will 
not study to-day. 

" I marvel much, my prince," remarked Dunstan, 
cajolingly, "that thou never breathest thy mettled 
palfrey m the forest of Andrade, or chasest the 
wolf or dun deer, such pastimes would suit t^y 
bold and daring nature." 

"Marry, would they, good father," rejoined the 
prince carelessly, ** better far than mumbling Latin 
for hours witii Wulfstan ; I hat» being ti^, fast 
tied, to my books, instead of breathing uie pure air 
of heaven." 

" And a thousand pities," said Dunstan, "for any 
one to try to force thee to scale the heights of 
learning, instead of gently allurine thee there. Such 
is not my system, young Atheling; I would 
iJlow thee every pastime of thine age and rank, and 
when thou wert wearied of them, and thy mind 
longed for something beyond the passing hour, then 
would I unroll the scroll of iearning before thy 
youthful gaze." 



I "Would thou wert mj preceptor," laughed 
I Edffar, "for if such thjr notions thou would'st make 
an mdulgent one ; albeit so learned thyself." 

"True," replied Dunstan, "but our cases are 
widely differ^it ; thy road of life leads through 
glittering ways, strewn with love and every 
pleasure ; mine conducts to dark and gloomy paths, 
whose only flowers are those I can gather from 
cold learning's brow." 

"By thelioly rood, here comes Wulfstan him- 
self," exclaimed Edgar, "I must hasten at once to 
the king, and tell mine own stoir; farewell Dunstan," 
and pushing his way through me crowd, who drew 
back respectfully, JBrithric calling, "Room, room, 
for the noble Atheling." The prmce hurried past 
the Bishop of Winchester, without a sign of recog- 
nition ; and, heedless of every obstacle, burst into 
the presence of his kingly brother. "Oh I Edwy, 
Edwy," exclaimed the eager youth, "I am right 
glad to see thee, and am come to crave a boon from 
thy hands ; wilt thou lend me thy mettled white 
charger, that I may unhood my favourite hawk, and 
gallop far away from these sloomy walls, ^vhich hold 
me Hke a caged captive in durance vile ; do consent 
my ffentle brother,^ and the royal stripling laid his 
hand on Edwy's shoulder, 

"Prince iid^," replied the Saxon monarch, 
sternly, "this is the second time that, unsummoned, 
and unannounced, thou hast dared to thrust thyself 
into thy king's presenoe, let it not occur again, or 
thou shalt be severely taught that the royal 
privacy may not be broken in upon, even by a 
brother ; besides," continued the young king, fixing 
his eyes on the flushed countenance of the prince, 
''thou hast given me gr9,Ye cause for offence this 
morning, in thy disobedience to Wulfstan, of Win- 
chester; I warn thee never again to slieht his 
wishes, or neglect the studies so necessary for all ; 
but more especially for one of royal birth. As 
regards, thy cidldish desire for hunting and hawking^ 
I tell thee once for all, Edgar, I will permit no su(£ 
amusements while our uncle, the late king, lies still 
unburied." 

The royal prince's lips pouted, and, for a mo- 
ment, bitter f eelines swelled hia breast ; but they 
were soon crushed By his warm young heart and the 
true love he bore Edwy, twining his arms round the 
king, he said, "Oh I my dear brother, do not look 
so stem ; speak gently to me, and I will do anything 
to please tnee, even to the extent of mumbling 
Latm for hours with Wulfstan ; but do indulge me 
by permitting me to enjoy a gallop on the green- 
sward, I will take no one with me^ save my friend, 
Brithric." 

"Nay, Edgar," replied Edwy, "I cannot grant 
thy request ; an Atheling may not be seen in public 
at present, and thou couldest not sally out unrecog- 
nised ; wait until ni|rhtfall, and thou shalt ride wiui 
me ;" and he added in a kinder tone, "I will give 
thee the white charger thou admirest so much for 
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thine own ; bat thou most first proiniBe to tell 
Walf8t»n that thou wilt not offend mm in future." 

" Thankt ; a thousand thanks, my generous bro- 
ther," cried the royal youtii, *' I will promise not to 
neglect my studies again ; and for thy sake will 
also bow my pride, so far, as to confess to a subject, 
that an Atheling can do wrong. What a gallant 
sight thy coronation will be !*' continued the prince, 
to change the subject, "and when does King 
Edwy," with an arch glance at his thoughtful 
brother, ** think of brinarmg a fair young queen to 
preside over the Court, which our imcle, Edred — 
all saints assoil his soul — ^made like a monastery, 
so monk-ridden and eloomy were its walls. By the 
bye, talking of monks, Dunstan seems different to 
the rest of his ghostly brethren ; I had a conversa' 
tion with him to-da^, and rather liked him." Edwy 
felt annoyed at this careless remark ; he had an 
invincible shrinking from Dunstan, the unerring 
instinct by which we recognise a deadly foe ; and he 
brooked not the tiiought of this diuigerous man 
acquiring an influence over the young susceptible 
£(^ar. 

Bousing himself from his short silence, the Saxon 
king rephed, *' Dunstan is truly a clever, but wilv 
monk ; 1 would not counsel thee to be too much with 
him; but in answer to my question about mine in- 
tention of taking a queen for England I will tell thee, 
Edcar, tiiat my choice is already made, my destined 
bride is our fair cousin Elgiva, with whom we both 
associated so closely during the early years of 
infancy and boyhood. 

Our marriage will have to be performed with 
great privacy, as I wish it solemnised at once ; then 
and one other person are the only ones to whom I 
have confided the secret of mine affection. 

The proud nobles and the cleigy will be dissatis- 
fied with my choice, for I have reason to believe 
ihej have presumed to bestow my hand elsewhere. 
Tins union, therefore, will strike a death blow to all 
their ambitious hopes and schemes." 

"Dear Edwy," responded his boy brother, warmly, 
"thou couldst not have selected a better 
queen ; Elgiva is no stranger to me, I already 
love her as a sister, and think her well fitted 
by her birth, beauty, and goodness to grace 
your throne. 

My dear brother, mayst thou be as happy as thou 
deservest to be," and tears of genuine feeling sprang 
to the clear dark eyes, " and believe me," added the 
royal youth fondly, "none wishes this so truly as 
Edgar. As to what thou sayest about the nobles 
and priests, let them talk and murmur as they like ; 
i^ow thyself atrue Saxonmonarch, who willnotallow 
his subjects to force him to bestow the diadem of 
the land on any maiden unless his heart be in the 
choice." 

"Thou art right,*' answered Edwy ; " I intend to 
stand firm ; a world shall never tear Elgiva from 
me» and the royal circlet shall soon bind her fair 



brow. Stay, I forgot, in talking of these subjects, 
that there is a youth waiting in uie palace since the 
forenoon that I may hear him play the harp. Sum- 
mon him at once to my presence, Edgar, it wants 
yet half an hour to the banquet." 

Edgar rang \he bell, and then asked, "Is the 
youth the same I saw following Dunstan this mom- 

mg?" 

" The same," said the king, flinging himself on a 
couch, and shading his fair face with his hand, 
while sad and sweet thoughts, called up by the 
recent conversation, chased one another throng his 
mind. 

A short intervaL 

A young, thrilling voice swelled through the 
I>alace chamber ; the harp strings vibrat^ to a 
master's touch. 

Raising his head, Edwy gazed intently at the 
strange minstrel, whose young face, of womanly 
beauty, looked almost inspired, as the full motes 
issued from the red parted lips. 

When the strain ended, the king remarked, in 
kind accents, 

"Thou hast a sweet voice youth, as well as a 
skilful finger. We have been told thou art desirous 
of a position amongst our bards." 

** Such is mv humble hope, noble king " said the 
boy, leaving uie harp and bending one Inee to the 
ground, '* if it be not too presumptuous." 

" Nay," replied the monarch, smiling, " for Dun- 
stan*s sake and thine own, young stranger, for thou 
possessest a true genius for music, thou shalt from 
henceforth be numbered as one of our minstrels ; we 
will give orders for thy future residence in our 
palace." 

So one more link was woven in the fatal web, des- 
tined utterly to overwhelm and crush the youthful 
Edwy. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE BOTAL LOVBBS. 

Gloriously sunk the setting sun in the western 
heavens, crimson, gold, and purple clouds veiling 
his gorgeous departure. 

Slanting rays of golden light fell athwart the tall 
dark trees, lightening the gloom of the vast sombre 
forest, which stretched for nearly a hundred miles, 
over ihiee of the southern counties of England. 

Untrodden seemed the mighty wood, save for the 
narrow paths made by the numerous wild animals, 
who found a welcome lair in its deep recesses. 

Stately deer tossed their branching antlers in all 
the wild freedom of nature, on the smooth velvet 
sward, which opened out like green oasises here 
and there, from among the tangled brushwood. 

While deeper and deeper down, hidden from 
sight and sound, in the remotest parts of the forest, 
gaunt and savage wolves, with fierce glaring eyes, 
still lingered ; though owing to the exertions of the 
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hunters, these terrible animals were less numerous 
than formerly. 

Wild flowers grew in rich luxuriance ; the stems 
of the hoary trees were thickly dra.ped with ivy, 
whilst honeysuckle and fragrant woodbine waved 
their 'graceful tendrils round the nearest support, 
perfuming the evening breeze with their sweet 
odours. 

Grand and beautiful was that old wood, un- 
trimmed, uncultured by the hand of man. Nature 
its only workman ; and she, with lavish haste, 
shook from her prodigal lap the brightest treasures 
in her gift, clothing all around with verdure an4 
loveliness. 

A curious old house stood at the entrance of this 
vast covert, which was only about four miles from 
Canterbury. Its architecture was low and irregular, 
while the narrow pointed gabled windows looked 
into a small garden, gay wiuh hundreds of summer 
flowers. 

Drooping willows bent their green foliage over a 
fountain, the basin of which was curiously carved 
and ornamented ; while a marble Naiad, holding a 
classic urn, poured perpetual streams of crystal 
Tvater on the velvet sward around. 

Bigh hedges of dark yew enclosed the garden, 
narrow gravel walks ran between the turf and gay 
flower beds. 

On the fair spring evening we have described, 
with the golden sunlight streaming around them, 
two female forms might be seen pacing up and down 
the narrow paths, absorbed in such earnest conver- 
sation that the beauty of the sunset passed unheeded. 
The elder and taller of the two possessed a queenly 
carriage ; her foot pressed the earth with conscious 
dignity ; the dark robes, flowing loosely roxmd her 
stately form, could not disgiuse its perfect symmetry. 
No gem or gold relieved the sable folds, but on 
the forefinger of the right band flashed a ring of 
dazzling lustre. 

Her glossy raven hair was gathered into a heavy 
mass of volutes at the back of the small head, ac- 
cording to the custom of that period, which obliged 
all married women to bind their hair closely in 
coils, while maidens wore their tresses in long wavy 
masses, far down their neck and shoulders, the 
longer the flow of the silken ringlets, the nobler 
the birth, the more stainless the character, for short 
hair was considered a disgrace to unmarried f emalas. 
A golden arrow confined the lustrous ebon folds 
of tresses, and supported the black veil which 
nearly floated to the ground in graceful undulating 
waves. 

The broad white forehead was smooth as ivory ; 
the dark blue eyes flashed with commanding light ; 
while the straight nose and arching coral lips, which 
relieved the pure p&llor of the peri^ct oval face, had 
lost none of their earliest charms. 

One glance at those proud traits told of the lofty 
daring soul within, and the passer-by read those 



lineaments aright, for even from her cradle the 
Danish princess Ulrica had ever swayed the hearts 
of those around her through the combined influence 
of her wondrous beauty and great talents. 

And her companion ! the young maiden, her only 
daughter, how can we describe her ? 

Can we paint the most exquisite scenes of nature 
with the beauty of the original ? — describe in words 
the strange thrill which rushes o'er the soul on 
hearing a melting strain of harmony ? — ^then only 
could we depict the loveliness of Elgiva, which en- 
tranced the hearts of the gazers, and made them 
beat with a quicker pulse when that fair vision 
of ideal beauty first dawned on their enraptured 
vision. 

Hair of rich burnished brown, which sparkled 
like threads of living gold in the sunlight, and fell 
in a lavish wealth of clustering curls far, far below 
the slender waist ; a figure of miry-like proportions, 
with grace breathing in every movement, and hands 
and feet of perfect symmetry ; the young girl was a 
dream of poetry. 

Snowy robes floated like a fleecy cloud roimd the 
sylph-like form, bound at the taper waist by a 
golden girdle enriched with, rare and precious stones; 
a band of the same costly metal encircled the ivory 
throat, fastened by a jewelled clasp, while rich 
blacelets glittered on the rounded arms. 

The face, whose delicate features were formed in 
the strictest harmony, was lighted up by dark 
brown eyes — ^glorious eyes — ^whose clear spiritual 
lustre was so intense that you fancied some impri- 
soned angel looked at you from their fathomless 
depths ; but, shining through all was the unutter- 
able love and tenderness of a woman's heart ; yes, 
love, and with love the accompanying sorrow and 
anguish which ever attends that feeling on earth. 

Was it possible that pain could contract that 
smooth brow, writhe those rosy lips, dim those 
lovely eyes with burning tears ? 

Bright, but unfortunate Elgiva ! thy poetic ima- 
ginative temperament was ill fitted to contend with 
the dark tempest-cloud even now gathering in thy 
morning horizon. 

** Daughter," said the dark-robed female, in a 
voice whose deep musical tones vibrated from some 
unknown emotion, while her eyes rested soarchingly 
on the young face, over whose radiant beauty a tinge 
of sorrow rested like the mist of morning veiling the 
rosy peaks of the distant mountains, ** why art thou 
so silent and abstracted ? should not the news that 
Edwy, the playmate of thy childhood, the lover of 
thy girlhood, is chosen king of fair England, fill thy 
heart with gladness and proud delight, knowing 
how his talents and goodness will adorn the regal 
circlet and shine forth from the lofty eminence of a 
throne ? 

Surely my child, descendant of a royal line, with 
the proud blood of Odin and a hundred kings flow- 
ing through her veins, cannot^ fear for the constancy 
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of her lover, or think the vows of the past will be 
forgotten neath the glitter of the crown. 

No. no!" and her eyes flashed with an angry 
light, ''I will not believe such thoughts as these 
can darken thy soul ; then why not radiant with joy 
at the dawn of the hour, when the hand of love is 
waiting to lead thee to a tfaxone ? " 

"Honored and most beloved mother," replied 
Elgiva, laying her small snowy hand on the princess 
Ulrica's arm, while the blood dyed her young face 
with crimsom, '*thou art mistaken in the cause of 
my silence, which springs not from the fear that 
king Edwy's heart wiU change towards me, but 
rather from the warning prophetic whispers of mine 
own soul, which bid me decline the brilliant love- 
lighted destiny which will be oflfered to me. Mother," 
clasping her hands in impassioned entreaty, '*urge 
me not to share the crown of England, for surely if 
I do so the brief triumph will be purchased by my 
blood. Thinkest thou that Dunstan — ^that cold and 
crafty priest — ^will not sieze on the fact of our 
relationship, as a pretext for tearing us apart, con- 
signing Edwy to the agony and despair of a separa- 
tion from his bride, and me to a fate so dark and 
terrible that flesh and blood alike shrink from it. 

Let me " and her dark eyes gazed pleadingly on 
the stem face before her, "turn, ere too late, from 
the glittering path of royalty to the convents' peace- 
ful shades, from whence my nightly and daily 
prayers shall ascend for the happiness and pros- 
perity of the youthful sovereign," 

The setting sun irradiated her golden hair, and 
lovely countenance, as she stood like a bright angel, 
with clasped hands, and eyes upraised to heaven. 

Long did her mother contemplate that fair 
picture ; while strange thoughts flitted like light 
and shade over her own face ; wild visions of the 
terrible consequences that might arise from the 
fnlfllment of her earnest wish. Elgiva, her only 
child, torn from the arms of her youthful husband, 
barbarously murdered, rushed with life-like distinct- 
ness before her mind. For one moment, one single 
moment, she wavered in her firm resolve ; then 
crushed the momentary weakness, and inly vowed, 
come what might, she 'would brave all, dare all, so 
that her daughter became England's queen. 

"Elgiva," she sternly answered, "a truce to idle 
fears, and still more idle fancies ; which float 
through the weak minds of mortals like the fleecy 
clouds in a summer's sky. Child ! the Fates have 
interwoven thy thread of life with that of Edwy's ; 
and I cannot, if I would, unravel the web. What 
though sorrow, aye, even danger, accrue from thy 
union? "Will my daughter, descended from the 
warlike Banes, shrink from a glorious destiny, 
because peril, perchance, may beset the road. Do 
our warriors pause, on the day of battle, to question 
the result of the combat ? No, they rush on with 
desperate unthinking valour ; knowing if they fall 
they "will be zeceiv«d for ever into the halls of 



Valhalla ; Elgiva, the convent's shade is not for 
thee, but a dazzling future, strewn with the roses of 
love, blooming beneath the royal purple ; stretch 
out thy hand fearlessly, grasp thy profiered destiny, 
and banish for ever from thy soul all dark forebod- 
ings of coming ill. " 

So spoke the Princess Ulrica ; but in her heart a 
shadow lingered which would not leave it. 

The maiden was silent ; sensitively alive to the 
advancing hour ; how could she dismiss the dark 
future from her thoughts ; when from a child a 
vague, yet dread, foreshadowing of its fatal presence 
had ever darkened her mind, till it had become a 
part of her very being. 

Edwy's blue eyes alone had the power of chasing 
all clouds away, for by his side Elgiva forgot all 
but her affection, and in those golden hours existed 
only in the sunshine of his smile. 

Again the two forms paced the terrace in silence ; 
a veil was on the heart of each, which neither 
cared to remove. As they approached the house, a 
graceful stripling issued from the open doorway ; 
and advanced to meet them with the elastic step of 
youth. Elgiva's cheek turned pale, and she involun- 
tarily clung to the arm of her stately parent; for too 
well her beating heart recognised Edwy, of England, 
in the approacmng stranger. 

The young king was simply attired in a riding 
dress of dark cloth ; with a long blue mantle 
fastened over the right shoulder, and clasped on the 
left by a priceless ornament ; in his golden belt was 
placed a jewelled dagger, while a small cap, of blue 
velvet, with a bandof gold, and drooping white 
feathers, completed his costume. 

How divinely handsome Edwy looked, his blue 
ejres beaming with love ; his beautiful lips parted 
with a smile ; his bright hair falling in rich curls on 
his shoulders, as he came, in the first flush and 
triumph of his kingly greatness, to lay all the pomp 
of his flittering birthright at Elgiva's feet. 

Baismg the Princess Ulrica's hand to his lips, 
with the respectful affection of a son, the youthful 
monarch turned to the trembling maiden, and with 
heightened colour, and deep;devotion shining in his 
glance, passionately clasped her snowy fingers in his 
own. Elgiva's cheek rivalled snow, as she raised 
her eyes to the face of Edwy ; never did she love 
him so fondly as at that moment, when she was 
nerving her weak heart to pronounce the words 
that should separate them for ever, ceasing to fear 
for her own probable fate ; with woman's spirit of 
self sacrifice she became keenly alive to all the con- 
sequences their ill starred affection might entail on 
Edwy ; loss of his kingdom, perchance life, might 
hang on their union— ^e generously resolved to 
save him. 

"Noble princess," said the king, still retaining 
Elgiva's hsijid ; **my more than mother, who from 
childhood has ever bestowed on me the affection my 
zutural parent withheld. Thou art aware that the 
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crown of England has been bequeathed to me by my 
ancle, Edred, and confirmed by tKe Wittenagemot ; 
a glorious gift, which, I must prove by my future 
life, has been worthily bestowed. I ti^ust to live 
to see fair England great and glorious, with the 
sword of war happily sheathed by, peace ; to, have 
my name enrolled on the scroll of history, and to be 
hailed by future ages as one of the wise and good 
Saxon kmgs ; such are my dreams^ their fulfilment 
rests with a higher power. But I have solemnly 
vowed," here he drew up his slight figure to its 
utmost height, while his eyes shone with holy 
lustre; "to dedicate my heart and 'soul to the 
happiness of my kingdom, and to sacrifice to its 
interests, if needful, all I hold dearest on earth ; the 
holy virgin help me to keep mine oath sacred. 
Elsiva," and as he turned to her his voice took a 
sorter and sweeter tone, "I have vainly longed to 
fly to thee, and pour out, at thy feet, the deep, 
though unspoken, affection of years ; but sterner 
duties forbade, and till now I could not seek thy 
side. Fairest, and dearest, I have come to implore 
thee to accept Edwy's devoted love, and share his 
crown and throne, as thou hast ever done his 
heart! Ah ! my beloved one," as a bright smile 
broke over his face, kindling it to divine beauty, 
"words are hardly needed to tell me the blissful 
truth that thy gentle heart is all mine own. Koyal 
lady," and his glance dwelt on Ulrica, "thou wilt 
not refuse to bestow thy daughter's hand on the 
king, and to hallow our union by a mother's 
blessing?" 

The Danish princess looked ut the youthful pair, 
as in the early mom of life, its spring tide freshness 
and beauty smiling from eye and lip, they stood 
before her, and a voiceless prayer rose from that 
stem soul to the gods her false religion taught her 
to worship (for she pertinaciously clung to her early 
faith, though, out of respect to her late husband, 
she had nominally adopted the Christian creed), 
that the dark thunderclouds her prophetic eye saw 
looming on the verge of the horizon, might never 
burst on their devoted heads. 

"King Edwy," replied Ulrica, and her dark eyes 
shone with a softened light ; "most willingly do I 
bestow my fair child on one who loves her so fondly; 
and I fervently pray that the blessing and smile of 
heaven may rest on your approaching nuptials. The 
sceptre and crown are great, though of times perilous 
gifts in these troublous times, when the poisoned 
bowl, and assassin's dagger may lurk behind the 
purple robes ; but I will not darken the present 
hour, so bright to your loving eyes, by gloomy 
prophecies ; I desire only to give a friendly warning, 
to induce thee to be wary and circumspect. Fare- 
well for a brief while," and with a kindly gesture, 
the proud mother left the lovers to themselves. 

"Elgiva," remarked Edwy, drawing her towards 
the fountain where they both seated themselves on 
Hie turf, and he gazed admiringly at the reflection 



of her lovely face in its clear waters, the dying sun- 
light streaming around them. "Why art thou so 
cold and chan^d to me ? not one word of welcome 
or congratulation has passed thy sweet lips since I 
arrived ; surely the heart which I fondly dreamed 
was all mine own cannot have ceased to love me, 
because the empty title of king stands between us ? 

Oh, my beloved one ! " and he flung his arm 
round her waist, and drew her closely to his heart, 
"what is the cloud that hangs so darkly on tliy 
soul, that even the sunshine of love cannot dispel it? 
Speak, dearest," he implored, " why so cruelly pain 
the heart of Edwy, who loves thee better than 
aught save his kinely honour." 

Slowly Elgiva's fair head sunk on his breast, and 
a passionate burst of tears gushed forth. Kissing 
the crystal drops away, the young king besought 
her to speak, and to tell him the cause of ihia 
emotion. Vainly the maiden essayed to articulate, 
no words passed her trembling lips. At last, with 
a desperate effort, choking back her sobs, and 
raising her lovely tear-stained face, she spoke in 
firm but sorrowful tones : — 

"Edwy, my lord and king, I cannot, dare not 
link my fate to thine. Nay," seeing him start back 
and turn deadly pale, " not because I do not love 
thee better than all in the wide world, better almost 
than mine own soul, but because this very love 
teaches me that a mamage with me will be fraught 
with loss of life perchance, or at the very least, im- 
peril thy safety or kingdom. 

Oh ! Edwy, Edwy ! we are within the prohibited 
pale of relationship ; no vows or sanctity of marriage 
can protect those whom the holy Church condemns. 
I would spare thee the bitter grief of seeing me 
rudely torn from thy clasping arms ; spare thee the 
hopeless anguish of feeling tnou wert powerless to 
save me. A barrier stronger than life or death — 
the barrier of religion — stands between us, we must 
not, dare not cross it ; let us part, let us not brave 
our fate. 

Choose a bride from among the proud daughters 
of Engl.md, whose father's arm will then be doubly 
bound to protect thy throne ; and leave Elgiva to 
the cloister's shade, from whence her constant 
orisons shall ascend for the success and happiness of 
Edwy." 

"Part!" exclaimed the Saxon monarch, "part! 
never," and he impetuously flung himself on his 
knees before her ; "never, never, will I resign thee 
Elgiva, and with thee all the brightness and joy of 
existence. No, my fairest my dearest one, thy 
beauty was not made to wither beneath the cold walls 
of the dismal cloisters ; but to bloom in blushing 
freshness under the warm sunshine of love. Why 
speak of the Church, dearest ? she even shall not 
tear thee from the arms and heart of Edwy ; but 
let Dunstan and his cowled friars beware how they 
raise a rebellious murmur against the throne ; for 
by my sainted father's soiU I will have them 
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forthwith banished the kingdom. Elgiva," rising 
from hia knees, and throwing himself by her side ; 
**thou must and shalt be mine ; thou wilt not object 
to a secret marriage, my beloved one, for though I 
would gladly claim thy priceless hand befoie the 
eyes of a world, it would be better, on account of 
the recent funeral of the late king, Edred, that our 
nuptials should be as private as possible. Nay," 
seemg her about to speak, " Edwy brooks no contra- 
diction to his royal will ; and his first act of kingly 
prerogative is to lay his commands on thee, fair rebel, 
to meet him at the altar of the private chapel of 
Canterbury, two days from this, at midnight, 
where our hands will be joined for life by the faith- 
ful Wulfstan, Bishop of Winchester." 

Pale grew the gems of the crown beneath the 
bright influence of love ; and the Saxon king, as he 
strained the trembling maiden to his breast, and 
passionately pressed his lips to hers, forgot the 
world held ought but the idolised being his arms 
enclosed ; and she ! the early doomed, the lovely 
victim of monkish superstition ! clasped to that 
young throbbing heart, resisted her destiny no 
longer, but yielded to the full overwhelming tide of 
love which rushed over her. 

Partially releasing her from his embrace, to gaze 
at her beautiful face, mantled with blushes, Edwy 
whispered, "Dearest, and most beloved one, T am 
80 unutterably happy, that I feel ages of misery are 
cheaply purchased by this moment's bliss. I 
could now defy the darkest fate to do its worst, for 
nothing can part our hearts, no shadow come 
between them." 

A radiance, more than mortal, lighted up his 
youthful face, as he gazed on the half shrinking, 
half yielding maiden. Why did not the stem 
sisters, weaving the woof of life, discard the crimson 
threads, red with the life blood of one royal sufferer, 
and wet with the hopeless tears and burning 
anguish of the other ? Could no meaner victims be 
selected to satisfy the fatal three, than those two 
fair beings? No, the Fates were inexorable, the 
web of life was still woven, the shuttle thrown by 
those iron fingers, they waited but the right mo- 
ment for grasping their helpless prey. Footsteps 
were heard echomg down the gravel walk, and 
Elgiva, starting from the king's clasping arms, gazed 
timidly around. 

The intruder was a young maiden, clad in a rich 
silken robe of blue, fastened and ornamented with 
gold ; the long len^hs of her luxuriant midnight 
tresses were plaited with the same costly metal. 
Her dark eyes had all the beauty of the melting 
south, with the brighter colder light of the North ; 
her pure oval face, with its classic regular features, 
defied criticism ; her figure was tall and slight, 
but beautifully rounded, and her step had all the 
buoyancy of youth 

**My favorite companion and friend," observed 
Elgiva to Edwy, as the girl drew hear, and making 



a low obeisance to the youthful monarch, said : 
"My gracious mistress, the Princess Ulrica, bids 
me ask thee, my lord and king, to deign to enter 
her poor dwelling and partake of a cup of spiced 
hippocras, ere thou again takest the road." 

"Fair maiden," replied the king, courteously 
saluting her, "tell thy royal lady we accept her hos- 
pitable offer, and will join her immediately." 

With another reverence the young girl withdrew, 
first casting a loving glance &om her soft dark eyes 
on the beautiful Elgiva. 

"Who is yon maiden?" asked the king, pressing 
his lips to the snowy brow of his bethrothei 

"Ethel," replied his lovely hearer, "she is an 
orphan heiress, possessing more than a hundred 
hides of land ; my mother has brought her up, and 
she has ever been my cherished companion ; but," 
rising as she spoke, "we had better return to the 
house, for thou must want refreshments. Where 
are thine attendants, Edwy ?" 

"I brought none with me," said the monarch, 
"save my faithful page, Leolf ; mine impatient 
heart brooked no delay, till thy sweet lips confirmed 
my happiness ; but I will gladly accompany thee 
within doors, as I have a Doon to ask thy royal 
mother; thou canst guess its import, nay, blush not, 
dearest," said the kingly lover, folding her to his 
heart ; and pressing passionate kisses on her lips 
and brow, "thou needst not fear confiding thyself 
to my tender care." 

Drawing her- white hand through his arm, Edwy 
led her towards the mansion. At the door the 
proud mother was standing with her bower maidens 
behind her, waiting to receive the king, whom she 
immediately conducted into the largest chamber of 
the house. 

The walls of this room were thickly hung with 
handsome silken tapestry, enriched by gold and 
silver thread, while the floor was strewn with sweet 
smelling herbs and rushes. At the upper end of 
the chamber was a carpeted dais, on wliich stood a 
chair of state, richly gilded and ornamented; to this 
seat of honor Ulrica led the young monarch ; and 
when he had taken his place, beckoned to two 
attendant maidens, who were embroidering at the 
end of the long apartment, to bring a red velvet 
footstool for the king. The door was flung open 
and Ethel entered, bearing in her hand a golden 
jewelled goblet, filled with spiced hippocras, followed 
by Edwy's page, Leolf (a handsome fair-haired 
stripling, passionately attached to his kingly master) 
and several other attendants carrying refresh- 
ments. 

The lady of Herewood advanced, and with a deep 
reverence, presented the rich cup to the sovereign, 
who, after pronouncing the customary '^Waes hael," 
drained the contents at a draught. 

"Will not your majesty taste any of the poor re- 
freshments my house affords?" "said his royal 
hostess. 
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"Nay," replied Edwy, **I will not break my 
fast, but must say farewell, as I dare tarry no 
longer, else my absence may be observed ; but ere 
I depart, your highness, I would speak a word to 
thy private ear." 

"Willingly," answered Ulrica, signing to her 
damsels to depart, and following the Saxon king to 
the lower end of the hall, where he eagerly and elo- 
quently addressed her. 

Elgiva noted her mother's start and hesitation at 
first, then apparent change of manner ; and ulti- 
mate, so she miagined, yielding to his pleadings. 

Soon the conference ended, and Edwy returned to 
her side, and, as he folded her to his heart, 
whispered, "Thy mother, dearest, has consented to 
my wishes for an early union, and soon neither man 
nor heaven will have power to separate us ; farewell 
my beloved one, may good angels watch over thee 
till then." 

With a desperate effort the royal lover tore him- 
self away ; and with a hasty but affectionate adieu 
to Ulrica, left the room, and springing to the back 
of his mettled white charger, plunged the rowels 
into its side, and dashed off at full speed towards 
Canterbury, closely attended by Leolf . 

The moment the king left, Elgiva sought the 
soUtude of her chamber, to calm her agitated spirits 
by prayer. Prostrate before a crucifix' the, lovely 
devotee fervently supplicated that strength might 
be given her to bear with meekness the splendours 
of her coming fate ; above all, that earthly love 
might nob so dll her heart as to make heaven and 
its glories grow pale in the happy glow of the 
bri^t present ; moreover, she supplicated with 
impassioned fervour, that whatever cross the future 
might lay upon her, should be borne, with patience, 
even if it involved the sundering of each earthly 
joy. 

The Princess Ulrica called Ethel to her side, and 
informed her that Elgiva would be the bride of the 
king in two or three days from the present time, 
kindly adding, "Ethel, I rejoice for thy sake, as 
well as that of mine own child, for now thou canst 
accompany the youthful queen to her gay court, 
which will suit one of thy years and beauty far 
better than the life of seclusioA thou hast hitherto 
led with me." 

"My life may be more brilliant," replied Ethel, kiss- 
ing Ulrica's hand, "but not happier than it has 
been with thee, royal lady ; but I shall follow the 
Princess Elgiva wherever her future destiny leads, 
and in the gay galaxy of admiring courtiers the new 
queen will never find a more devoted heart than 
that of her early friend. 

We must here give a brief sketch of Ethel's 
parentage, as she is destined to hold a prominent 
position on our page. 

Her father — a handsome warlike carl — with 
that love for the adventurous which belongs to the 
first bloom of youth, ere sorrow or disappointment 



has checked the bounding pulse of the light heart, 
wearying of his native country, went over to Ger- 
many, and there became an intimate friend of one 
of the northern vikings, the renowned sea kings. 

In his war galley the young man joined in many 
a stirring engagement and hard won fight. This 
daring life suited Wilfrid's disposition ; he desired 
no change, no passing shadow of love had darkened 
that haughty soul — ^veiled the brightness of those 
eagle eyes ; he scorned the idea of a man bowing 
captive to a woman ; and the love songs of the 
bards only curled his proud .lips to a smile of 
scorn. 

Once in their piratical expeditions, as they ap- 
proached the Italian coasts their proud vessel, in 
the ^orm of a sea dragou, cresting the foaming 
waves, the keen eye of the viking chieftain dis- 
cerned a light craft making all sail for one of the 
creeks in the bay, to avoid the formidable vessel in 
its rear. 

Hot chase was given, and the little bark cap- 
tured, after a brief resistance ; most of the crew 
were killed, the rest made prisoners. 

Amongst the captives was a young maiden 
of strange beauty; glossy raven tresses nearly 
cloaked her graceful form, — her dark melting 
eyes had a look half love, half langour, in their 
clear depths, only observable in the daughters 
of the sunny south ; pale, delicate complexion, 
relieved by lips of the deepest coral, and dark pen- 
cilled eyebrows ; with a figure whose undulating 
outlines were exquisite in repose or motion ; such 
was the young Leonore when, at sixteen, she first 
met the gaze of Wilfrid. 

Fainting from terror, he saw her borne past him, 
in the arms of a Danish soldier, and pity for her 
helpless condition, combined with a strange, and, 
till then, unknown sensation, made him spring to 
the rescue. 

Snatching her from the rude support of her 
captor, the maiden first opened her lustrous eyes, 
to find herself in the arms of a young and hand- 
some stranger. 

Like a bright tropical blossom love sprang up 
between these two hearts so strangely thrown 
together. Leonore loved with the first love of 
woman, and when her preserver asked her to link 
her fate with his, her small hand was confidingly 
placed in that eager grasp — his own for life. 

Proudly the lover-husband bore his southern 
treasure to Britain, and there, in the halls of Here- 
wood, dwelt his dark -eyed bride. 

No cloud dimmed their affection ; never did the 
lips whose eloquent accents first won her maiden 
heart ever address Leonore save in the tenderest 
manner, the proud eyes always softx^ned as they 
gazed on her. 

Hard and fierce as the earl was to the world, to 
this one fiower of his home and hearth he was ever 
gentle as a child. • 
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Two yean glided by, then dark fate stepped in 
and divided tne loving pair. With the birth of a 
tender blossom came the death of the young mother. 

Ethel, the name of the little stranger, was reared 
in strict seclusion, but with the utmost care. Her 
father doted on her, and loved to trace in her infant 
features traits of the early lost — the ever lamented 
LeoDOre. 

The child's nttrse was an Italian, and from her 
lips the girl heard glowing descriptions of the cloud- 
less skies and sunny beauty of the south. 

So Ethel grew up, a strange imaginative creature, 
combining her mother's poetic enthusiasm and her 
father's pride and daring chivalry. Entranced by 
strains of melody even to passionate bursts of tears, 
which sprang from an overwrought sensibility ; 
acted upon by impulse, solely governed through her 
affections, the young heiress of Herewood was a 
mystery to those around her. 

At four years old, urged by her generous loving 
nature, she had done the service for Guthred's 
father which the son so faithfully remembered. 

The earl, her sire, was frequently absent from 
home on long foreign excursions, or sojourning at 
the English court. In one of the wild fights of 
former days in the Danish galleys, an old friend of 
Wilfrid's fell mortally wounded, begging the earl 
with his dying breath to act a fathers part to his 
orphan son. 

Faithfully did the earl fulfil this promise, and 
young Ulric of Freemingham found a home at Here- 
wood, where he and .the little Ethel became inseper- 
able companions, though the girl's more poetic mind 
far outstripped in its flights that of her boyish friend. 

The princess Ulrica constantly .saw Wilfrid at 
the English court, and became interested in him 
from his affection to her people. 

While he listened with rapt attention to her 
eloquent descriptions of the glorious deeds of the 
Danish warriors, and won her regard in turn by 
narrating his own earlier exploits. 

This mutual bond soon ripened into friendship, 
and when Ethel was ten, and her father was siezed 
by the mortal sickness which ended his life, he 
despatched a trusty messenger to Ulrica, praying 
that after his death she would bring up his orphan 
daughter under her own care till she married. 

This dying request was granted by the Danish 

Erincess, the more willingly as she much wished to 
ave a companion for her own child, the Princess 
Elgiva, of the same sex and age. 

Just before his death the earl called Ethel and 
Ulric to his couch, and, joining their hands, in the 
presence of his confessor made them promise to 
marry each other when thay came to a proper age. 
Alike ignorant of the binding nature of such an 
engagement the children consented, and the priest 
solemnly blessed their betrothal. 

When Wilfrid's eyes were closed for ever on this 
world, young Ulric, who possessed « haiidsoine 



property in right of his father, was sent to the halls 
of Earl Ordmer, fi great friend of his own parent, 
and adopted guardian, to receive a military educa- 
tion, and be trained in all martial feats. So 
years passed on the lovers sometimes met, but their 
secret feelings were difficult to decipher. If Ethel 
loved Ulric it was more from the force of past asso- 
ciations, and the inherent tendency of n. romantic 
woman's nature to create an imaginary ideal, than 
from any deeper sentiment, while he regarded his 
former playfellow with an easy patronising affection, 
which youths, ere they become men, often assume 
towardis the gentler sex. 

Ethel's whole warm heart and imaginative dispo- 
sition had twined round Elgiva, whose gifted and 
superior nature assimilated to her own, and a deep 
sincere love existed between the two, more absorbing 
on the part of Ethel, as no warmer feeling had ever 
dimmed the romance of her girl friendship. 

Such was the heiress of Herewood when, at nine- 
teen, she is first introduced to notice. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE BRIDALS. 

Life is not all shadow ; there is sunshine lighting 
up green slopes and flowery dales — ^rainbow gilding 
the stornL True that "some days may be dark 
and dreary," and some lives like those days ; but 
thanks to infinite mercy, watching over creation 
with a love unfathomable, these lives are the few 
exceptions ; and perchance in their close, when the 
rain that has rained down "the hopes of youth" 
ceases, and the mist of dull sorrow slowly folds up 
and passes away, there is a serene calm light at 
evening, a sense of peace and sober happiness, un- 
known to a path of cloudless sunshine. Th^ir 
spring-tide, too, may have had bright flashes of joy 
reconciling them to the succeeding gloom. 

Sweet is this joy-burst coming in the morning ; 
coming in the pure freshness of untroubled exist- 
ence 1 crowning the rose-bud with the coronal of 
life ; spriaging to full perfection in that gleam of 
radiance, never to waste away by canker and 
decay. 

Thus it came to Edwy and Elgiva ; love and 
joy, linked in one, illumined the green glades of 
^outh ; genius and song encircled them with their 
immortal wreath — ^kindling to diviner beauty the 
outer world and the world jvithin. The Fates, who 
weave the thread of life, and hold its goblet, bound 
their destinies together with threads of gold — so 
bright that the blood stains were unseen — and 
brought all the nectar of their draught to the lips 
of the young lovers in the bridal hour. 

The bridal hour 1 ajtell word to every heart ; 
epoch in life's history, parting the past from the 
present, and leaving a new field for the feet 
of time to pass over ; mystic circle, where the love 
tide s^d the life stream blend in one, to flow on to- 
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gether to eternity ; gilded threshold of » world 
whose dreamed of (but rarely realised) bliss lies 
veiled in tender mystery, and the roses of love and 
hope bloom with the light of Paradise, not earth. 

In our days the orange blossom and the myrtle 
symbolise, not as of old, the pure heart's choice — 
the ever green affection. Love rarely presides over 
the mystic altar ; hallowing the union of two 
kindred spirits. But there are still the few happy 
beings who truly consecrate the bridal hour in 
their good fond hearts, whose souls receive in 
humble faith the blessing of the Most High, who 
appointed and made this gift holy. All of us 
knowing the deep happiness a marriage of affection 
and esteem can give, and the extreme misery the 
reserve plunges its victim into, feel a peculiar 
interest, glad or painful, as the case may be, at the 
mention of the word, and we love to follow 
in the train, when the white robes and orange 
blossoms sweep by. 

It was the bridal hour of England's king. The 
private chapel of the palace at Canterbury was lit 
with tapers ; the altar gleamed high and mysterious 
in the radiancy of the tall candlesticks standing on 
its white and golden tiers ; chaplets and garlands 
of flowers, of white starry blossoms, and purple hue 
adorned the shrine, mingling with gold and jewel- 
led chalices ; bracelets and gems of every dye 
glittering in rainbow confusion ; royal offerings, 
laid there by a royal hand, in honor of the coming 
ceremony. The large crucifix, of exquisitely carved 
ivory, set in a frame of gold, studded with diamonds, 
looked down solemnly from the centre of the cosfcly 
altar. 

The walls, the chased pillars, the golden altar 
rails, were hung with rich brocades and fragrant 
wreaths of flowers. Flowers strewed the crimson 
carpetted steps and dais ; flowers woven of the 
same rare contrasts — stainless snow, .and solemn 
hued purple — the Saxon bridal colors, shedding a 
delicious perfume, meet to harmonize with the holy 
scene. 

The royal nuptials were to be performed privately, 
and in the kin^s chapel, contrary to the custom of 
Anglo-Saxon weddings, which were not celebrated 
in churches : Edwy being desirous to throw as 
much sanctity as possible over the rite. He kept 
his hasty marriage a profound secret from all, save 
Wulf Stan, of Winchester ; his brother, and another 
trusty friend, dreading lest any dissentient voice 
might reach Elgiva, causing her to shrink from 
wedding him, or other obstacles intervene to prevent 
their union. The members of the court were only 
apprised of the ceremony on the afternoon of the 
evening when it was to be celebrated. 

It was not unusual for kings to exercise free and 
absolute choice in their marriages, and the reserve 
preserved on this occasion was easily accounted for 
by the fact the recent obsequies of the late Edred 
viadd the royal pair ahnok from all publicity. The 



palace circle numbered no ambitious members in it. 
The nobles and prelates, who had been guests of the 
king at the Witenagemot and royal funeral, had dis- 
persed to prepare for the approaching coronation ; 
and Edwy was left to spena a short time in seclu- 
sion. 

At a quarter to ten the chapel began to fill with 
the little court ; all dressed with as much splendour 
as the state mourning permitted, and with an eager 
happy look on their countenances. The dark oaken 
gallery resounded to the tread of the bards coming 
in, robed in full bardic costume. Amongst them 
was the slight form of the Cambrian boy, nis pale 
face lit with a strange excitement, his dark eyes 
rivetted on the altar. With slow, stately, steps 
the king's confessor, the Princess Elgiva's spiritual 
counsellor, the bishop's chaplain, and the Bishop of 
Winchester, moved up the aisle , proceeded by 
choriBten. sVinging incLe and charting » hym^ 
and took their places round the high altar. 

The good Wulfstan had been selected by his 
sovereign to perform this dearest ceremony of his 
life, and though he still retained misgivings about 
the results, when the sudden eclairissement burst 
upon the nation, he felt glad that his hands were 

Privileged to minister to the happiness of his 
eloved pupil. 

No flourish of trumpets announced the king's 
approach. Preceeded by the chamberlain, and fol- 
lowed by the Earl of Sussex, and two other Thanes, 
Edwy, with kindling eye, and proud step, walked 
up the chancel, amid the swelling strains of the 
sounding harps, which struck up at his entrance. 

A murmur of admiration greeted the youthful 
monarch ; never had he looked so nobly beautiful : so 
worthy of a throne ; as, after kneeling for a few 
moments on the steps of the altar, he rose and stood 
facing the curtained door of entrance, waiting for 
his coming bride. 

A white silk tunic, bordered with ermine, and 
slightly edged^ with purple ; a jewelled belt, and 
glittering collar ; golden bands clasping his white 
kid hose, formed the king's picturesque and appropri- 
ate costume. No crown or cap adorned his head; his 
long golden curls waved bright and shining over his 
shoulders. The insignia and pomp of royalty were 
needed not at the altar of love. 

Minutes seemed long to the youthful lover, on 
whose face shone a gleam too impatient for a smile ; 
they seemed long to the eager spectators who had 
never seen their future queen. 

Princess Ulrica had kept her daughter in almost 
conventual seclusion, with a view to strike the 
world dumb with amaze, when she burst upon them 
in the light of England's crown. The mother's 
triumph was indeed fultiUed. The hour to which 
she had looked forward and toiled for had arrived ; 
and Ulrica felt and wore the aspect of a stately 
conqueror bearing^ his train of captives and spoils 
through his ziative city, as she swept through the 
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palace corridom with her lovely daughter to the 
private entrance to the chapel. She heeded not 
the trembling of the hand tnat lay upon her arm, 
thoagh it was the hand of her only child ; she noted 
not the paling cheek, the faltering step, and when 
the rich curtains of the chapel were drawn aside, 
when the blaze of its lights, and pealing music fell 
dizzily on sight and sound, and the bride drew back 
in one agitated pause on that sacred threshold, the 
proud mother bent down to whisper words which 
should recall the pride of England's queen ; but nofc 
soothe the timid fears of a youthful maiden. 

A murmur of astonishment, a sudden rise, then a 
burst of irrepressible delight, broke forth as the 
bridal procession entered. A proud greeting to the 
kingly bridegroom ; a proud greeting to the Danish 
mother. 

The gaily dressed members of the suite ; the 
haughty beauty of the royal Dane, attired in golden 
brocade, blazing with gems, the folds of her raven 
hair, bound with diamonds, gleaming like stars, her 
splendid train borne by two fair damsels ; the 
Dovish grace of the handsome Edgar, who led in the 
bnde; the expressive features ol dark-eyed Lady 
Ethel ; and the three other maiden attendants ; 
though worthy objects of admiration, were lost in 
the superior glories of the one star of all — ^Elgiva ! 

White were the robes which fell around that 
fairy form ; white, yet glimmering with the sheen 
of many gems, like the quivering moonlight l3nLDg 
silver onalai< e — pure as a snow drift, yet shamed by the 
fair brow and cheek, the ivory throat rising so swan 
like from the graceful shoulder, the rounded arms, 
and taper fingers. A zone of pearls and diamonds 
enclosed the tiny waist ; a collar of the same pure 

fems nestled round the slender neck, their white 
re gleamed in sprays fastening the long hanging 
sXeeves, which, opening a little below the shoulders, 
revealed the beautiful arms clasped -with these 
radiant jewela 

The golden brown tresses of the bride were thrown 
back from her lovely face, and bound round the 
head by a pearl and diamond fillet, their luxuriant 
masses were allowed to fall over the shoulders, and 
far below the waist, in showery, shining waves of 
perfumed silky beauty. Tresses like those fabled 
ones, which made the Christian knight dream away 
the hours twining their gleaming coils round his 
fingers by the haunted fountains in Armida's bowers. 

A chaplet of bridal flowers crowned the maiden's 
brow, and over all her loveliness, partially veiling it 
in a soul-subduing mystery, fell, and trembled with 
each trembling movement, the bridal veil. The 
bridal veil, sewn and bordered with pearls, sweeping 
even to the ground. 

Need we tell the bridegroom's feelings ? Can we 
paint, in cold words, centuries of bliss which crowd 
the heart in one rapt moment, giving us dim ideas of 
what immortal capacities can embrace in that world 
where there is no fetter. 



All that the soul feels and cannot utter was ex- 
pressed in those blue eyes rivetted on Elgiva ; and, 
mid that brilliant admiring throng, she felt but that 
gaze ~ heard only her beatmg heart. 

The young king received his bride at the steps of 
the altar. He raised her snowy fingers to his lips, 
and, after a cordial greeting to the Princess Ulrica, 
and a courteous salutation to the ladies of the train, 
again grasping the beautiful hand of Elgiva in his 
impassioned clasp, led her up to the foot of the holy 
shrine. 

The sacred ceremony commenced. The vows were 
plighted according to the marriage ritual then ob- 
served in England. Two beings were made onef or lif e. 

The bridal party listened with intense interest. 
Never before or since did a pair so young and 
beautiful, so illustrious, kneel before the altar. 
The coldest and dullest heart felt touched with a 
higher thrill of emotion. The old seemed to feel the 
breath of their vanished spring-tide and love-dreams 
float over them ; the young ^elt their hearts glow 
with rapture at the fair future their dreamy fancy 
conjured up from the vision before them. 

Ethel's feelings were deep, like everything belong- 
ing to her warm noble nature. She rejoiced in the 
happiness of her beloved royal friend, and felt all 
her high views of the true beauty of marriage were 
realised in the perfect afl'ection which illumined the 
faces of the bride and bridegroom. If at times a sif^h 
escaped her, and a cold shadow passed before her 
gaze, she deemed it perchance a wrong, yet irrepres- 
sible shade of regret, that her own bridal hopes 
were enveloped in so much mist and doubt ; that 
the hand which had been promised in childhood to 
the lord of Ereemingham seemed to possess little 
power to attract her gay young betrothed to her 
side. But she resolutely banished the cloud from 
her mind, and inly vowed, whatever might be har 
own fate, faithfully to serve and cling to the for- 
tunes of the young queen. 

The blessing was at last pronounced, the trembling 
hands of the bishop laid in patel:nal fondness on the 
young heads of the kneeling pair. After a few 
minutes of silent and fervent devotion the king and 
queen rose from their velvet cushions. The bards 
struck their choicest strains. Ed wy, in a transport 
of joy, clasped Elgiva to his heart, his own, his very 
oTvn ;.for aye I In that supreme moment love was all 
in all, the sole boundary of the limitless horizon of 
joy, spanning earth and heaven in its vastness ; and 
Elgiva, whose love had been more worship than 
affection she scarcely realised the full certainty of 
her happiness. Spell bound, she looked like one in 
a bewildering dream, conscious only of some sweat 
half -revealed joy. 

The bridal hymn peals forth, swells through the 
pillars and rafters of the chapel, pouring a flood of 
melody over the lovers. 

One voice breaks into thrilling strains of har- 
mony, soaring, in notes of exquisite silvery fuUnesa^ 



EDW7 AND ELGIVA. 



33 



lii^er and yet higher into song land ; like an im- 
pnsoned spirit piercing* through the clouds of 
earth, and rising on wings of melody to heaven. 
The harps and voices of the bardic choir lowered 
and fell away, al if the lark-like songster had shook 
his wings free from all lower sights and soimds, and 
soared^ fetterless and lonely, aloft and yet aloft, 
singing of love, a song literally steeped and trans- 
fused with its higher celestial fires. All that the 
king had felt and dreamed of the divine power of 
affection, ever expanding in glory and beauty, 
changeless, limitless ; his yearnings for a loftier 
sphere to pour forth the soul's depths, which on 
earth may only well up in rapture for one or two 
rare moments. Thoughts too burning for words, 
feelings deeper than knowledge, were embodied in 
that wondrous song. 

Elgiva, clinging to her husband, listened with 
rapt attention. Her poet-soul winged its flight with 
the minstrel ; aye ! further and higher than he 
could penetrate ; into holier, brighter, remons. At 
that moment, had death severed her from Ed wy, she 
would have lived long enough. She desired nothing 
more than' to soar away from the dim realms below 
to the land of light above, there to await the un- 
clouded union with her beloved kindred spirit. 

Lady Ethel shed tears of emotion. She felt that 
vague aching sadness which attends the lonely 
dreamer, in listening to the strain of love and joy, 
which the prophetic heart whispers must ever pass 
it by. Even the stem Ulrica was moved by softer 
emotions. All listened enwrapt to the wild un- 
earthly strains ; all bowed to the touch of their 
diviner life. 

An hour later the chapel was deserted, the lights 
extinguished. The palace lay hushed in the repose 
of slumber. 

The May moon looked down that night into many 
a silent chamber. She saw the proud mother keep- 
ing an anxious vigil, pacing up and down her rush- 
strewn scented room. She heard her words of 
agonized entreaty to the vain divmities of her land, 
to watch over her child. She saw the sweep of her raven 
tresses falling on the wing of night, as the dark eyes 
of Ulrica scanned fiercely the starry heavens to read 
there the page of destiny ; to see whether the sons 
of Odin would ever rule over the Anglo isle. And 
Elgiva, fer whom the mother's heart spoke loudly 
in this hour of parting, would the crown of England 
guard her child from sorrow and evil ? What if the 
tender hand which the mother designed to wrest 
such power for the sea kings should be unable to 
grasp the royal sceptre ? 

And the moon glanced into maiden bowers, where 
yonng beings lay slumbering, folded in rosy hopes ; 
and in the heart of the pale, calm, Ethel, she leit a 
dream which might almost atone for a dreamless 
life. 

But into none so softly, so lovingly did she ga^e 
as ii^to the bridal chamber of England^s king. Well 



did her hallowed presence harmonize with their 
bower of lore ; so pure I so spirit-like, ai^gels might 
look within and not find there one trace of earth, 

** Aiine I for evermore 1 " murmured Edwy, draw- 
ing his long- worshipped Elgiva to hi^ heart, and 
gazing with unspeakable tenderness into the dark 
depths of her radiant eyes. 

"For evermore!" echoed Elgiva. The fullness 
of that word was caught up by zephyrs, and borne 
aloft into the blue empyreal temple of the midnight 
heavens — ^the bridal hymn of the kindred spirits — 
and in the rapture of that hour the chilling whisper 
of a nevermore for earth was unheard. 

The moon saw yet another sight ; a dark figure 
breathing into Bunstan's ear a tale of the royal 
nuptials. Later she shone on a solitary horseman, 
spurring, as if for life and death, on the road from 
Canterbury. 

CHAPTER VIL 

THE HALLS OF ORDMBR. 

Tn the Kingdom of Wessex, within a few leagues 
of the old town of Heading, stood a dark frowning 
castle, situated on the slopes of a thickly wooded 
hill, a mDe from the noble river Thames — a river 
sung and celebrated in England's history, which, 
dividing the south from the east, west flows on in 
circumfluous windings amid a richly wooded ver- 
dant land of hill and dale, widening till it reaches 
the metropolis, passing sombre and proudly through 
the mightiest eapital in Europe ; receptacle of its 
sorrows, silent witness of its crimes and grandeur, 
bearing on its dark, slimy wave, the commerce and 
state of empires, till finally the waves find a resting 
place, and lose their stains in the foam billows of 
the Atlantic. 

The castle was built in the Ronian style, a style 
introduced by them into Britain, and though di- 
vested of much of the ornament and polish used in 
their beautiful palaces and temples m Borne, still 
retaining a dignity of outline peculiar to Bomau 
architecture. Strength, the principal object in 
these British buildings, was brought into great 
force in this castle. It was well calculated to 
resist the enemy, and defy the inroads of l?ime. 
The narrow windows in the four round towers were 
closely barred ; arrow heads glimmered through 
their deep apertures ; men at arms paced the bat- 
tlements, and the low arched doorways were barred 
with enormous crows. A large court yard extended 
all round, and a high stone wall enclosed this 
dwelling, of warlike appearance. Various loop 
holes were perforated in this huge barrier, to furnish 
means of propelling arrows, or stones, in case of 
assault ; and the wall was so thick that a battle- 
mented rampart ran round it. An immense aroh- 
way, with two iron folding doors, led into the 
court J the warder's^ room was adjoining* Jt 
requii^ many a ohiill bly t to bring thia stttzdy 
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guudian to his pott; and if the Tisitant were a 
stranger, a long coUoqay ensued ere the ponderona 
doorway swnng back neavily, and the interior of 
the castle was gained. The warm beams of a May 
• son were nearinff to the Western Hills, and all the 
warmth of the <&y-god was thrown into the glowing 
light, which, mingled with deep shadows, fell broad 



or hundreds, nominating a geref a to evei^ hundred 
to keep a strict watch over the people — ^ii a crime 
were committed, to call over the roll and accuse the 
missing person of the murder. Such laws were 
well adapted for those times of stsife and plunder, 
and, when the offices of gerefas were held by 
worthy men, proved a source of comfort and pro* 
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A warlike group was there assembled. Men-at- 
aims, ^oung sqmres, pages, and oth^r youths, en> 
gaged in pracusing martial games ; throwing the 
lance, and wielding the Danish club. -A tall, gaunt 
man, of immense muscular power, stood near the 
group, commanding and instructing the movements 
of tiie party ; bestowing a sharp reprimand on each 
juvenile delinquent, occasionally enforcing the word 
with a blow from the point of his lance. The 
soldiers, in spite of the heat of the day, exerted 
themselves creditably ; displaying both skill and 
strength in their several exercises, partly from the 
innate love of warlike pursuits peculiar to the 
Anglo-Saxon Danes ; partly from a wish to avoid 
censure from the fierce officer in command. 

Christianity had softened some of the wild 
features of the Norseman, many of whom, as we 
have stated, were, livinff amicable subjects of the 
Saxon king; but the blood of Odin and Thor 
flowing in their veins, still stirred at the sound of 
the trumpet ; the glories of the Valhalla kindled 
their senses, in the strains of the minstrels, not yet 
mute to tiie favourite theme. The golden bracelet 
on the wrist would, unconsciously, be pressed to 
the lips as the most sacred pledge of fealty when an 
oath bound hand and heart together ; and still the 
huge battle-axe, with its star studded nails, was 
the Danish morning star and inspired strength of 
the battle. 

Nearly all the men in this group were Danes — in 
heart more Pagans than Christians. The man who 
commanded them was a Dane, — not a drop of the 
Saxon blood mingled with the stream which flawed 
pure from Odin. A worshipper of the wild gods of 
Scandinavia ; the cloak of Christianity was only 
assumed by Lodbrog the Baven, to enable him to 
obtain influential posts under government, and aid 
his steps to power, which one day he dreamed might 
be sufficient to carry out his countrymen's cherished 
scheme of uniting Rngland under the Danish sceptre. 
Throng the influence ol Earl Ordmer, his patron 
and chief, he was the commander of the militia of 
Wesaex ; and his brother the gerefa, or elda> of the 
hundred — an office simalarto that of our justices of 
thepeaoe. 

The military, a kind of militia, had been estab- 
lished by Alfred as a home force to aid the army 
when sore pressed in times of war. During peace 
they were only out for a week in the year. 

ThB gerefas were another appointment of this 
mao kii^ who dividsd the oonntiy into tgrthiDgs^ 



given to persons in lea^e with some wealthy baron ; 
and then rapine and crime reigned unpunished, and 
the power and retainers of these lawless nobles 
swelled into petty sovereignty. 

Lodbrog had the charge of training Earl Ordmer*s 
men. He had come up that afternoon to meet his 
chief who was hourly expected at the castle. In a 
comer of the court, beneath the shadows of the 
wall, on a raised stone bench, sat two youths. 
Their situation seemed selected to watch the 
soldiers; but neither took much interest in the 
proceedings. 

One was lazily curled up on the seat after the 
fashion of a modem school boy, busily absorbed in a 
book (in those days a rare study), his eyes were only 
now and then raised to bestow a caressing look on a 
beautiful falcon he wore on his waist ; and some- 
times give a sleepy gfance ac the men in reply to 
some remark of his companion. Boyhood seemed 
scarcely passed, so slight was the form and fair 
the pale mgh-bred features. Light curls clustered 
round t^e noble head, but descended no lower than 
the neck, in this difference showing a distinction 
from the genuine Saxon. There was a breadth and 
elevation m the brow, and a look of .power about 
the mouth, — ^in spite of the cynical smile hovering 
there, which told that remarkable qualities lurked 
beneath the boyish exterior, which only 
awaited circumstances to develop into master 
passions of good or eviL Two large shaggy 
wolf-hounds lay crouched at his feet; their 
round bright eyes gleaming like stars through the 
masses of overhanging hair, glanced watchfully in 
tibe direction of the men, and their keen ears erect 
at every sound, ehowed how jealously they guarded 
their master. 

The companion of this interesting youth was 
Ulric of Freemingham, whom we nave already 
mentioned as the Earl's shield bearer, and who had 
arrived at the castle with the principal train imme- 
diately after the royal obsequies, Earl Ordmer 
having stayed behind to spend a few days with 
Odo of Canterbury. In this visit, which withdrew 
from the youn? king one of the most jealous ob- 
servers of his movements, Dnnstan's plot to furnish 
his intended victim every means of entangling 
himself in the snare prepared to ruin him, had 



successfully commenced its operations. 

"Noble Cedric !" exclaimed Ulric, "see how yon 
stripling &lters in his arm; twice has his lance fallen 
short of his mark, and yet butyestere'en he was the 
beat among his compeers. Ua! Lodbn^ haa ob- 
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served the blunders, and will punish him as he 
deserves." 

Even as he spoke the huge spear of the Dane 
descended on the hapless (%url s shoulders with 
such violence that the slight form fell to the ground 
and lay there insensible. 

Many an indignant ejaculation rose to the lips of 
the spectators, and was only restrained by fear. 
All eyes turned enquiringly to Lodbrog, to know 
whether assistance was to be rendered to the 
sufferer, but none moved or spoke, save one. The 
indolent student sprans to his feet, and, advancing 
to the group, exclaimed in a clear singularly sweet 
voice, while a generous flush stained his cheek : 

" Lodbrog, how canst thou maltreat so tender a 
striplmg? It is unworthy of a warrior's arm to 
strike the weak. He is my father's vassal, and, 
therefore, I desire thee for the future to refrain 
from such severe usage. Soldiers, raise up the boy ; 
the blow has stunned him." 

The men, with a respectful salutation, obeyed. 
Iiodbrog's fierce presence lost its authority, when 
the favored heir of Ordmer's broad lands and trusty 
vassals addressed them. 

Yes ! that fair stripling, with his studious habits 
and dreamy nature, was the apple of his father's 
eye, the sole tender link binding nim to a softer ex- 
istence ; the image of the bright-haired Saxon bride, 
wholiad bloomed but one year in the eagle's nesD, 
and died, leaving two fair babes to struggle alone in 
the proud home of their warlike sire. He was the 
star of the future ! the young chieftain to hand 
down to ages the honors and power of the earldom. 
The haughty Dane knew his boy to be brave as a 
lion, and felt he would be a worthy leader of his 
vassals into battle. 

' ' Fair Cedric, " said Lodbrog, in a hissing whismer, 
'* such a reproof was unbecoming so young a boy, 
and addressed also to a father's friend. As thou axt 
the master of the castle I must submit, but, for 
thine own sake warn thee to bridle thine impetuous 
speech ; and beware a second time of slighting Lod- 
brog, the Baven " 

With a menacing scowl, covered by a deadly 
smile, the tall Dane strode aside. 

"Let the games proceed," exclaimed Cedric, too 
proud or indifferent to notice the officer's comment, 
''and thou, Oealwin,;come hither, "he added, beckon- 
ing to the youth, who had now revived, and stood 
gazing hurriedly round, as if seeking some means of 
escape. ** How is it thou Wert so inexpert to day ? 
Dost thou not remember thou art to be my man at 
arms, and win a Thane's sword perchance one day !" 

"Noble lord," said the Churl, throwing himself 
on his i>nee3 before the youthful Cedric, and raising 
his streaming eyes and clasped hands in earnest sup- 
plication ; my heart is heavy with care, and there- 
fore my hand hangs nerveless. Two sunsets ago my 
sister, as good as she was fair, was taken away by 
force, and when my father started in pursuit, he 



was doomed never to return. This morning he was 
found dead by one of our serfs, near the marshy 
stream. My poor mother went to the G«re£a for 
justice, but he told her that my father had fallen in 
a drunken rout with some comrade, and refused to 
call over the hundred, or make any enquiries for 
my sister. When I came to the castle this morning 
and asked the captain to permit me to leave the 
earl's military service and attend to our farm, for 
my mother needs a man's arm now, he told me I 
could not be spared, for everjr sword was wanted." 

Sobs choked the Churl's voice, and his head su^ 
on his breast in a &esh burst of grief. 

" Tyraimy ! tyranny ;" muttered the boy-heir (in 
Latin, a language as familiar to him as his own) ; 
the light of a noble indignatfon kindling his face 
till it shone with lofty beauty ; "another form of it, 
and I have no power to stem the advancing torrent. 
Must England, beloved England, be watered with 
the blood of injured innocence, and trampled with 
the heel of the oppressor ere the golden days of 
liberty dawn broad and free ? Shall I ii^erit lands, 
and gold, and eat and drink like beasts that perish, 
taking no heed to the cries of distress wailing round 
our castle ? No, never ; if I lose all in the attempt ; 
while Cedric lives, the name of Ordmer shall be 
respected for its justice." 

"Cheer up, Cealwin," he added in the Danish 
dialect, " thy tale is piteous ; but all the alleviation 
it permits shall be given thee ; Earl Ordmer shall 
enquire into the matter, and if it be possible prove the 
cause of thy father's decease. Strict search shall 
be made for thy sister, and thou shalt retire to the 
farm to attend upon thy mother, much as I regret 
to lose thee. Cedric would rather ride unattended 
through life, than force one sword blade into his 
service. The soldier's arm, to be of value, must be 
nerved by free will, and guided by unbiassed devo- 
tion. Base, Cealwin, follow me to the castle, to 
await there the Earl's letum." 

Amid the youth's broken words of gratitude and 
the murmurs of sympathy from the tmrong, Cedric, 
closely followed by his dogs, strolled carelessly 
through a privabe entrance, into the principal haU of 
the fortress. Scarcely had he retired, and as Ulric 
was preparing to follow, with a half suppressed 
yawn at the stupidity of the afternoon, the clatter 
of horse's hoofs was heard without the gates ; the 
warder's door was flung aside, and a youthful rider, 
accompanied by two mounted attendants, dashed 
into the court. At ^flrst sight the foremost of the 
party seemed a youth ; the dagger in the golden 
belt ; the breast-plate and gauntlet, with the falcon 
on the wrist ; the gold sandalled boots ; the small 
cap and eagle's plume, were masculine appoint- 
ments ; but a closer inspection of the green robe des- 
cending to the taper ankle ; the tightly-fitting bodice, 
displaying the swelling contours, of a symmetrical 
shape ; the coils of raven plaits, escaping in glossy 
lengths ; the graceful feminine seat on uie mettled 
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charger, revealed a woman ; aye, and a beautiful 
TToman ; wild, free, and nymph-like ; fettered by no 
measured rules ; trained in no formal school ; 
budding and springing into all the bountiful graces 
of luxuriant nature. 

Tall, and pliant as a willow, was Ordmer's 
daughter — ^the Lady Algitha. Her face was grand 
in its bright beauty. The dark flashing eyes, which 
could scan the remote distance, and speed the 
unerring shot ; the delicate coal-black brows and 
thick iiiy lashes ; the straight fine Arab nose, with 
its thin transparent nostril ; the short upper lip ; 
the rich ruby of the small proud mouth ; the clear 
bruiiette skin, smooth as marble ; the glowing 
damask cheek ; the massive sweep of long tresses, 
black as the ravon's wing, with a purple gleam in 
the sunlight ; all formed a picture, which the 
ancients conceived in their dreams of the wild wood 
nymph ; a type of majestic beauty lost in these 
present times, and even in those days rare enough 
to be regarded with universal admiration. 

Springing to the ground before Ulric could offer 
his assistance, Lady Algitha carelessly patted the 
neck of her black charger, and giving her graceful 
falcon to her attendant, turned to the soldiers and 
bade one of them give her a lance. Swinging it with 
well practised ease, she advanced, and bending 
forward with a graceful movement to measure the 
mark, flung it into the ring and hit the target. 

A buzz of applause succeeded the successful hit ; 
but the lady's Amazonian tastes were too well 
known to excite surprise. She had been trained 
from oluldhood in all manly exercises with her 
brother, and was among the most skilled of her 
father's scholars in arms. 

**My brave soldiers," said Algitha, glancing with 
a bright smile at the group, ** See that you rival my 
woman's lance ; let not that mark remain untouched. 
To-morrow ye shall contend for another prize : this 
bracelet," and she drew off a heavy golden circlet 
from her arm, "shall be the reward of the victor 
in the games. " 

With a wave of her hand she moved like a young 
Queen to the Castle. 

Ulric walked beside her, and offered his hand, 
which Algitha declined. 

"I must enter the lists to-morrow, fair lady," 
said the youth, gazing at his companion with a look 
of devotion in his blue eyes ; too fond ! for the 
faithful memory of his plighted bride ; too fond 1 
for the heart which beat so warmly beside him, but 
not /or him. "Any gift belonging to thee is too 
sacred to fall to the common herde ; that bracelet 
shall be my amulet through life, 

"Thou art too smooth of speech, Sir Squire," 
replied Algitha . * * I desire not the womanly tribute 
of honeyed words. With my father's guests, and 
noble suite, I would be a eompanion, perchance a 
sister I iiothing more : besides, thy words do a 
wrong to the Lewiy Herewood, thy iJetrothed, For 



her sake I must deny thee the poor privilege of con- 
tending for Algitha's bracelet. 

Into the wide, lofty, oaken hall, adorned with 
huge battle-axes, shields, and lances, with here and 
there a wolfs head, grinning fiercely, besides an 
antlered stag's head, decked with a golden collar, 
telling tales of the chase ; with banners waving 
proud and ominous, the raven's crest on a crimson 
field ; with the sunset streaming red, through the 
ranges 'of long narrow casements, lighting up the 
dais ; the massive tables, the huge fire-places, (each 
the size of a small room), the wooden benches, the 
cushioned window seats, the polished inlaid floor, 
the carved oaken gallery, running roimd the lower 
end ; on, into the old lordly hall, the scene of many 
a revel, the echo of many a jest, the starting point 
of the gay hunting party, the rendezvous of the 
return laden with spoils from the chase ; the grim 
site of nuptial pageants, when the Earl's fair brides 
were ushered home to their lord's dwelling ; the 
place were the dead were borne forth, in still pomp, 
to the last resting place ; on, on, into the stately an- 
cestral hall stepped the eldest daughter of the castle. 
The boy Cedric lay curled up on a window seat ; 
the dogs sat upright near him ; Cealwin stood 
respectfully by. Up and down the hall, paced 
Algitha, with a light springing step, noiseless as 
the wild panther, her dark eyes ever flashing 
towards the casements, to catch the distant vision of 
the approaching train. 

Pacing up and down, partly to avoid any further 
converse with the Thane of Freemingham ; partly 
to still the impatient beating of her heart, which 
longed to greet her Sire, and hear news of the Court. 
Ay ! tliere lay the secret cause of this anxiety ; the 
cause, toOy why the fair Algitha turned a deaf ear to 
all her numerous admirers, and could only give them 
friendship. Her heart, with its wealth of wild, un- 
regulated, but most passionate feelings, was twined 
round one image. She loved : not with the calm, 
pale moonlight sentiment of some gentle natures, 
but with the deep volcanic power of an Etna bosom. 
Love, with her, was not the birth of yesterday, 
the sport of fancy : it was a ruling principle which 
had grown and strengthened with life's growth. It 
could neither be swayed, crushed, or extinguished. 
She could look back into childhood and find it 
there. She could people those chambers with past 
phantoms, and see shining among them ever one 
fair face and golden hair. In the wild chase, riding 
at her saddle bow, guiding her lance, the same form 
was there. In the evening festival, when the bards 
sang their sagas, the light of the bright pine logs fell 
upon that graceful figure. She heard the strains of 
the harp swept by that matchless royal hand ; 
listened to the tones of wondrous meloay as they 
rose and fell through the halls. 

In her maiden's dreams, her nightly visons, one 
image reigned supreme ; the music of one name wa9 
ever whispered in the soul's still depths. 
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And now he was King ! 

Now he would come and claim her &h his bride ; 
come and declare his lovd. She would be England's 
Queen ! Ah I dearer, prouder, than all — £dwy's 
bride { 

As thus she mused a softer look stole over the 
maiden's, cheek. Her restless footfall ceased : with 
one slender foot poised, her proud head drooping, 
she stood lost in reverie. Ulric of Freemingham, 
leaning in a deep embrasure, gazed with intent 
admiration at this new phase in the bright beauty of 
the chieftain's daughter. 

While the evemng stole over the silent party, 
occupied with such various reflections, a cloud was 
gathering over the house ; dark as the raven of it's 
crest destined to burst into a devastating storm. A 
Btep was on the threshold, soon to cross it, bearing 
a world of misery and strife, never to leave it with 
the peace and joy which were closing. Ay I and 
for ever with the closing sunset. 

Ere that step comes, vrith its boding consequences, 
let us briefly glance at the early life of one destined 
to pla^ so prominent a character in these pases. 

Algitha's mother was a Dane ; beautiml and 
proud ; a princess of high degree. She shared in 
all the pursuits of her warlike lord, and ^ven 
matched his daring. Her adventurous spirit cost 
her her life. In plying the oar of a little skiff over 
a stormy bay in Norway, the waves engulphed her 
bark, and Ordmer was left a widower, his child 
motherless. The stern warrior sighed not long over 
his loss. He wore away the edge of grief in the 
battle-fleld ; but the coast of Norway never saw his 
proud ships again, and it was many months ere he 
mentionea the name of Algitha. 

The child was left to the charge of a stem 
Norsewoman, (her mother's nurse), the only female 
in the Earl's English castle, and more like a man 
than a woman. Nicka resolved that Ordmer's 
heiress should be a true child of the Sea Kings, and 
early trained her to feats of strength and activity, 
filling her little mind with dreamsof glory, conquest, 
and revenge. All nobler, softer impulses were care- 
fully banished from her soul. A second bridal lit 
up the Earl's home'. This time his lady was gentle 
as a dove : a fair lovely Saxon. . The strong man 
loved his fairy bride more intensely than his proud 
princess. Two lovely children blessed their imion. 
Then the gentle Etheldreda drooped and died. The 
eagle's nest was foo stormy a bower for her, and 
though her lord was ever fond and devoted, his 
time by her side was only for short intervals ; and 
the lady found no congenial companions in a castle 
of soldiers and rude Danes. After her death, Earl 
Ordmer sent his second daughter Etheldreda to a 
convent, to be educated according to the vrishes of 
his beloved wife, who desired to secure for her 
child a feminine and refined course of instruction. 
Meanwhile Algitha shared in all her half-brother's 
pursuits, and grew up able to mount and ride the 



bare-backed steed, to fling the lance, and hunt the 
wolf. It was this familiar association with manly 
sports which brought her into such close contact 
with the royal Athelings, who were her father's 
pupils in arms. Edwy's gentle winning ways, which 
he ever displayed to women, combined with 
wonderful prowess, captivated her heart and mind. 
It was a dangerous intimacy for the young girl, for 
to Edwy she was nothing more than a sister. Her 
Amazonian tastes were contrary to his ideas of the 
tender spirituality of women, and among all 
England's fair daughters, Algitha was the last he 
would have raised to his heart and throne. 

Cedrio, the young heir, was the reverse of his 
half sistcir in disposition and appearance. He 
more resembled his own gentle mother, blending 
with dauntless valour, a refined taste, and ardent 
love of learning. He was the chosen friend of royal 
Edwy, and accompanied him on his foreign tour 
We leave further traits of his character to unfold in 
these pages. 

**Lady," said a page, approaching the mistress of 
the castle ; "a monk is waiting without, he craves 
an audience with the Lady Algitha." 

'*A monk! and desires to see me," echoed the 
proud damsel. ''Nay, thou mistakest to come to 
me on such an errand ; rarely does the cowled 
benedictine cross these warUke gates ; howbeit, 
let him not leave empty handed," and she drew 
from a golden pouch, att^ached to her belt, some 
gold pieces, and placed them with her snowy fingers 
into the boy's hand. "Give him thesie, and tell 
him to begone ; Lady Algitha desires neither his 
prayers nor presence. 

" A monk wish t6 see me," murmured the lady to 
herself, smoothing back her raven braids ; " nay, I 
am not one of those who tell the daily orison, and 
count the rosary, and for confessor need only mine 
own heart. 

"Ha! the boy returns," she added, as the page 
reappeared, and, with a profound bow, said : 

"Noble lady, the monk declines your alms ; he 
says he is the bearer of important tidings from the 
Court, and is sent by the learned Dunstaii." 

* * Dnnstan, " — that name exercised a strange power 
— the eminent statesman and confessor of the late 
king possessed a wide fame, and was dreaded if not 
liked by all. It echoed thrillingly in Ordmer's 
halls ; halls where its owner was destined to hold 
such an ominous sway. 

Was it a warning whisper of this weird influence ? 
or a heart impulse, deeper than all, which prompted 
Algitha after a moment's pause to bid the page 
conduct the monk to her bower chamber, and sum- 
mon Nic^a to await her there. 

No maiden's graceful sanctuary was the Chamber 
of the Chatelaine — rather the nest of a young eaglet, 
or a warrior's armoury. The ceiling was lofty, and 
the tall windows threw a few faint gleams of sun- 
set on the rush-strewa floor. Lances, bows, quivers, 
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hunting horns, whips, helms, ftnd eanntlets, were 
strewn carelessly abont. ThB wails were hung 
with tapestry, and adorned with battle-axes, 
swords and da^rs. Many a wolfs head and stag's 
antlers mingl^ with these warlike accoutrements, 
while here and there relics of the Scandinavian 
kings — a drinking horn, crusted in jewels, a golden 
bracelet, worn Dy the mighty Odia, an heir-loom, 
inherited from her proud mother — spoke of th) 
Norse superstition of the maiden, blending with 
h^ wild tastes. One trophy seemed especially 
prized ; it faced the best light, and hung over the 
narrow fireplace, opposite to Algitha's nch velvet 
chair and footstool. It was a wolfs head, adorned 
by a golden circlet, the ears tipped with gold and 
gems, and the crest and name of the Ro^al £dwy of 
England, joined with that of Algitha, m brilliants 
on the circlet. In a hunting party the beast had 
fallen to the arrow of the vouthful prince ; and 
half gallantly, half in jest, he presented the gory 
head to his young companion, who alone had kept 
pace with him in the hot chase that day. When 
the head was ornamented, as described, it formed a 
tasteful gift for the girl huntress ; but was, un- 
fortunately, too highly valued, and served to fan 
delusive hopes as to the sentiments of the illustrious 
donor. 

A curtained recess, partially unveiled, led from 
this room into an oratory, fitted up with the usual 
sacred emblems (more to conform to prescribed 
custom than for use) ; beyond this was the lady's 
bedchamber. 

The monk, with his cowled face, waited respect- 
fully in the chamber, and near him stood the old 
Norsewoman, more like a gorgon than a woman. 
He bowed low as the lady entered. 

"Father! thou comest from the holy Dunstan, 
with important tidings ; speak out quickly. Is the 
Earl, my father, well ?" 

''The noble Earl Ordmer is safe, and in sound 
health, lady," answered the monk, <*he and his 
goodly train are even now near the castle ; my 
tidings are for thy private ear alone. My Lord 
Dunstan, Bishop of Worcester, laid this strict in- 
junction on me, and I dare not disobey his 
commands." 

'*I have no secrets from my faithful nurse," said 
Algitha, ''nevertheless it shall be as thou wilt. 
Good Nicka retire awhile." 

The crone glided into the oratory, and drew the 
curtain across. 

"Lady Algitha, Dunstan sends thee his parental 
greeting and holy blessing, and desires me to sign 
thee with the sacred cross." 

So saying, he advanced, and, over the slightly 
inclined head of the beautiful girl, drew the sign of the 
cross. His fingers only came in contact with the 
air, for there was a proud lisht in the gleaming eyes 
of Algitha, which told she £fidained the touch even 
of a servant of the Church. 



"My tidings concern the young king," continued 
the monk in a low tone. '* Having b^n a pupil of 
thine illustrious father, and a frequent guest in this 
castle, Dunstan thought thou wouldest be interested 
in any important event of his life. The one to 
which I allude has pained my reverend master 
greatly, and will cause much grief and annoyance to 
the people, for the nation had formed other 
hopes. " 

Here he paused. Paused when excitement and 
curiosity were strung to the highest pitch, and 
glanced askance, yet keenlv, at his victim. 

The stately form trembled ; trembled like a 
reed in the hurricane blast. The ruthless man 
marked the emotion with the baneful satisfaction of 
those who trade on human passions and their weak- 
nesses ; the lowest, most satanic traffic in this wicked 
world. 

Algitha waved her hand for the monk to proceed. 
He did so, in slow sonorous accents. 

"Edwy, of England, last night committed an act 
treasonable to the Church, and hostile to the people. 
He was united in the private chapel of Canterbury, 
by the Bishop of Winchester, to tide Princess Elgiva, 
his second cousin." 

A shriek, piercing and terrible, burst forth, rang 
through the halls, echoed even to the country with- 
out, seeming to wave the wild willows by the marshy 
stream of the desolate wold. A woman's cry of 
agony, which comes but once ; comes when the 
heart's hopes, and the love entwined round the core 
of life, flash up in all their intensity to be snatched 
away for ever. A cry, rending the portals of the 
soul, and letting the beholder gaze one moment on 
the broken shrine. 

Anselmo, hard, dark man, who could look on 
human torture unmoved ; even he turned aside. 

Nicka heard the shriek, and rushed in like a 
tigress to her young. She folded the now prostrate 
form of her loved lady in her arms ; she held down 
the white hands, which so frantically tore at the 
long plaits of hair ; she sought by her kisses and 
tears to stifle the shrieks bursting from those red 
lips, while the soul lay maddened beneath the 
stroke. 

The presence of a stranger was forgotten by Nicka, 
till a hand was laid upon her arm, and a voice 
whispered in Danish, — ^''The secrets of this chamber 
are as the grave ; give th> lady this ring from 
Dunstan, it is a pass to his presence, and a pledge 
of friendship and assistance, should she need ms 
services to avenge her." 

Over the scene that followed we will drop a veil. 
Such a tornado of grief comes to all strong impas- 
sioned natures, breaking down the barricades of 
habits, sweeping through the heart's temple, rend« 
ing its life in twain. The soul rocks blindly on th§ 
waves of passion ; reason for the time is engulphed. 
Well is it, when this moral convulsion comes, if 
some heavenly ray of hope; BomQ angel whisper 



BDWY AND ELOIYA^ 



39 



breatliing sympathy, and imparting resignation is 
given to lull the storm, penetrates deeper, enters 
Uie shattered temple, fertilises the up-torn soil of 
the heart with tears of holy piety, fits the sacred 
ground to bear fruits ; not the joy blossoms of 
Human love and hope, but those celestial flowers 
which bloom beyond the tomb. Then the heart 
cleaving is a work of eternal importance. But if 
^he frail mortal be alone, or worse, should the 
tempter draw near in the form of an ill-adviser, the 
ruin is a life-long ruin. The sunshine, the freshness 
Itre gone, and, on the blackened wrecks, despair, 
hate, and revenge assemble, hardening the heart to 
adamant. No good influence was near Algitha. 

Kicka, the fierce Norsewoman, the poor pagan, 
knew not what faith and patience meant. She 
knew only love in its wild desperate side. She 
understood not the majesty of its submission, the 
sublimity of its self sacrifice. Passionate upbraid- 
ings, dark murmurings of revenge and hate, were 
what she poured into the returning consciousness of 
her nurseling. It was blood alone wild Nicka 
declared could wipe away the stain this slight in- 
flicted on the proud house of Ordmer. 

The Words flowed like fire through the maiden's 
brain. The bad passions rushed in upon her 
crushed, defenceless, womanhood, and bound her 
captive. Pride dried the tears upon her glowing 
cheeks, drove back the waves of anguish, ere they 
had done their mission, leaving them to press 
heavily upon the springs of life. She stood erect 
once more, a beautiful being ; but, with all of 
woman in her nature, torn away for ever. 

Sound the trumpet, blow the echoing horn, fling 
back the massive gates, the proud Earl is coming 
home with all his goodly train. Let the welcomg 
be full and free ; gather to the old hall young 
scions of the ancient race. Bid the minstrels tune 
their loftiest strains ; spread the banquet's choicest 
dainties, pass round t^e golden soblet, let the spark- 
ling mead flow like water, speea the hours in mad-- 
dest revel. 

Ah! but what recks it that the mailed Dane 
folded with pride his biieht daughter to his bosom, 
hailing her in thought England's queen. Another 
is standing by the monarclr s side ; another wedded 
and beloved, and that other is not Algitha. What 
recks it, that gems flash on the maiden's white 
brow, encircling like flames the polished arms of 
snowy ivory, that golden flows the robe of queenly 
splendour, and the flashing eyes and silvery laughter 
shed meteor brilliance over the banquet; what 
thougMhe noble ^[uests, young Sithric, and Earl 
Bagnar, gaze admiringly at the lady of the castle, 
deeming her fairest in the land, the one, beloved of 
all, tenders not the meed of homage ; an arrow is 
rankling in the young heart, the mirth is feigned 
and fitful : sparkling over an aching void. What, 
though pomp and feasting fling their dazzling 
attractions on that coming nome, though the jeiS 



ciycles, and the brimming goblets are quaffed, and 
Cedric fills the bowl» the gayest of the gay, ap- 
parently, caring only for such lower pleasures ; 
though his pleading voice had made justice exert 
himself, and the blessings of the widow and the freed 
son wer6 winging round him that very hour. What, 
though all seemed gay, and not one tone of sadness 
mingled with the chords of the minstrels, a cry is on 
the wing of night ; a cry of warfare, discord, and 
death. The horoscope of the children of that lordly 
house is one which the boldest spirit would shrint 
from reading. 

Near midnight, when the banquet still retained 
its guests, at a repeated summons hom his daughter, 
Earl Ordmer stood in Algitha's chamber. 

With hair unbound, and divested of gems, 
falling even to her feet, with pale cheeks, and hands 
clasped, the maiden met her flushed excited sire. 

** Father ! oh, my father I" and her voice took a 
plaintive tone more captivating than its clear ring- 
ing sounds, ** Pardon me for summoning thee from 
the banquet hall, but Algitha's heart is heavy with 
ill-tidings, and would break beneath further con- 
cealment ; a stain has been cast on my maiden's 
pride ! the blood which flows from Thor and 
Odin is tarnished ; a churl might now shrink 
from mingling his slugjgish current with the 
ancient stream; my spirit trembles in the night 
of despair, like the lost traveller on a moonless star- 
less waste ; voices seem whispering me from the 
cloudy halls, that I may never join my mig^hty 
forefathers : never mingle with the bright, the mgh, 
the stainless ones !" On earth an object of scorn, 
Algitha is for ever banished from Valhalla's halls. 
**This hand, which might mate with Princes, has 
been rejected by a beardless Saxon," and the maiden 
stretched forth her lovely hand, which could almost 
challenge a world to produce its compeer. 

*'By the gods of my fathers 1 this shall be 
avenged," m-owled the warrior. ** Who has dared 
to slight Ordmer's daughter ? Speak ! and this 
sword shall be buried in his heart." 

" Father, he whom thou lovest, whom thou hast 
cherished as a son, and ere while sworn to obey as a 
King. Edwy of England has made Algitha's name 
the jest of the land, m casting off and forsaking her 
for his pale-faced cousin Elgiva, whom he w^ded 
last night." 

The words came forth low and brokenly. To 
breathe of those bridals was death — ^a twice-felt 
death -pang — to the love of that wild girl. 

** Now, lay the blood of my race, thou jestest," 
cried the Earl, his face kindling wiib. fury. 
** Edwy of England wed another than thee ! 
Thou whom the people deem as much a Queen 
as if the circlet bound thy brows I Edwy, 
the soul of honour win thy heart, and cast it 
aside like a tired plaything. Edwy, the Saxon 
stripling, dare to treat Ordmer's daughter like a 
base-born serf maiden ? No, no^ I will not believe 
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it ; perish, the foul bearer of so foul a slander ! 
And yet ! and yet 1 if it were tme I coold crash him 
to powder," and he stamped on the floor till the 
oaken rafters creaked. '* Child ! child ! swear that 
thou speakest the truth ; swear by the golden 
bracelet, or I will strike thee dead." He strode to 
her side, and swung his. battle-axe high above the 

firl's head, descending it so swiftly and close that 
ut a lightning flash seemed intervening between 
her young life and death. The soul of Ordmer's 
daughter never trembled. The large dark eyes 
gazed fearless and unflinchingly into the dark face 
confronting them. 

** I swear by the golden bracelet what I speak is 
true," she answered calmly. "Dunstan himself sent 
me the tidings." 

** Ye gods!" cried the father, "he shall perish 
in his treachery ; this hour I will call out my fol- 
lowers, and slay him with mine OMm hand." 

** Nay, my father," cried Algitha, laying her hand 
on his arm, and fixing on him her lovely imploring 
eyes ; V'nay, for Algitha's sake, pause yet awhile." 
"Vengeance T must have, but vengeance far more 
deadly. If Edwy were lying dying before mine 
eyes, the life blood welling drop by drop from his 
heart, it might wipe away the stain from my name, 
but the fire of anguish in this heart would still 
remain unquenched. It craves for more. He must 
perish tioice. Once through the death of her he calls 
wife. The first blow must be aimed there, the 
second can fall on him, and it is reserved for your 
Bword aim. Our task is easy, but we must wait ; 
wait like the panther in his lair, and only spring at 
the inevitable moment. Dunstan and the Church 
will aid us.'* 

" Yes, my father, we will have a glorious revenge ; 
but as thou art fighting in my cause promise me, 
for my peace of mmd, to adopt the plan I propose. 

Did the rude warrior detect the deep love shining 
through that passionate appeal, alike staying the 
hand of vengeance from its first deadly stroke? 
Surely some glimmering of the truth stole through 
his mind, softening his brow to almost compassion 
as he answered in a gentler tone. 

" Child, child, it shall be as thou wiliest. I will 
bide my time a little, and get the Church to snatch 
that pale wench from the throne, leaving it vacant 
once more. But, hark ye ! I like not to hide the 
eagle's talons beneath the monk's cloak of plots 
and mystery, and if nothing occurs speedily to glut 
my vengeance, I shall take mine own course. Now 
to thy pillow ; I must to the board for another 
goblet or two, to compose my mind, ere I seek 
slumber to-night." So saying, he roughly but 
afifeotionately clasped his daujghter to his heart, and 
pressed a hearty kiss on her rich, red Ups, muttering 
to himself, ** She was a gem any man might covet." 

Algitha was left to silence and 8olitu&, but not 
to slumber or peace. 



CHAP. vnx. 

aloitha's aeyenoe. 

About a mile from the town of Canterbury two 
mounted figures might be seen, urging their tired 
horses along the dusty road, at their utmost speed. 

It wan nearly midnight, and the moon's light was 
obscured by a passing cloud ; but the travellers still 
kept Up their headlong gallop. The younger, and 
slighter of the two, was a little in advance of his 
companion, as though the energetic longing of the 
fevered spirit to reach some desired goal tried to 
give wings to the flagging steed, whose dark shiny 
coat» bathed with perspiration, and white with 
foam, testified to the fefu*ful speed at which it had 
been ridden. 

A long black cloak and cap, with drooping plume, 
drawn low over the face, was an effectual disguise 
from the ordinary gazer ; but our eyes are keener, 
and we recognise the unhappy Algitha, speeding 
with all the frenzy of disappointed love to Dunstan, 
to gain confirmation of the tale, which had in one 
moment metamphorsed the generous high-spirited 
girl into an avenging fiend. " Hell has no fury 
like a woman scorned." After the brief slumber 
succeeding the interview with her father, the 
maiden had paced her chamber for hours, revolving 
every possible and impossible scheme of vengeance ; 
then with a desperate clinging to the last plank of 
hope, in the fearful shipwreck around, tried to 
believe she had been deceived ; the tale exag- 
gerated ; anything, anything, rather than the awful 
certainty that the idol of her maiden dream, at 
whose shrine she had freely cast the offering of her 
wild warm hearty clasped another to his breast as 
his chosen bride. 

"No ! no I" she impetuously exclaimed, ** I will 
at once to Dunstan, and hear from his own lips if 
.the tale be true or false ; if I find it true, by the 
blood of my warlike race Algitha will have 
vengeance ; ays, though in destroying Edwy of 
England her own heart's stream is poured out like 
water." 

The morning li^ht found Earl Ordmer's daughter 
determined to go m -disguise to Dunstan, Bishop of 
Worcester; freely confide everything to him, and 
engage that master mind to aid her in her futuie 
schemes. 

A hunting excursion, to chase the wolf, was 
arranged, as the amusement of the day. Algitha 
was pressed to join it, warmly pressed by Sithric, 
whose fickle fancy was irresistably captivated by the 
proud dark-eyed maiden ; and ^to win such a prize, 
the aforetime indolent, careless young Thane would 
have gone cheerfully even to the gates of death 

The noble damsel coldly declined all entreaties, 
and on plea of indisposition, remained behind. 

No sooner had the noisy braying of the hunting 
horns, the loud baying of the wolf hounds, and the 
clattering hoofs of the steeds died away in the dis* 
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tance, than Al^tha hastily unfolded her design to 
her nurse, Mcka. 

The old woman was bound to secresy, commanded 
by her youii£ mistress to keep her room door 
locked, and tell all the inmates of the castle the 
Lady Algitha was ill. This the attendant faithfully 
promised to do ; and moreover, solqpmly assured 
her nurse child that she would deny all admittance 
to her chamber till her return, even to the Earl — 
not a difficult task, as that warlike noble was glad 
of any excuse to avoid being in a woman's apart- 
ment. Hastily disguising herself in page's attire, 
and accompanied by only one man-at-arms, who 
was so devoted to his noble lady that he would 
have cut off his right hand to do her a service, 
Algitha cautiously stole from the stately castle, and 
issuing out by a side gate, mounted her raven 
charger '* Night," a steed of matchless speed and 
beauty, who, though wild and ungovernable to all 
else, to her was ever docile as a lamb, and set forth 
on her secret expedition. She was now rapidly ap- 
proaching the goal of her wishes, the town of Can- 
terbury, where she knew from the best authority 
Dunstan was now staying, as well as the Court. 

We must shift the scene to a chamber hung with 
rich tapestry, in the same house where we first met 
the celebrated Benedictine. Before a table covered 
with parchments, some partly written, others tied 
up with a silken thread, two men were seated, 
engaged in earnest converse. In one we notice the 
pale, regular cut features and dark penetrating eyes 
of Dunstan ; the other, carelessly holding a breviary 
in his hand) is Turketul, the late High Chan- 
cellor. 

A flush is on the latter' s fierce brow, and his grey 
eyes sparkle with a cruel light as he vehemently 
and loudly urges some proposition on his com- 
panion's attention. 

Turketul, slightly mentioned in the first chapter 
as one of Dunstan' s converts, after having been 
Chancellor of England, and commander in the navy, 
had in the evening of life become imbued with 
fanatical views of religion, under the influence of 
which he had abjured the world, and retired to a 
gloomy cell, bending the whole powers of his still 
vigorous mind to assist and strengthen ihe Bene- 
dictine Keform. He and his colleague are now met 
to discuss their future plans. 

"Nay,'* answered Dunstan decisively, with the 
look of high command, which few could resist, and 
none successfully, "thou art too precipitate, 
Turketul, the Holy Church views the matter in a 
juster U^ht, and like a loving mother, suspends the 
rod of chastisement, whilst her arms are opened to 
receive the contrite penitent. 

Let the young King bask for a while in the sunny 
smiles of her he calls his bride ; before the spiritual 
arm is upraised in mercy to separate, them, and spare 
both their soul's the oommission of deadly sin. 
'*Thd game is in our own kaads ; l«lt us wait tUl it is 



more fully played out before we make our decsisiye 
move." 

"As thou wilt, as thou wilt, Dunstan," said 
Turketul, impatiently, **to my mind delay only 
confirms the strength of our adversaries, and I 
doubt, clever as thou art, if thou wilt find the 
downfall of Edwy of England as easy a task as thou 
ima^inest," 

** The marriage with his cousin Elgiva," replied ^ 
his hearer with a smile of cutting scorn, "which 
puts such a deadly weapon of oflence into the hands 
of the Church, unsheathes at the same time the 
sword of Earl Ordmer, the most powerful of the 
nobles. Neither he nor his fair proud daughter will 
brook such an affront on their honour, for they have 
looked upon England's crown as their own, and 
Algitha as Edwy's Queen. Trust in Dunstan's 
wisdom and foresight, my friend, even should he 
tarry longer than thine impatient spirit can easily 
brook, for he never (while his eyes flashed with a 
sudden gleam) forgets or forgives an injury, or for- 
goes a resolve. My plans are already matured, 
and my agents quietly but surely at work- 

"My Lord Bishop," said a page, entering at this 
moment, " the young minstrel from the palace 
desires to speak with thee." 

" Ah !" replied Dunstan, ** admit him instantly. 
This youth," he added, turning to the late Chan- 
cellor, ** has been of material assistance to my 
designs by giving me constant and accurate infor- 
mation of all that passes in the palace." '* And is 
the boy to be depended on?" demanded Turketul 
suspiciously. ** These are days when self-iaterest is 
the ruling principle, and how can'st thou be sure 
that in turn he does not betray thy schemes to the 
King?" "Because," answered Dunstan, "he is 
bound by two oaths ; one to me, the other to his 
father, to be faithful and silent as the grave. Those 
oaths he would die a thousand deaths rather than 
break. This is my guarantee for his honesty. 

His sire, the old Cymbric, has some scheme on 
his part to work out against the King — ^a revenge 
to be satisfied. I shall find him a useful agent in 
playing out mine own game when the right moment 
arrives. Enough, here comes the youth." 

Another moment, and the young minstrel stood 
on the threshold. His face was very pale, and the 
large beautiful eyes had a troubled look in their 
clear depths, while an anxious shade rested on the 
brow, as though a struggle was going on in his soul. 

"Come hither," said Dunstan, mildly, "thou 
may'st speak unreservedly before my friend. What 
has made thee seek me, Llewellen, at so late an 
hour ?', 

A livid pallor settled on the face ere the youth 
replied. "I have been playing before the young 
King and Queen for more than an hour. I sang of 
love ; but my words were poor before the light of 
love which shone from their eyes. When I was 
dismissed, I oyerheazd their iutention of taking a 
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moonlight stroll in the Palace Gardens Gaatioosly, 
I followed on their footsteps, and managed to 
secret the key of the private entrance into the 
pleasure gardens. I have brought it with me," and 
he produced a large key from under his cloak, 
which he laid on the table before the monk. 

'*Thou hast done well/' replied Dunstan. ^ *'l 
will myself steal on their private discourse unseen. 
Llewellen, await my return here ; also thou, my 
friend, *' turning to Turketul, **as I may have 
learnt, ere I rejoin thee, news of weighty import. " 
The late Chancellor and minstrel signified their 
assent, and Dunstan, drawing his cowl about his 
face, was preparing to leave, when an attendant 
entered, and with a profound obeisance said, *' My 
Lord Bishop, a yout^, a page his attire proclaims 
him, demands a private audience with thee." **Tell 
him I am engaged," replied the Benedictine shortly, 
"and should he refuse to give his name and busi- 
ness, let him depart." ''He will not leave," said 
the servitor, ''and he bade me, in case thou wert 
firm in thy refusal to admit him, to hand thee this 
ring," and he placed a flashing circlet in the 
Bishop's hand. 

"^!" said the monk, visibly starting, "my 
ring, the one I sent by Anselmo to Algitha ; nay, 
if it comes from her I can no longer hesitate about 
seeing the messenger," and he left the chamber. A 
few seconds, and the cognised page stood before 
the Benedictine. 

"Thou desirest to speak to me, my son," re- 
marked the holy father in mild persuasive tones, 
while his keen eyes eagerly scanned his visitor. 
"Thou bearest me a message from the Lady 
Algitha. Speak freely, for Dunstan will gladly 
serve the fair daughter^of so brave and puissant a 
noble." 

A pause ensued, a choking gasping sound, as if 
for breath ; a sudden and visible trembling of the 
frame, as though convulsed by some inward 
Btmggle ; then, with one wild impetuous move- 
ment, the cap and cloak were flung aside, and 
Algitha sunk at l^e Benedictine'^ feet. 

" Dunstan ! Dunstan !" she cried, in wild pierc- 
ing accents, " I kneel, to implore thee to tell me the 
truth. Is the message I received about King 
Edwy's marriage true or false ? Speak I ,let me 
know the worst;" and with her luxuriant hair, 
floating round her like a veil, she fastened her dark 
07^ glowing like coals of Uving fire, full on the 
monk^9 calm face. 

"Lady Algitha," said Dunstan, "kneel not to 
me, save when thou bendest in the confessional, to 
receive the absolution of the Church. The news 
has moved thee strangely, daughter, but the mes- 
senger told the truth. Edwy of England has taken 
to his arms and heart the Princess Mgiva." 

" It is false !" rejoined the maiden, springing to 
her feet, " I will never believe the lymg tales of 
priest Qx menial -, ziQught but my gwn eyes wd 



ears shall ever convince me. Edwy married ! 
Edwy another's I No, no, it is not ; it cannot be, 
monk," and she grasped his arm fiercely. " Thou 
deceivest me, like the rest, but thou shalt live to 
rue the day when thou endeavouredst to make a 
fool of Ordmer's daughter." The ecclesiastic 
serenely smiled the smile of conscious power, while 
his practised eye read through all this mad agony 
(the despair of the woman's heart) in losing it's one 
rich treasure ; saw the shipwreck of a noble vessel ; 
saw its stately masts and spars sinking down, 
down, amidst the surging billows ; knew the wide- 
spread destruction and havoc it would cause ; and 
still he smiled, smiled, as he thought, how all these 
wild passions, these frenzied feelings, could be 
rendered subservient to his own will. 

It was more than the loss of a crown that made 
the proud damsel tear the mask from her heart ; it 
was the loss of love, love, first-devoted love, and 
Dunstan, more than any other, knew that with such 
wild enthusiastic natures, strong in each good or 
evil impulse, the destruction of all earthly happiness 
generally, niade them reckless and desperate, thus 
rendering them fitting tools for his skilful hands to 
mould and fashion. 

" Lady Algitha," said the monk, " thine outburst 
of passion and doubt of the truth of one of the 
church's humblest servants, I freely forgive, for I 
see thou art not t^self , maiden. Thou wert in 
love with this boy ]£ng ; yes," as Algitiia covered 
her burning face with her hands, "thou lovest 
Edwy, and it is the dissolution of this early dream 
that bows thy pride, daughter, to the dust ; but if 
thou really desirest confirmation of the tale, and 
cans't command thy feelings sufficiently so as not to 
betray thyself, I will bring thee to a spot this very 
hour where, unseen, thou mays't observe the royal 
lovers, and thus lay thy vain doubte at rest for 
ever." 

"Do so," replied the girl eagerly, "let me only 
see them, hear them, and then Father, body and 
soul, I pledge myself to vengeance." 

" So be it," responded Dunstan, " follow me. Lady 
Algitha," and muffling herself once more in the dis- 
carded disguise. Earl Ordmer's daughter and the 
Benedictiiie left the chamber. 

Purely shone the crescent moon, riding in calm 
dignity in the cloudless heavens, and brightly fell 
her silver radiance on the golden tresses and white 
robes of England's Queen, as she recHned on a 
mossy bank, by the side of her kingly husband. 

El^va looked almost divine, with tiie light of 
love illumining her snowy brow, and shining from 
her deep dark eyes ; yes, almost divine, for the 
sorrows of earth still encircled her, and tiiie golden 
fetters of afiecti<Mi bound her to this cold cruel 
world, which had no sympathy with her ardent soul , 

" Elgiva," murmured tiie young King, as his arm 
closely encircled her slight form, "my fairest, my 

best ewthly tteMure s wbat ia axy kingdom^ my 
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regal power, .compared* to thy sunny smile ? Tell 
me, dearest, art thou indeed happy. "Now thou art 
mine, beyond all earthly power to part us. My cup 
of bliss seems so full that another drop of joy would 
cause it to overflow. I ask nothing from Fate or 
life but to retain thee ever by my side, and for the 
power of making my people as happy as myself." 

** Edwy, mine own Edwy," replied his young bride, 
whose bright eyes had been gazing into his face, 
whilst he spoke with an intensity of devoted love, 
such as is only given to the early parted, ** I am so 
unutterably happy to feel that my destiny is 
linked with thine, that the past and future seem 
alike blotted from my soul, and I dare not look 
beyond the bright present ; believe me, Edwy, 
affection such as ours is only given to a few, and 
they generally pay a heavy penalty for their intense 
happiness. But, I would ask one favour of thee, 
my royal lord and husband, in this golden hour, ere 
one cloud has dimmed our radiant sky, and all 
seems so calm and tranquil, that but for the pro- 
phetic whispers of my beating heart I might dare to 
look forward to years of love and happiness, thou 
wilt not refuse Eigiva's first request," and the fair 
pleader's head sunk on his breast. Passionately 
the Saxon monarch pressed his lips to hers, ere he 
answered, *'Name thy request^ beloved one, and it 
is granted, if the broad realms of England are wide 
enough to fulfil it." 

" Edwy," said Elgiva, ** I love thee so well that 
I am jealous of the least shadow tarnishing thy 
bright name ; jealous even of thine affection for me, 
if it interferes with the welfare of the kingdom. I 
long to know," and her brilliant e/es kmdled with 
enthusiasm, " that whatever discouragements may 
beset thy path through the jealousy of the nobles, 
the proud arrogance of the priesthood, thou wilt 
pause not, halt not, on the steep ascent to fame, but 
persevere even to the end. Promise me, Edwy, if 
fate should ever part us, not to struggle fruitlessly 
against its iron decrees, but to live to be great and 
good, even if Elgiva is severed from thy side ; the 
world, the cruel laws of men may have the power to 
sunder our earthly fates, but they cannot divide 
our hearts. Let us, then, look forwards and 
upwards beyond the narrow span of time to the 
immortal home of love, where no human hand can 
sever the link that binds us one for ever." 

"My dearest, my dearest," exclaimed Edwy, as 
with all the agony of coming farewell, he clasped 
his bride to his swelling breast, " thou hast, indeed, 
asked the hardest boon that I could grant or thou 
demand. To live on, devote myself to the good of 
others, when mine own life's happiness is wrecked, 
and not become a cold-hearted tyrant, requires, 
higher strength than lies in weak human nature! 
for the free forgiveness of deadly injuries is truly 
divine." 

** But, Elgiva," and a deadly pallor spread over 
his face, " I will remember my vow, my sacred vow. 



well nigh forgotten in the glow of radiant joy, and 
if my country demands the sacrifice, if I see and 
know it is for her good, our life-long separation, I 
will not oppose it My word is pledge^" and his 
eyes were raised to the calm evening sky, while the 
gentle moon ratified the pledge one day to be re- 
deemed in tears and blood. ** But, beloved one," he 
resumed, " why speak of such misery ; all is bright 
and tranquil, Dunstan smiles blandly, the Bishopric 
of Worcester has satisfied his ambitious hopes, and 
he was our most dangerous opponent ; besides, 
dearest, as a King, as well as a husband, I will not 
consent to be tamely parted from my bride at the 
wilful caprice of a band of monks. 1 wish to use no 
severity, but let those look to themselves who pre- 
sume to brave Edwy of England too far. Earl 
Ordmer and his proud daughter are incensed at my 
marriage, a death-blow to their ambitious hopes ; 
but no softer feeling ever stirred Algitha's heart, no 
whispered vow of love passed my lips. How could 
it, when thou, Elgiva, hast ever been the one bright 
star of hope, the dream, the love of my life ? Smile 
on me, beloved one, and let me banish the shadow 
from thy soul — a shadow which should find no rest- 
ing place in the Bride of Edwy." 

Fondly and repeatedly did the king fold her to 
his heart, but even as she clung to him Elgiva 
turned pale, and shuddered with the rush of emotion 
that swept ever her ; the haunting conviction that 
had been banished for a time returned with added 
force — ^the dull certainty of death j— that the stroke 
was only suspended that was to sever her from 
Edwy, and tear her from the sweet haven in which 
for a brief hour her fraU barque had found such a 
safe anchorage. 

"Thou art trembling, dearest," said the young 
monarch ; "the night is too chill for thy fragile love- 
liness — we will return to the palace. Oh, Elsiva I 
when they place the crown of England on my brow 
the flashing gems will turn pale before the lustre of 
thy goodness and beauty ; prouder, more priceless 
jewels to Edwy's heart than the diadem of a world 
— a tinsel bauble bestowed by the hand of man, with- 
drawn by the breath of their caprice. Yes, if a 
feelins of kingly tri^umph swells my heart on the 
day ot my coronation, it will spring from the hope 
of being able to bestow on the poor and despised of 
Nature and Fortune some of the rich gifts Provi- 
dence has lavished on me, and my reward for all my 
painful exertions for the good of others will be thy 
bright smile, Elgiva, the good angel of my life, one 
word of praise from whom is more to me than the 
applause of a world." 

The fair Queen twined her arms round Bdwy*a 
neck, and clung to him with a love she had never 
felt before. So young, so enthusiastic, so unselfish, 
in their wish of making the world better and 
happier, they were too pure and good to be appre- 
ciated by the cruel men of that time who sneerod at 
all higher nobler feelings, and utterly disbelieved in 
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their existence. What thought ? what felt Dunstaai ? 
who held the meshes of the web in his fingers. 
Would he let the victims escape in pity for meir 
youth and beauty? No! the sentiments of both 
only confirmed his purpose ; genius and goodness 
combined were not made to long retain a seat on the 
Saxon throne. 

During all this conversation Algitha had never 
once moved or spoken. She had seen and heard all, 
as her flashing eyes and paling and flushing cheek 
betrayed ; but when Dunstan, after the King and 
Queen were fairly out of sight and sound, turned to 
ask her to leave her concealment, he found she had 
sunk senseless at his feet. 

Long was the swoon of the unhappy maiden. 
When she first returned to consciousness she found 
herself in the same chamber where she had had her 
interview with Dunstan, and the monk alone bend- 
ing over her. 

Had her eyes unclosed sooner she would have 
observed a softened expression on that countenance ; 
a milder gleam in those piercing orbs, half com- 
passion, half regret — compassion for the sufferings of 
the hapless girl, and regret for the consequences of 
those sufferings ; consequences which he well knew 
would cloud the brow with shame, and crush the 
heart with remorse. 

The shade, the sorrow, came from his own far off 
past ; the angel side of his own bright nature tried 
to assert its old dominion to crush down the demons 
that usurped its pristime realm ; but th3 struggle 
was fruitless — the white wings of goodness dropped 
powerless to her side, and she sunk down over- 
powered by evil. So when Algitha met his gaze it 
was the determined look of one who, to achieve his 
own designs, would gladly make shipwreck of thou- 
sands of innocent lives. 

** Art thou now convinced, fair Lady Algitha f 
said the Benedictine, with the half sneering smile 
habitual to his chiselled lip. " That Edwy of Eng- 
land has slighted the f uU blaze of thy radiant beauty, 
for the moonbeam lustre of Elgiva's ; that his hea^ 
and soul are alike laid at the feet of his young 
bride ; and the sceptre of England is held by an 
enthusiastic poet king, and guided by the white 
hand of a dreaming girl. 

r ** Awake, daughter from thy wild trance of grief ; 
grief is a vulgar passion, meet only for the Churl. 
We, of nobler mould, do not idly weep and lament ; 
. we act, we revenge our wrongs, and pay back the 
anguish we have suffered in the heart's best blood 
of the injurer. Speak, my daughter ; 1 will aid 
thy wish. My first stroke is to separate Edwy from 
Elgiva ; my next — well, we will talk further of that 
anon" — and he paused significantly with his keen 
eyes bent on his listener. 

Algitha rose, as the Benedictine spoke, to her full 
height ; the deadly pallor of the face, and the wild 
angnished light of the dark eyes betrayed the fearful 
ordeal t^ugh which she had passed, for she was 



calm — onnatorally lo — ^for one of her wild im- 
passioned nature. 

Words rose to her lips : words on which a life's 
destiny hung ; rose, but refused to pass the barrier. 
Not yet ! not yet ! could she so crush down her 
woman's heart, as in revenging herself to let the 
blow fall on the beloved one's head. 

** He loves her, loves her," she inly murmured ; 
''loves her so fondly that I am almost tempted to 
spare her." 

Grood and bad angels contended for that poor 
human soul ; pleaded with it ere the final step was 
made. 

Long Earl Ordmer's daughter wavered ; but, alas 
for our unaided strength, a fatal vision rose before 
her of Elgiva clingins to i^e breast of Edwy. Again 
she saw the devoted love shining in his eyes, the 
responsive look in his bride's, and maddened by the 
recollection of her own ill-starred devotion, she 
paused no longer, but exclaimed with such passion 
that the Bishop was for a moment startled. 

''Dunstan! Dunstan! aid me in revenging my- 
self. Tear Elgiva from the arms of the King, and 
hear me swear by all woman holds sacred on earth 
or heaven that all my wealth, my father's influence, 
aye, even my life itself, shall be laid a cheerful sac- 
rifice at thy feet to accomplish this end." 

"I loved — I still love — ^Edwy of England, as 
woman can love but once, for ever. I would have 
drained my heart's best blood like water to have 
preserved one of his go Iden locks from harm, and 
yet I am going to dancen his young life with per- 
petual shadow ; wreak thy utmost vengeance on ner 
Father, but promise not to injure him. I will not be 
his murderer. Speak <]^iiickly. What cans't thou do, 
Dunstan 1 my poor bram seems on fire. I can think 
of nothing but that Elgiva is Edwy's chosen bride.'* 
"Poor child," answered the monk, soothingly, 
"poor child, for heaven's sake be calm (for he 
dreaded the intellect deserting its throne for ever) ; 
thy wild feelings hurry thee too far, and force thee 
to take too hopeless a view of the case. When the 
king is divorced from his fair oousin, what will pre- 
vent thee from sharing his throne and supplying 
her place ? He is but a boy, and will soon forget 
his bride of a day in the fascination of thy beauty 
and talents; all England's nobles will gladly haU 
Earl Ordmer's daughter as their queen. Is not such 
a prospect worth some toil, some exertion ?" 

Algitha eagerly listened to these insidious words, 
with a wildly-beating heart. The wily Duastan 
marked the colour of hope flushing her ••! - k. and 
resumed. 

" Thy plan, Lady Algitha, is to hide t .y wound 
from every eye, let none see how deep the arrow 
rankles ; wear a smiling countenance, join the 
Court, become one of the present Queen's L idies of 
Honour — start not, this seeming cordiality is but to 
blind them more effectually to our designs ; then, 
when the nobles and people are ripe for revolt, let 
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us dkrike home at once, and sever the royal lovers 
for life. But, there is another thing I would all||de 
to, maiden," noting Algibha's deep interest in edl 
that he uttered, "it is of the utmost moment to 
enlist Edgar, the King*s young brother, on our side, 
for his affection for Edwy might otherwise induce 
him to throw any influence he possesses into the 
opposite scale. For a youth of such tender years 
there is no spell so potent as the smile of beauty. 
Knowest thou any maiden fair enough to attract the 
notice of the royaJ AtheUng ? " 

"Yes," replied Algitha, eagerly, '* I have a young 
sister, Etheldreda, fair as a dream ; she is now in a 
convent at Landfair, but I will summon her thence, 
and bring her with me to Court for the coronation. 
Her loveliness would win the hearts of both men 
and angels, and my will is law to her. T will do 
thy behests in all things. Father, but it seems long 
to wait to smother mine indignant f eeling^s, still, I 
will do it," and she bent her face till it was veiled 
by her long hair. 

" Bight, daughter." said Dunskan, as he extended 
his hand in blessing over her head, " peace be with 
thee, but 1 must now leave, as others are anxiously 
awaiting me, but I will order thee needful refresh- 
ments, and thou canst remain here in peace and 
security till thou art ready to return home, as it is 
of importance none should miss thee from thy 
father's castle. " 

" Father," said Algitha, wrapping the cloak round 
her, " X will not delay another moment ; I will take 
nothing, my only desire being to hasten on the 
present hour, and so work out my destiny. Mine 
attendant waits below, T wiU depart at once." 

So sayi* g, with the flush of fever burning on her 
cheek and glowing in her veins. Earl Ordmer's 
daughter left the chamber — ^lef t her former bright 
and innocent life behind for ever, and entered on 
that downward road where each fresh step but 
hurries us on towards that dark goal from whence 
there is no return. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE ROYAL WIDOW. 

At the foot of a richly carved and gilt crucifix, 
in a smsill cell, knelt a female figure, whose dark 
eyes were upraised, in earnest supplication, towards 
heaven. Traces of great beauty still lingered on 
that face, though care and suffering had swept over 
its lines. The lustre of the once bright eyes were 
gone, their former radiance obliterated by tears I — 
tears ! bitter tears ! — which sear and destroy both 
yout^ and brightness. 

Her luxuriant hair was entirely concealed by a 
black veil, and robes of sable enclosed a form which, 
though wasted and shrunk by self-inflicted penance, 
oould not entirely lose its early ^ace and symmetry, 

" My son ! my son I my bright gifted child 1 " 
mnrmored the low impassioned voice of the devotee. 



"image of my lost, my murdered Edmund, whose 
blue eyes and golden hair come before me even in 
the convent's shade, haunting me with visions of 
the happy past, when he, in the full pride of manly 
grace and beauty, first 'won my maiden heart. 
Fatal ! fatal spell ! wild entrancing dream ! too 
dearly purchased ; bouglit by him with life itself 
and by me with long, long, weary years of self 
reproach. 

" Blessed Mother of Mercy, in compassion ot all 
the heart struggles, the burning tears shed at thy 
shrine, the anguish of silent despair — ^intercede for 
mine Edwy's life and happiness ; protect that 
youthful head, bow not its proud glory with the 
dust," Here tears choked her voice, and the unut- 
terable yearning of a mother's anguish was too 
powerful to be controlled. " Oh, Edwy I Edwy ! 
my loved, my idolised boy ! though never by word 
or cares hast thou known the love of this aching 
heart. Years have passed, and not one glimpse of 
thine angel face has gladdened mine eyes ; reports 
of strangers, occasional missives, ana the visits of 
my friend Ulrica have been all I have had to subsist 
upon. 

** Oh ! let the penance, the repentance of a life 
time, preserve my royal son from all the perils 
which my prophetic heart whispers too truly will 
beset his glittering path." 

The loud clanging of the convent bell, pealing 
through tthe whole building, aroused the widowed 
Queen Elgiva from her devotions. She started from 
her knees, and eagerly looked towards the door, as 
though its opening must give her tidings of Edwy. 
"Strangers have arrived," she murmured, " they 
come from the world, where he dwells, and doubt- 
less know news of him ; for the name of Edwy, the 
new king, must now fill all England ;" and a spark 
of the pride of former days flashed from the dark 
eyes, while joy and expectation made the mother's 
heart beat violently. The door opened, and escorted 
by the Lady Abbess, whose pale face betrayed no 
sign of either human joy or sorrow, but bore a look 
of fixed stony composure, a tall, veiled lady entered. 
"Queen Elgiva," remarked the Lady Superior, 
whose voice rose and fell in one measured cadence, 
"thy friend, the Princess Ulrica, has come to see 
thee. In an hour's time Vespers will be sung, and 
thy voice will be wanted in our choir. Let me 
therefore caution thee daughter to permit no worldly 
affairs to encroach on thy heavenly duties." 

Signing the ^ cross, the abbess withdrew, and 
Ulrica warmly embraced her early friend 

"Welcome, Ulrica, right welcome," said Elgiva , 
" thou comest to bring me news of my children. 
How is my fair son, Edwy, and his stripling 
brother ?" 

"They are both well," replied the Boyal Dane, 
as she seated herself on the hard stool, which, save 
the crucifix and iron bedstead, formed the sole fur- 
niture of the mean cell. 
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"Ed^, as thou knowest, is already proclaimed 
King, xoung, brave, and handsome; he seems 
quite the popular idol. But I have other news to 
tell thee, more dear, more interesting to us both. 
The King has claimed the hand of my fair daughter, 
and last night they were united in Canterbury 
Cathedral, by Wulistane, Bishop of Winchester. 
My dear, my early friend," and Ulrica affectionately 
took her hand, '* wilt thou not bestow a mother's 
blessing on thy two children." 

*' Heaven bless my Edwy and his bride with the 
richest, choicest gifts," said the queen solemnly. 
"Yes, Ulrica. I have long prayed for the day on 
which the hands and hearts of the two dearest 
beings to as on earth should be joined at the altar. 
I know thy daughter's generous, noble nature, 
which combined with her wondrous beauty, fit her 
for a throne, and to none other would I have 
willii^y surrendered the happiness of my beloved 
son, but" — ^here a gush of tears for a moment 
checked her speech^ — "love, devoted love, genius, 
and goodness, cannot secure felicity, or even pre- 
serve the loved one's life ; . and I tremble, even as I 
rejoice, at this marriage, for I see, diinly stealing 
along its dear, bright surface, dark, dark shadows ! 
sorrows no human power can avert ; no human 
foresight predict." 

"Not so, not so," answered Ulrica, "foreshadow 
no gloom, predict no misfortune ; all is glory and 
triumph. Edwy has the true martial spirit of Ills 
line ; he will conquer his enemies, sweeping them, 
if need be, from his path. Elgiva will inspire him ; 
her love give him strength. She is no mere, weak, 
blushing maiden, but has talents formed to grace 
the loftiest sphere — fitted to attain the noblest ends. 
Their beauty and love will throw a halo on the dull 
page of history, while their generous deeds will 
make their names immortal. My friend, this union 
fulfils my proudest hopes ; for piercing through the 
thin veil of the present, I see their remotest descend- 
.ants emulating the glorious example of their pro- 
genitors, and looking back with a glow of delight 
to the day when the destinies of Edwy and Elgiva 
were entwined for life." 

Why that cold shudder ; that contraction of the 
heart ; which plainly said these airy day dreams 
would never be realised ? 

Sweetly and calmly stole the Vesper bells through 
the evening air, their silvery notes breathing of 
peace and calm ; while flocking at the holy summons 
from their different cells, and gliding down the dark 
corridors with noiseless footfall, came the gentle 
sisterhood. 

What a page«might have been read of the human 
heart, could the mask have been lifted from each 
face ! What a tale of wild rebellious longings, of 
passionate yearnings for freedom, would have been 
revealed ere the spirit of youth was crushed and 
trami>led down, and the stagnation and calm of 
despair set in so completely -, that without a struggle 



or feeling of jo^ or pain, they passed through their 
monotonous existence, till they sunk into the silent 
tomb. 

Just before the Vesper call, two young girls, both 
young, and one exquisitely fair, were seated under 
the shade of some tall lime trees, which bordered 
the garden, surrounded by immense walls, where 
t&e nuns took their daily recreation. 

The two beings just mentioned, were not destined 
to immure their charms for ever in a cloister's gloom, 
but were only sent there for education, and a peace- 
ful asylum till claimed by their friends. 

They wore the conventional dress, but were dis- 
tinguished from the professed nuns by their long 
flowing curls and white veils. 

The elder of the maidens possessed all the dis- 
tinguishing features of the highest type of Saxon 
beauty ; not one alien drop of blood flowed in her 
blue veins. Hair of the palest flaxen hue ; large 
liquid blue eyes ; a skin like the unsullied snow ; 
with a tall graceful figure, and silvery voice, made 
Ina, of Sussex (such was her name), well fitted to 
adorn the gay paths of the world where she was 
soon destined to shine. 

Her young companion more resembled a sylph — a 
fairy — than a bemg of flesh and blood ; fourteen 
summers had barely passed over, yet she looked 
even younger with her lovely childish face and 
etherial fonn. .Golden hair, so bright, that it re- 
sembled a shower of dancing sunbeams, fell in 
burnished ringlets far below her waist ; large clear 
eyes of the deepest, darkest, violet ; with long dark 
lashes, and beautifully pencilled eyebrows ; a com- 
plexion dazzlingly fair, with a delicate rose in the 
rounded cheek, deepening and fading at each quick 
beat of the guileless heart ; with rosebud parted 
lips, and a mineled blending of innocence and purity : 
Etheldreda, Earl Ordmer's youngest daughter, 
looked like an angel — a dream of neaven — as she 
moved amongst her companions ; her fresh voice 
swelling the holy anthem, or vesper hymn, all careless 
and unconscious of the ever darkly brooding future ! 

* * So, Etheldreda, " remarked Ina, * * thou art really 
glad at the prospect of leaving the convent's calm, 
and entering the gay world ; will no thoughts of its 
peaceful hours, its lovely garden, matin cmme, and 
vesper lay, ever cross thy soul, and awake a sigh 
for the memory of the past.?" 

"Very often, Ina," said her companion, flinging 
her white rounded arms round her neck, tears 
springing to her laughing eyes, for she was a 
creature of impulse, ever alive to the passing im- 
pression of the hour, but with no deep abiding 
feelings — a bright chameleon reflecting the hues 
which the persons near cast on her transparent 
nature ; which, like a mirror, gave back by turns 
the different objects which shone on its polished 
surface ; "very often I shall turn my thoughts to 
these old walls with regret ; for I go to the untried, 
the unknown. My father I can scarce remember, 
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■ave that as a child I often trembled at the sound 
of hia loud voice, or the clanking of his heavy 
armour. My sister, Al^tha, was a bold, high- 
spirited girl, with dark flashing eyes ; I recollect 
screaming with fright as I watched her scouring the 
country on her bare backed courser, leaping every- 
thing before her ; but my only brother, Cedric, was 
ever my favorite, he was nearer mine own age, and 
so kind and gentle ; Ina, thou wouldest iSae him 
dearly ;" heedless words, but too strangely prophetic. 
"I wonder,*' she continued, "if T shall pass aU my 
life at my father's castle ; or ever be allowed to go 
to Court to see the young King, and join in some of 
the cay revels ; oh ! that would be delightful !" and 
she laughed merrily at the idea. 

Ina smiled sadly. **Dear Etheldreda, thou wilt 
have many admirers and seeming friends in the gay 
world thou art so anxious to enter ; but never so 
sincere an affection as that of thine early friend. 
Promise me that no one, not even thy sister, 
Algitha, shall ever drive me from thy heart." 

** Never," said the lovely girl, as she laid her soft 
cheek to Ina's with all the winning fondness of a 
child ; "I shall never, never forget thee ; but, Ina, 
thou wilt soon leave the convent thyself, and then 
we shall often, often meet again." 

"Yes,'* replied her friend ; "but I rejoice not at 
the prospect of quitting the Convent of Landf air, for 
I have Deen betrothed, since a child, to the Earl of 
Bagnar ; and it is a frightful thing to contemplate 
the idea of passing a life with a being one may not 
be able to love, for the wayward heart will not 
always foUow the gift of the hand : thou art indeed 
fortunate, fair child, in having no troth plight. " 

•*True," said Etheldreda innocently, "but I sup- 
pose my sister will make me marry somebody. I 
know ^6 will be the arbiter of my destiny ; but I 
must run away now, and gather some flowers for 
Queen Elgiva. How I pity her, poor lady, never 
seeing her sons, and livins here without any regal 
state. Hers has, indeed, been a sad history," and 
flitting off without a shade on her snowy brow, a 
care at her childish heart, Etheldreda collected the 
most beautiful blossoms she could find, and had just 
tied them together when the vesper bells summoned 
Ina and herself to evening prayer. 

Crossing the ^rden they entered the 4fcnall 
chapel. Two priests stood before the high altar, 
which was richly and beautifully decorated. The 
embroidered altar cloth was the work of the nuns, 
and the shrine was laden with costly offerings. 
One by one the community stole in, and after pros- 
trating themselves before the high altar, took their 
aocostomed seats, and soon a rich burst of melody 
rung to the vaulted roof ; angelic strains, wafting the 
soul above sight and sound, raising it ^om earth to 
heaven. The Queen knelt in her usuid place, her 
melodious voice swelling the full chords ; but a 
quiver was in its notes, as if touched by the suffer- 
ings ol Time. 



Her friend Ulrica declined accompanying her, and 
remained waiting in the cell. 

The service ended, like pale phantoms the nuns 
glided out, save two or three, who remained kneel- 
mg at the altar, rapt in entranced devotion. 

As the widowed Queen left the chapel, Ethel- 
dreda sprung from her friend Ina's side, and 
blushingly presented her flowers. 

Elgiva took them, kindly thanking the beautiful 
donor. 

* * Ina, my child," she said in a low sad voice to 
the other fair girl, " the Danish Princess Ulrica 
wishes to speak to thee, so thou mayest accompany 
me to my chamber." 

The royal lady was pacing the apartment with 
folded arms and a rapid tread, but on the opening 
of the door she paused, and looked towards it. 

" Here," remarked El^va, drawii^ the timid Ina 
forwards, " is the only sister of the Earl of Sussex." 

" Fair maiden," said Ulrica advancing, and press- 
ing a kiss on her forehead, " I bear a message for 
thee from thy brother, the noble earL He sends 
thee kind love and greetings, and bids me say it is 
his wish thou shouldst at once leave the convent of 
Landfair, and repair to the Court. King Edwy is 
married to my daughter, the Princess Elgiva, and I 
have promised thy valiant brother to procure thee a 
post near her royal person. The new Queen will 
receive thee graciously, and tbou wilt doubtless be 
very happy in her household. I remain at the con- 
vent to-ni|[ht, and to-morrow morning set forth 
early to join the King and Queen at Winchester, 
whither they have gone for the coronation, and I 
wiU gladly escort thee there, Lady Ina." 

"Noble Princess," replied Ina, "I am quite 
willing to obey the wishes of my brother, who is 
mine only protector, and I humbly thank thee for 
having interested the young Queen in my favour, 
but I greatly fear, brought up in seclusion, as I have 
ever been, I shall be sadly unfit for a gay Court,'* 
and a deep blush stained her face. 

"Nay,'*^ answered the royal Dane, smiling, 
" beauty and grace, like thine, fair Ina, are rea(fy 
passports to any Court ; but I will detain thee no 
longer, as thou hast, doubtless, many preparations 
to make. The Abbess has received a letter from 
the earl, authorising thy withdrawal from her pro- 
tection ; so to-morrow, at earliest daybreak, we set 
forth." 

Long after the solemn midnight hour had tolled 
did the two friends sit together rapt in earnest con- 
verse. Occasionally a tear rose to the proud eye of 
the Dane, as she listened to the mournful fore- 
bodings of Elgiva : forebodings too plainly echoed 
by her own heart. 

Trampling and neighing chargers stood at the 
peep of day at the convent gate, with two richly 
caparisoned palfreys for the ladies. 

Ina and Etheldreda were locked in each others 
arms, the young daughter of Earl Ordmer clinging 



48 



JBDWT Airjy ELOtVA. 



with passionate fondness to her early friend ; while 
Ulrica and Elgiva exchanged a sad farewell. 

** And whAt must I say to thy fair son, the youth- 
ful king," asked the former ; ** shall I tell him a 
mother's blessinc rests on the opening of his wedded 
life, and on the hrst days of his kingly power ? And 
may I bid him come to receiye at thy feet the con- 
solation of a mother's love and a mother's counsel !" 

** No, no," gasped Elgiva ; "I may not see him, 
my vow was only to indulge myself with a si^ht of 
my children once in many years ; and the dotted 
period has not yet arriv^ ! How I long to fold 
mine Edwy, in aU his bright young beauty, to mine 
aching breast ; to tell him that in every trial or 
trouble that may shadow his youthful brow — dim 
the future's page, my devoted sympathy is his ; and 
had my fervent prayers power to move Heaven in 
his behalf, the aark destiny that lurks concealed 
beneath all the gilded trappings of power and great- 
ness, should have no power to reach or harm him. 
Give my son my blessing on his wedded life, and 
tell thy fair daughter that when Elgiva prays for 
Edwy« her name shall ever be blent with his. 
Farewell, my friend ; watch over the royal pair for 
me. Would that I could bid an eternal farewell to 
all the painted pageantry of life, — its mockery, 
anguish, and tears. Why must I drag on existence 
bereft of love, of hope ; with only memory and 
remorse to goad and sting to madness ?" 

She paused, while in< silence Ulrica clasped her 
friend in a close embrace. So they parted. 

Ina was torn from the arms of the weeping 
Etheldreda, and with the solemn blessing of the 
abbess, left the Convent's shade, to all human fore- 
sight, with no chance of ever beholding it again, 
save through the glass of memory. Etheldreda felt 
a painful void in her life without Ina ; her favourite 
pursuits wearied without her accustomed com- 
panion. But her naturally careless, easy temper 
could not long fret or struggle for anything once 
withdrawn, so she gradually got reconciled to her 
loss, and passed the days in a kind of busy idle- 
ness, in which the present hour was all paramount. 
Every morning she culled the most exquisite flowers 
in the garden to present to the queen, and nestling 
close to her side, listened with deep attention to 
her sweet, sad voice and kind words, and Elgiva, 
as she passed her hand over those bright golden 
curls, and looked into the exquisite ^ce, whose 
ethereal loveliness enchanted every eye, pondered 
Badly over her future destiny, with a strange yearn- 
ing feeling, little dreaming that this childi^ girl 
would be so closely connected with the fate of her 
youngest son ; the artless instrument in a desiring 
hand to pave theVay for the downfall and ruin of 
the gifted Edwy. Then her thoughts strayed to 
her namesake, the young queen, and sadly did she 
question her yearning heart for a sign, an answer to 
the anxious tiiought — ^what would be her future 
fate ? knowing, aa Ah» did* that their lofty jsottln 



were too near the skies for ordinary calm joy or 
happiness, and that the intense susceptibility of 
semuB rendered them only too alive to the cold 
breath of sorrow, till her musings were suddenly 
lost in a passionate burst of tears, and wildly 
flinging herself on her knees before the Crucifix, 
she implored Heaven to make her the victim of its 
wrath, but to spare those two young devoted lives. 
Hours passed like minutes, and still the queen 
knelt, till nature completely exhausted, insensibility 
mercifully stole her from the agony of the present. 
Frequently the sisters found hex senseless before the 
Crucifix, and had the greatest difficulty in restoring 
her to the tortured dream of life. 

Penances and prayers were multiplied by Elgiva, 
in her frantic desire to save Edwy ; blind mistaken 
zeal, but prompted by a mother's love ! 

CHAPIER X. 

The Eve of the Coronation. 

An unusual stir and animation pervaded the 
palace of Winchester. An air of festivity graced 
its numerous reception chambers, and all the mem- 
bers of the household seemed united in a spirit of 
rejoicing. 

Greatly changed was this dwelling of Saxon 
monarchy since the mournful court of Edred, where 
the young, the brave, and the gay seemed unknown 
visitants ; and the black-robed priests and the 
vesper chants were its principal si^ts and sounds. 
Now, a youthful King and a lovely Queen presided 
over the palace, and their court was formed of con- 
genial elements. Wit, valour, youth, and beauty, 
bloomed around. The minstrel's harp, the festival, 
the chase, and the banquet, varied the routine oi 
kingly duties. 

On the day to which we allude there was an 
especial cause of excitement. On the morrow 
Edwy was to be solemnly crowned King of England, 
and after the ceremony twelve noble youths were 
to be invested with the order of kniffhthood, and 
be enrolled as a chosen body-guard of the sovereign. 
This important event had gathered England's 
nobility from far and wide to sojourn at Winches- 
ter, either as guests of the King, or in their own 
resjplpive dwellings. 

Three months had elapsed since those midnight 
bridals in Canterbury's chapel had made Elgiva 
England's Queen. Three months ! but *'the moon 
of orange blossoms" had not yet sunk beneath the 
clouds of discord and discontent, or faded into the 
duU leaden sky of ordinary life, which sets in when 
the tender magical moonlight of spiritual sympathy 
and vague, dreamy love vanishes, and for ever. 
The love of those two young hearts was as pure, as 
devoted, as in the days when only hope had linked 
their fates in one- The bloom of its beauty was 
preserved untouched, with all the fresh fervour 
given to those whose dream of bliss was brief, an it 
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was bright. But though the poet-souled wedded 
lovers walked in their own high altitudes of love 
and harmony, the cares and duties of their sphere 
had broken in upon the swe^t retirement of the two 
first bridal weeks in Canterbury. The King had 
taken up the sceptre and«commenced his sway in 
very earnest. In Winchester he held his court, 
and gathered round him the brave, the good, and 
learned. With the untempered but noble fervour 
of youth, he grasped the reins of power, adminis- 
tering justice with unerring hand. Careless of the 
many wounds he inflicted on the proud nobles, who 
had hitherto been enabled to shelter their wrong 
doing beneath the cloak of wealbh and influence ; 
many an unjust Gerefa, turned out of his office and 
superseded by a good but poorer man. Many a 
rapacious Thegn, forced to restore the ill-gotten 
lands of some widowed sister or orphan nephew, 
murmured and chafed in secret at the new ruler of 
the land, who looked so closely into the dark page 
of social and domestic economy, and allowea no 
personal fear of evil consequences to deter him from 
his chivalrous course. On the other hand, the weak 
and oppressed regarded their sovereign as a de- 
liverer and a friend, and the younger and more 
refined of the nobility admired his disinterested 
courage. Apart from these were many prudent and 
attached adherents to the throne, who saw the 
impoHcv of attempting to re-model so suddenly the 
laws 01 the kingdom, and who endeavoured to 
dissuade the king from trying to introduce among 
the rude unpolished Saxons a code of justice and 
morality too lofty and pure to be fully realised on 
earth. Among these sage advisers was the youthful 
Queen, whose natural asuteness of perception, 
quickened by affection, discerned the danger her 
royal husband ran the risk of, by using his sovereign 
prerogative too freely in striving to mould meaner 
natures to his own high standard. In spite of these 
true counsels there was, alas, a secret counteracting 
influence at the King's side, which neutralised their 
effect. 

The wily Dunstan had returned to court, and 
expressing the utmost partiality for the new sove- 
reign and his lovely bride, contrived to worm him- 
self into Edwy's confidence, and supported him in 
all his schemes of coercing the nobles and favouring 
the people. The wonderml fascination and talent 
of this subtle man, had overcome the former preju- 
dice of the young King, whose nature was too noble 
too conceive the possibility of such dark treachery 
lurking beneath so much apparent sincerity. It 
was by Dunstan's advice, who suggested the 
necessity of conciliating Earl Ordmer'a family, that 
Elgiva offered the post of chief maiden attendant 
to Lady Algitha, and also invited the Earl and his 
party to remain as guests at the palace, during the 
coronation festivities. 

While tihus engaged in beguiling his intended vic- 
tim, the monk, through his emissaries, was. fostering 



the greatest discontent amongst the nobles who had 
incurred the King's reprimands ; and also the 
Danish partisans of Earl Ordmer, who were annoyed 
at the royal nuptials. ^ With the exception of these 
malcontents, the King's marriage was received with 
cordiality by those wno came m contact with the 
young bride, and good will on the part of the 
people. 

Elgiva entered upon the duties of her high station 
with a dignity and grace that were inborn. With- 
out shrinking from any necessary duty of her 
sphere, she avoided as much as possible all pomp 
and parade. The royally bom Queen, whose 
ancestry was illustrious as her husband's, moved 
through her palace more humbly than the inferior 
attendants around. She found no pleasure in the 
glitter and excitement of a public career. The 
Queenly diadem was only valued for the power it 
gave her of doing good to others, and the privilege 
of being ever by the side of her beloved Edwy, for 
whom her feelings of devotion, mingled witii the 
intensity and snadowy mehuicholy of an ever 
dreaded parting. 

The members of the court loved their gentle 
Queen, whose goodness and charity shed rays of 
light on the circle in which she moved. The 
haughty Countess of Kent, the Heregal Lady or 
mistress of the robes, felt her heart warm towards 
her as to her own children, while the maiden train 
worshipped their lovely lady. Prince Edgar's wild 
nature bowed captive to the charms of his sister-in- 
law. Her kind influence was ever exerted to win 
the wayward boy indulgences from his rigid brother 
By her wishes he remained a month at the court, 
during which time the royal Atheling grew even 
fond of learning, so alluring did the page of know- 
ledge appear, illumined by her gentle spirit. It 
was owmg to Elgiva's pleadings, that Brithric, a 
rude but favourite Oxford companion of Edgar's, 
was elected to form one of the king's knights, of 
whom Edgar was the chief. 

It was about noon of the day mentioned ; bright, 
golden noon, cloudless and sultry. The very birds 
seemed lulled to rest by the heat of the atmosphere ; 
nature lay hushed, and palpitating beneath the 
sun's fiery kiss. 

A joyous animation pervaded the palace ; maiden 

hearts beat high with expectation of the evening 

festival. Their white fingers were busily engaged 

in embroidering scarfs which the Queen and her 

ladies were to present to the chosen twelve. These 

youthful candidates for military honours looked 

forward with impatient spirits to the morrow, when 

they should buckle on the warrior's sword in the 

cause of their accomplished King. Edgar, with 

Adelbert, the Etheling of Kent, Brithric ; Ardmer, 

the Bishop of Winchester's son, and two cousins of 

the Earl of Sussex, were busily engaged in a Chamber 

of the palace looking over their maiden armour, and 

the finishing touches to the polished rings sad 
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bucklers given by their attendants. Merrily they 
discussed the coming gaieties, and jested as to 
which fair maiden would henceforth be chosen to 
preside over their career. 

In a dimly-lighted cool oratory, with lofty ceilins 
and deep windows opening into a balcony, which 
commumcated with the garaens below by a flight of 
steps ; before a beautiful crucifix, in this home 
altar, knelt a young girl : the bride wife, England's 
Queen ! Her robe was white as snow, and fell pure 
and cloud-like over the crimson cushion where she 
kneeled. Her face, arms, and neck were bared, 
and the long brown tresses lay unbound and still on 
the ivory softness of her rounded shoulders. The 
brow and cheek of the devotee were very pale — 
paler than became the happy wearer of a two-fold 
crown ; but the dark eyes were calm, and even 

i'oyous in their rapt devotion. The spirit seemed to 
lave ascended on wings of prayer to the regions of 
holiness and peace. 

The heavy curtains were softly moved, and a step 
stood on tJie threshold — the step of no pre- 
sumptuous intruder, but that cf the all-privileged 
king and husband. 

Edwy panned, and gazed upon the quiet scene 
with the intensity with which the denizen of a 
glaring crowded city drinks in the fresh visioh of 
cool woodland glades, tinted and perfumed with 
starry flowers. He had just come from the heat 
and fatigue of a long council. The picture before 
him, seemed to transport his soul to a more con- 
genial sphere. 

No word, no sound interrupted the young Queen's 
devotions. When she rose from her knees she mpt 
the beaming gaze of the King. 

" I am almost jealous of tiiy pious orisons," said 
the lover husband, advancing to Elgiva's side, 
"jealous even of the summer breeze that is privi- 
leged to fan thy tresses. Come, let us sit in that 
flower-shaded window. It is not often that I can 
steal a few moments to spend with thee, and love." 
Encircling her slender form with his arm, the King 
led her to the deep low-cushioned casement, where 
the perfume of the rich garden below, the hum of 
bees, and murmur of tlie leafy groves stole in 
pleasantly and dreamily. With a sigh of mingled 
pain and pleasure El.-iva laid her beautiful head on 
its dearest resting place. 

" Why so pale, dearest ? and wherefore that 
sigh ?" Is it thy too fanciful spirit which will not 
remain content within the present scene of action, 
but must wander off into unknown regions, where, 
dismayed and saddened at some warning shadow, or 
vague whisper of cominj^ evil, it returns to the pre- 
sent hour with an additional burden of sorrow to 
that which has been given by Providence ? Or has 
something occurred in the Court to disquiet thee ? 
Speak, dearest, freely. Whatever be the cause, I 
trust my prtwer is sufficient to remove it," and he 
smiled proudly in the full security of youth and hope. 



"Mine own Edwy," relied Elgiva, * ' I can hardly 
explain my sadness, which only i^rings from too 
intense happiness. A wanung voice has reached 
mine ear, an intruding foot seems standing near our 
paradise of love, telling me that the golden present 
m which I am now revelling will have a dark 
future ; that my bliss is too great to last, for not on 
earth are mortals ever permitted fully to drain the 
cup of joy.'* But seeing a shadow cross the radiant 
face beside her, "perhaps," she added in lighter 
tones, "these fanciful misgivings may be merely 
grounded on an uneasy apprehensian I cannot shake 
off, concerning the arrival of Earl Ordmer and hia 
party. Lady Algitha's ready acceptance of an 
appointment in my household does not blind me as 
to the real state of their feelings, which are any- 
thing but cordial to thee. The pride of that fierce 
Damsh' noble can scarcely be appeased by the slight 
he imagines thou hast put upon him by preferrmg 
me to Algitha- Treachery often assumes a g'arb of 
friendship, and I fear that the coming of these 
guests, like their boding raven, will cloud our 
happy Court with discord and gloom." 

" Nay, Eljjiva, I must chide thee," said the King 
playfully, "for veiling thy predictions in such 
sombre hues. The earl*s private feelings are of no 
consequence to me ; powerful as he may be he 
cannot touch England's King. And now, my beauti- 
ful Queen, thou art secluding thy bright beams too 
closelyfrom the world. lintendmore publicly to show 
my people their monarch's choice, andto-morrowshall 
crown thy sunny tresses with the circlet of the land." 

"No" said Elgiva, rising, and turning the lustre 
of her dark eyes full upon mm. " No, Edwy^ that 
may never be. I yielded to thy wishes, and the 
pleadings of mine own heart when I became thy 
bride ; but if thou lovest me do not urge the point 
of my being crowned any further. A woman's 
instinct," she added with a beautiful smile, "is 
often keener than a man's, and in the present case 
I think it would be absolutely courting danger for 
me to publicly assume thus early all the honours of 
a Queen m the presence of the proud nobles of the 
land, to many of whom I am a comparative stranger 
— an interloper in the place of the bride they would 
have chosen for thee. No, dearest Edwy, gi'ant me 
mine own way this time, and let me remain in com- 
parative retirement for a while ; believe me it will 
be better for both our interests. 

" Elgiva," said the King, rising, and clasping her 
to his heart, '* thou art the only being to wnom this 
haughty spirit would ever yield its will. I will 
grant thy request ; but, dearest, do not try thy 
power too far, or rather, " he added, checking him- 
self with a bright smile, " I would challenge thee to 
use it to the vjry utmost, and my devotion will 
equal every demand. The words husband and w^ife 
in their lower general meaning are unknown terms 
to us — 've are lovers : kindred spirits wedded for 
time and eternity." 
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Yes, lie spoke truly, they were kindred spirits ; 
one in thought and feeling, hope, and purpose ; one 
in the solitary happiness of their destiny, having 
ratified by the closest earthly bonds a spiritual per- 
fect union of heart, soul, and mind. Their love coidd 
never change or die, could never prove a false dream, 
and like a dream fade into satiely or indifference. 

I>o we not envy them, the lone condemned ones, 
standing outside their mystic world. . Envy them ! 
aye, though their gleam of Eden was brief as it was 
bright ; though dark storm clouds quenched its 
light on earm ; though the early sundered paths 
-were stained crimson with the heart's blood (Lrops. 
The time for the festival drew nigh. Elgiva rose 
to seek her tiring chamber, first passing through the 
bower rooms where her maidens sat working in the 
presence of the heregal lady and the young Countess 
of Sussex, who had just arrived at the Court, to 
take her place about the Queen, the birth of an 
infant son naving prevented her being present at the 
royal nuptials. 

A very beautiful array of maidens were assembled 
in this apartment. If Elgiva had not been pre- 
eminently endowed with rare spiritual gifts, which 
gave a lustre to woman's beauty, she would have 
been too nearly matched in lovelmess to shine forth 
as she did the star of the shining galaxy. 

Fair Ina, horn, the convent, sat like a queenly 
lily, with her long flaxen plaits falling o/er her 
shoulders, emblem of her maiden freedom ; in all 
her moonlight beauty she sat by the side of dark, 
radiant Ethel. 

Judith of Winchester, the good Bishop's eldest 
daughter, with her sunny brown hair, violet 
eyes, pouting mouth, pearly teeth, complexion of 
blended lilies and roses, and rounded flexile figure, 
"would have personated a laughing Hebe. She was 
gaily rallying the timid Ina, on the little interest 
she took in the white and blue scarf lying listlessly 
on her lap, while to all this volley of spacing non- 
sense Ethel replied by a shower of lively repartees. 
Ursula, the other daughter of Wuflstane, was 
saint-like, and pure as her name, with light brown 
hair, soft dove-like eyes, and delicate snowy com- 
plexion. A little apart from the others she was 
bending over an illuminated missal, which her fair 
fingers were tinting in gorgeous hues. The 
fifth maiden attendant, a sister of the young 
Etheling, or Earl of Kent, and a daughter of the 
widowed Countess of Kent already named, was a 
little fairy-hkc Brunette, with immense eyes and 
waving curls, always in motion. Eudora resembled 
a dancing humming bird. She was chatting gaily to 
a croup of high-bom damsels, guests of the Queen, 
who consisted of the daughters of Hialmar, Earl of 
Surrey, and the Lady Fredegonde, an Anglo-Danish 
heiress, and ward of the Bishop of Winch'ester. "' 

These nine maidens, with the two daughters of 
Earl Ordmer, were to present with their fair Queen 
scarfs to .the twelve knights. 



"Ah, my maidens,*' said Elgiva, smiling, **ye 
are stUl lingering over those scarfs, instead of at- 
tending to the toilette. Ye must make good use of 
your bright eyes at the reception to select a favourite 
knight, and let me know your choice. There are 
some her& who will have no difficulty in the selec- 
tion ; but should two or three happen to honour one 
knight in particular, we must lay the case before our 
good Etheling of Kent ; she shall be umpire." 

The worthy Countess looked somewhat surprised 
at this unusual duty, but she made no comment, 
and only signified her assent by a low bow. The 
maidens eyes flashed their approval. 

** Ethel, I never saw thy face wear so bright a 
look," said the young Queen, advancing to her 
favourite, and laying a hand on her shoulder. 

** I trust, dear girX" she added in a low whisper, 
drawing her aside, " that thy heart's happiness will 
soon be secured. Now that thy gallant knight has 
become one of the King's guard, we must look for 
another bridal." 

Thus whispering fond hopes, the Queen, attended 
by Ethel and the two Countesses, left the chamber, 
and the busy tongues of the maidens, freed from all 
restraint, began discussing the objects of their choice. 

**Ina has no choice,' remarked Judith rather 
spitefully. Though we have never heard her speak 
of, or seen her lover, I believe he is as black as a 
raven." 

A titter ran round the room at this sally, which 
brought a vivid blush to the cheek of bashful Ina, 
who looked eagerly round for some means of escape, 
but was too timid to rise and leave the apartment. 

" All the other knights are known to me," con- 
tinued Judith, except Earl Ordmer's son, and 
Albert, named the stranger, who is some college 
companion of the King, of unknown parentage, whom 
for some whim he chooses to make a Thane." 

**1 shaU select the Atheling," said Eudora, 
dancing up to the group — ^the Atheling, none less 
illustrious." 

At this the fair Surreys erected their proud necks, 
wlflle one of them muttered, ** the youngest in the 
room has not always the right of choice," ** and who 
wilt thou select, saint-like creature ?" said Eudora 
to Ursula. 

" Whoever remains unchosen, replied the fail* 
girl, in calm tones, *• I have no preference." 

"Ursula has relinquished all claim to the crown 
matrimonial," laughed Judith, **and solely aspires 
to the crown of saintship. I dare say that uncouth 
Brithric will fall to her tender mercies, for no one 
else will allow him to wear her colours. What a 
good jest ; he, of all others, who could least appre- 
ciate anything of the sublime." 

"How now, maidens, ye are still losing time, 
chattering here," said the Coimtess of Kent, who 
had returned from the Queen's apartments to look 
after her unruly charge, "retire at once to your 
toilettes," 
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Obedient to the command, the fair damsels, who 
were rather difficult to restrain owing to their wild 
elation of spirits, dispersed through the corridors, 
like a flattering flight of birds, to their diflerent 
rooms. 

An hour past noon the reception chambers began | 
to fill, Earl Ordmer was the last to arrive at the 
palace ; he came with a train whose splendour and 
extent almost vied with royalty. 

The ladies of his party were closely concealed 
from the curious gaze by the curtained litter ; but 
the Earl on his prancing charger, and his delicate 
looking, plainly attired, son, were objects of general 
attention and interest to the crowd assembled out- 
side the gates to watch the arrival of the guests. 

A proud smile was on the Earl's face as he re- 
mondod to the greeting of the Saxon people ; but 
deep in his heart, rage and envy were swelling at 
havine to cross the court of the palace as a subject, 
when ne had hoped to enter it as the father of a 
queen. True to his promise to Algitha, he resolved 
for a time to wear the mask and glut his vengeance 
l^ first attacking his daughter's innocent rival. 
Tiiese dark feelings were carefully concealed from 
his son, Oedric, whose loyalty for his Sovereign, 
blended with the affection he entertained for his 
childhood's friend and companion in many happy 
wanderings, made his father well aware that he 
would vehemently oppose any measure which bore 
the suspicion of treason or treachery. 

In the train of the Earl rode two of the expectant 
knights ; Ulric, of Freemingham ; and Earl Kagnar, 
a tSl, fierce-looking Dane, whom we have previously 
mentioned as bethrothed to the Lady Ina. He was 
mounted on a coal-black steed, and attired in black : 
nnornamented, save by two diamond stars, — one 
blazing in the crest of his helmet, the other in the 
centre of his massive shield. 

The Earl of Sithric, and seversil other knights 
and squires were also of the party : each attended 
by their personal retinue. 

At the state entrance of the palace the noble 
guests alighted, and were received by the chamber- 
lain, Ethelwulph, and the King's cup bearers, and 
other officers of the royal household, attired in 
crimson and gold, who conducted the party into the 
grand banquetting hall. 

Grand it was m those early days, and grand it 
would have been, seen in review with the taste and 
luxury of the present ; for rarely can we compete 
successfully with the massive grandeur and sim- 
plicity of ancient architecture. 

The hall was so vast in its dimensions that the 
extreme ends narrowed to a very small point in per- 
spective. The lofty vaulted ceiling was curiously 
carved, and adorned with gold and bright colours. 
An open corridor ran round, supported by pillars ; 
over this was a gallery with a highly ornamented 
broad balustrade. At one end was a curtained 
space for the ladie when they desired- to be unseen 



spectators of the revelry below, lliere were also 
screened partitions at the top and bottom of the 
^dlery for the musicians. The walls of the halls 
were adorned by rich tapestry , and numerous war- 
like weapons, arranged m picturesque devices. The 
golden lances, forming a gigantic star ; the' huge 
shields, hung round with banners of various 
devices ; the white horse of the Saxons, glancing 
proudly in its azure gold studded centre ; the raven 
of the north, brooding grimly in a crimson setting, 
seeming as if it felt out of place in the position of a 
conquered ensign, and wished to wave over the fall 
of Saxon Kings. The lion, the wolf, the bear, with 
other emblems of the more ancient monarchs of 
the Heptarchy, were also mingled together; the 
names of the kines to whom the ensigns belonged, 
emblazoned beneaui in gold letters : thus forming 
an armorial picture gallery of the past. 

Four huge chimney pieces, which, in winter, 
threw their ruddy warmth over the hall, were fur- 
nished with stools and benches, and formed a com- 
fortable nook to spend a winter's eve in, each being 
large enough to contain ten or twelve persons. At 
the upper end of this spacious hall was placed a 
large massive table of oak, with benches running 
round it. A little above, on a raised dais, stood 
another oaken table, covered with a rich crimson and 
gold cloth, surrounded by benches covered with 
crimson, and bordered with gold frin^ In the 
centre of this was placed the ^j^ng's chair of state, 
surmounted by a canopy, adorned with a crown. 
Here the largest and more important banquets were 
held ; smaller feasts were given in an apartment 
which communicated with the hall by folding doors. 
On the entrance of the visitors, the bards, stationed 
in the gallery, poured forth their strains ; the cup 
of welcome was handed them by the King's pages, 
who presented it first to the ladies. 

Algitha merely touched the jewelled goblet with 
her ruby lip, and gazed with fiashing eyes and a 
swelling heart on the gorgeous hall of kings, which, 
for the first time, she beheld. Etheldreda, half 
timid and bewildered, clung to her sister, glancing 
from time to time, beneath her long eyelashes, at 
the brilliant scene, and the gaily attu*e(i nobles who 
were conversing with her father and brother. 

At the condusion of this ceremony the Earl's 
part^ were conducted through the arcade of the 
corridors to an anti-chamber, filled with palace 
attendants and nobles, who, with their wives and 
daughters, were returning from the reception. The 
large folding doors at uie end of this room were 
thrown open, and revealed to view a large beautiful 
apartment, carpetted with delicate sweet-smelling 
rushes, and lighted with the glowing beams of the 
summer sun, which threw a^.variety of rainbow tints 
on the floor and gilded walls, as they streamed 
through the narrow high window of stained glass, 
som^ of the casements of which were flimg open, 
giving a vie-v^ of the flowery gardens. 
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On a raised dais, covered with golden tapestry, 
beneath the silken shadow of an embroidered canopy, 
two chairs of state were placed with costly foot- 
stools. On this dais a group were gathered which 
centred the gaze of every eye : even thongh the 
lofty chamber was crowded with England's proudest 
nobility. 

Thither turned Algitha's eyes. With a start of 
emotion the star of her life, the symmetrial form 
and divine beauty too well remembered met her 
gaze. This was succeeded by a pang of despair 
which blanched her cheeks, and made her cling to 
the Earl for support ; for leaning on the young 
King's arm was one fair and child-like being ! 
COiildlike, though the golden, star-gemmed circlet 
rested on her innocent orow ; and jewels glittered 
'mid the folds of the rich robe, iroarkling with every 
movement of the slight form. Fair 1 oh, supremely 
fair ; when the fascination of song, the luxury of 
those royal chambers, the beauty of the maidens of 
a land pre-eminently famous for fair women, formed 
but the mere accompaniments to a beauty which 
shone forth unrivalled. Innocent ! we might almost 
say sinless, she looked in that crowded assembly. 
The brow illumined with the light which only irra- 
diates those destined to wear the mart3rr's wreath. 

The nobles of Earl Ordmer's party gazed with 
admiration ; and Kagnar's black, naming eyes 
seemed to dilate as he looked at the young Queen. 
On arriving at the dais the Eling advanced to the 
st^, and extending his hand to the chief, said, 
"Welcome, noble Earl Ordmer ; right welcome to 
our court ; and thou, fair Lady Algitha," and he 
gallantly raised her hand to his lips, ** Our Queen 
will gladly number among her maiden train so 
bright an addition. And who is this lovely being f' 
he added as his eye fell on Etheldreda, " we could 
almost deem her descended from some celestial 
sphere, did she not appear imder thy substantial 
protection." 

** Noble King," replied the Earl, ** she is a daugh- 
ter of mine, who has hitherto been reared in a 
cloister ; and has only recently returned home. At 
her sister's request, who shrank from the idea of 
parting with a newly-recovered companion, I ven- 
tured to bring her here." 

** Thon didst well," said the king, ** to bring thy 
daughter to us. She shall remain some time a guest 
of our Queen, who loves to see young and happy 
faces round her. Ah ! my brave Dlric," and he 
held out his hand to the young Thane, "thou too 
art welcome ; one of our chosen knights." 

"Allow me, gracious liege," said Ordmer, "to 
present to your royal notice. Earl Eagnar, my ward 
and friend, whom, at my suggestion, noble King, 
thou hast graciouslv enrolled m the same band." 

The Bane bent tne knee, and raised the King's 
hand to his lips. As he did so he made an inward 
but most sacred vow to be true to him even to 
death. 



Ragnar was one of those impulsive beings whose 
likings and dislikings are formed in one lightning 
glance. When he saw Edwy, in spite of their 
different nations, the love of his strong nature 
flowed towards lum at once. 

"Where is my dearest friend and companion, 
Cedric ?" inquired Edwy, glancing around. " Why 
comes he not to greet his King ?" 

The youth, who had hitherto remained concealed 
behind a group of nobles, at the mention of his 
name sprang forward, his face all a-glow with de- 
light, as one rushes to meet an old childhood's play- 
mate and bosom friend. Then suddenly checking 
himself, as though the barrier a few weeks had 
placed between them rose to his mind, he flung 
nunself before Edwy, exclaiming with an impetu- 
osity of feeling that made him forgetful of time, or 
place — unconscious of the fixed gaze of a listening 
assemblage : — "Gracious and beloved King, accept 
the homage of a true devoted heart, and the 
strength with which zeal can inspire and afiection 
nerve a weak, inexperienced arm. With pride I 
anticipate the morrow, which will enrol me one of 
my sovereign's knights ; but it needed no outward 
bond to make me a soldier of the king. Next to 
religion loyalty is the ruling principle of my nature. 
Words are poor offerings, but I present them, not 
as apologies for actions, but as an earnest of the 
future — a sacred pledge to be redeemed by deeds. 
The first and only wreath with which Cearic will 
crown his ancient name, is that gained in the 
service of his King and country." 

There was something thrilling, almost touching 
in this outburst of enthusiasih, and the sweet tones 
of the boyish voice, as it rose and fell distinctly 
through the hall. Like the breath of a purer world 
it rushed through the choked, parched senses of the 
older in the assembly, bringing in a longing for the 
bright world of chivaliy and devotion, to which 
the chieftan's son had offered up his hopeful untried 
youth. In the young it lit up the spark of inex- 
hausted feeling, and transfused them with a similar 
ardour. €)n the Earl and his daughter, the most 
intimately concerned, it produced a startling, though 
different effect. Algitha found her worst fears of 
her brother's opposition fully realised in this public 
declaration of his sentiments. But Cedric's speech 
cooled the spirit of vengeance in the Earl's heart, 
and renewed some of his old feelings of loyal affec- 
tion for his sovereign, and he felt if the Queen were 
once removed from her husband, thus leaving a 
chance of Algitha's occupying the vacant place, he 
would have had satisfaction enough. 

Elgiva^ and the noble party surrounding her on 
the dais, had observed with attentive interest the 
new comers. The boyish Edgar never removed his 
admiring gaze from the blushing countenance of 
Etheldreda. Ina, whose cheek a minute before 
rivalled her snowy robe, flushed crimson as she 
listened to Cedric's words of devotion to his King^ 
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and her heart beat with too wann, responsiye an 
emotion for the cahn repoae of the fabare. 

When Cedrio's voice ceased speaking Edwy, with 
genuine pleasure, rained the kneeling youth, and 
wannljr clasping his hand, exclaimed : — ""Die King 
is rejoiced to accept so generous a homage.. If 
England were filled with hearts like thine, the 
throne were indeed secure from all danger. Inter- 
nal strife alone undermines the strength of king- 
doms ; in unity and peace the true power of nations 
consist." 

The King then personally presented Earl Ordmer 
to the Queen ; who afterwards introduced his three 
children to the fair sovereign. 

The other nobles of his party were presented by 
the Earl of Sussex. Elgiva received them in a 
winning and graceful manner, but to Ulric of 
Freeningham she paid especial attention, herself 
bidding him take tlie desired privilege of seeking 
the side of his betrothed bride, Lady Ethel. 

The short interval before the banquet was passed 
in the interchange of customary courtesies ; Edgar 
taking an opportunity to seize upon Cedric, and 
draw nim aside to his own coterie of knights. 

Gay and sumptuous was the banquet, graced by 
noble warriors and fair women ! Choice uie strains 
of the minstrel I Kich the ruby and golden flow of 
the wines, poured forth by the graceful cup-bearers I 
The Disch Thane and Hors Thane stood behind the 
royal chair, presenting each dish on bended' knee. 
Jewels flashed from golden flagons, and lustrous 
robes glistened in the setting sun. The proud 
Ulrica, who sat on the King's left hand, attired 
with regal splendour, felt her daughter was indeed 
a Queen, in that hour of pomp, and rejoiced in the 
success of her ambitious hopes. 

But brighter and dearer to the young beings 
assembled on that gladsome day was the evening 
revel that succeeded the banquet ; when the long 
halls wreathed with flowers, and illumined by silver 
lamps, whose lustre was half shamed by the bright 
moon, were interspersed with glad and gay forms, 
when the casements opening to the fair gardens, 
oflered quiet rambles over the moon-lit turf, by 
leafy groves, where the young beating heart could 
reveal its deepest secrets, far from human eyes. 

Cloudless was the joy of that festival. The sil- 
very laugh and the gay jest mingled with the strains 
of the harp and the voice of song. The dark 
Ijresence of the traitor Dunstan, and Algitha's swel- 
ling, vengeful heart, failed to cast a shadow over 
that faiiy region. 

Conspicuous amid the manly forms were the 
chosen band, who more or less hovered near their 
King, gazing at him with looks of admiring devo- 
tion ; eager and proud to catch a word or smile ; 
mirroring him in their young hearts as the standard 
of chivalry ; ready to shed their life's blood in his 
cause. Well was he worthy of their gushing 
homiige. Kever did hi^ bright kingly beaul^ gleam 



forth so Boul-subduingly as on that night. Divested 

of his shining arms and royal robes, with his rich 

golden ringlets falling over his graceful shoulders ; 

his blue eyes kindling with the soul of genius , his 

beaming smile warmed by gracious kindness ; with 

the delicate perception of high-souled natures, 

adapting his words to harmonise with the tastes of 

those he addressed ; thus moving through the vast 

halls in all his smiling youth, every motion grace 

each look a spell, he more resembled one of the 

bright divinities of the ancients, than a mortal 

King, ruling a rude turbulent nation. As such he 

seemed to the maidens of the festival ; a being to 

be worshipped and dreamed of ; but far, far above 

the lower range of warmer feelings. 

Save to one ; and she, unhappy being, felt her 
wild affection roused and intensifled, as ever and anon 
she saw that stately form dispensing his kingly 
honours in the palace of the land. Ever and anon 
gazed from amid the band of maidens who waited 
near the Queen, and who, freed from her distracting 
cares, looked forward with timid delight to the 
event yet to come, of crowning the young knights 
with tneir colours. Ah, fatal colours ! woven with 
the starry hopes of many a heart, never destined 
to be realised below. Dangerous though innocent 
pastime of the young Queen, to deck her lord's 
lieges with the gifts of her fair maidens, thus in- 
vesting these gay warriors with an interest too deep, 
Eerchance for happiness. Too eagerly did the 
right eyes round her scan the band, which num- 
bered among it those who once seen were not easily 
forgotten. All noble looking and handsome, and 
some of them even more higlSy gifted. The mirth- 
ful, dark-eyed Atheline ; the pale, high-bred, intel- 
lectual Cedric ; the danL splendour of the tall weird 
Dane ; the fair refinement of Ulric and the sons of 
the house of Sussex ; frank, brave Ardmer, the soul 
of outspoken faith and honour ; the indolent warmth 
and sunny glow in the large eyes and on the olive 
cheek of the young Etheling of Kent ; the stately 
grace of the heir of Surrey ; the grand majestic 
figure, and calm, beautiful features of Albert the 
Stranger ! 

A pause in the dance ; a louder burst of choral 
melody. The Queen's dais is deserted, and the halls 
seem indeed deprived of their brightest light. 

At a sign from the royal page the King and his 
knights, 5)llowed by numbers of the guests, leave 
the reception rooms, and enter a chamber hitherto 
unopened, where Elgiva and her maidens waited to 
present their scarfs to the warriors. 

A beautiful and fairy-like tableau met the gaze of 
the nobles. 

In the centre of a dimly-lighted apartment, 
twelve youthful ladies stood in a semi-circle, holding 
in their hands silken scarfs of the same colour as 
their dress. The noblest and loveliest of the land 
were gathered into this group. The charms of two 
have survived in history — ^tue hapless Elgiva and 
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Etiheldreda the fair. Every heart swelled with 
emotion ; a mnrmur of admiration broke forth. All 
the young knights, except those whose hearts were 
already occupied, longed to obtain tbe Queen's 
colours, but Edgar whispered to Cedric, ' * the only 
colours I will wear are those of thy beautiful fair- 
haired sister." 

nine, it must be confessed, with the moth-like 
pertinacity of a vain idolatry, sished for a token 
from Lady Algitha. A pause of a few moments was 
broken by Elgiva, who, glittering and quivering like 
the star light, advanced from the circle, and in 
sweet winning tones thus addressed the youths, 

** Noble knights ; to-morrow ye will be enrolled 
as the King's own ffuard ; his hand will present ye 
with the sword and golden spurs. To-night ye will 
keep watch in the chapel, consecrating jtour arms 
beside the holy altar. It is meet that woman's 
hand should share in decking the youthful warrior, 
and therefore, on the eve of your vigils, we have 
summoned ye hither to bestow upon ye each a mark 
of especial favour — a scarf woven by our maidens. 
With these colours we would bind gentle influences 
round the rugged front of battle ; we would bid ye 
in the hour of triumph, remember mercy ; keep ye 
true and loyal, not only to your Eang and country, 
but to the chosen of your heart. We would espe- 
cially consecrate ye the champions of our sex ; 
armed in their cause, redressing their wrongs, and 
they in return, will unite with your Queen, in 
wiEUiin^ ye all success in your brave and honourable 
career." 

The hearts of the young knights beat high with 
emotion, and when the Queen ceased speaking, 
Edgar, inspired with enthusiasm, started forward, 
and bending one knee before Elgiva, exclaimed — 

" Fair Queen ; we accept thy gift with joy, and 
bind ourselves true knights to thy cause for ever ! 
On this hand I sign the compact," and he pressed a 
kiss on the snowy fingers of the royal lady. 

The others followed his example. Elgiva, some- 
what surprised at this new allegiance, stood blushing 
and smiling, as the eager youths bent the knee 
before her ; while Edwy looked on with a lover's 
pride, feeling his kingdom too small to enshrine so 
lair a gem. 

Ah! who would have dreamed that treachery 
could ever invade that band ; and had it been fore- 
told on whom that stigma should fall, would it have 
been credited, if afSxed to the foremost to sign the 
compact ? 

"Prince Edgar advance for thy scarf," said 
Elgiva returning to her maidens. 

The youth obeyed, eagerly glancing at one fair 
being, as if his dark eyes, half haughtily, half 
imploringljr, claimed the gift from her only. And 
she, the fair Etheldreda, blushing and trembling, 
to advance, till her fierce sister whispered a com- 
mand in her ear, glided towards him, holding a 
green BOtfici starred with silver — ^the colours of her 



silken robe, which harmonised so well with the 
girl's dazzling fairness, and rich golden rin^ets 
showering far below her zone-bound waist. Tlds 
bright wealth of nature was her sole ornament, but 
such young marvellous loveliness needed no aid 
from gems. 

Edgar gallantly bent the knee while the maiden 
threw the scarf round his shoulders. She would 
then have rushed away like a startled fawn, but 
the Prince seized one of her tiny hands, exclaimingi 

*'Nay, fair one; none but thee must tie tiie 
scarf." 

The trembling fingers were very inefficient over 
this task, which seemed somewhat tardy to the 
Countess of Kent's keen eye, but to Edgar the 
moments were too swift, and a thrill of exquisite 
delight shot through his frame, as for one - instant, 
the long golden curls of the maiden touched his 
glowing cheek. 

There had been other candidates to adorn the 
Atheling — Eudora and the Ladies of Surrey. The 
Countess of Kent, not wishing to give the distinc- 
tion to her own daughter, and to avoid any envy 
amongst the court damsels, made choice of Ethel- 
dreda, the youngest, and a stranger to aU. 

Great excitement filled the hes^s of the youths 
as to who would be their chosen lady ; when the 
Countess of Kent called out their names, and in turn 
and one by one they advanced for their token. 
Crreat excitement, and sometimes a shade of disap- 
pointment, for like the fair damsels, many had 
selected in secret one being as the star of their 
maiden service. 

Proud Lady Algitha was admired by many, and 
it was with wonder they beheld her green scarf 
encircle the shoulders of the rude Brithric — ^with 
wonder as to the cause of this strange caprice. 

A whispered word from Dunstan had influenced 
the selection. The wily Monk well knew on whom 
the influence of the green scarf would prove stronger 
than honour and loyalty. 

Fair Ina, "pale as a moonbeam, in white and sil- 
ver garments, with lillies crowning her flaxen curls, 
bound her snowy scarf round the sable suit of her 
future leige lord, and as her blue eyes gazed on 
that dark fierce face, unsoftened and unkindled byi 
a warmer emotion, as it met his young betrothed, a 
chill shudder curdled her veins, and she turned and 
glanced, oh, with what a vain longing look to the 
pale proud knight, who disdained to bend the knee 
to a lesser shrine than glory. And for him were 
the crimson and gold cowurs of Eudora. Eudora, 
the bright Oriental flower ; rich and mignon as a 
humming bird, with the fire of love and wild feel- 
ings gleaming in her gazelle eyes, she bound the 
scornful chieftan in her silken fetters. 

Ulric bent to receive the token of his child- 
hood's betrothed, and as her crimson scarf, with its 
white cross — emblem of faith and victory — was 
thrown around him, the nobler feelings of his nature 
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chided him for past neglect, and imprinting a kin 
on her slender nand, he murmured, ** Bear Ethel, 
this gift from thee will indeed be prized." 

Light words, how strong ye are, sending the 
warm blood bounding through the glad pulses, 
sinking the brare heart into iron-bound despair — 
blessing, dividing, destroying. Oh, light words, 
wanderers through time, pray we that your flight 
be always winged by love and truth. 

Glad was honest Ardmer when PVedegonde, all 
blushes and dimpling smiles, crowned him with her 
azure scarf, and with it crowned the hopes of a 
sincere manly love, which though hitherto unspoken 
through timidity, ,had grown with his growth from 
childhood. 

But the young Ethelins, whose ardent gaze had 
poured forth the flre of his devoted heart for the 
beautiful piquant, Judith — so captivatins in her 
wild, gay maiden coquetry — started with undis- 
guised surarise and vexation when another, and not 
her, bound the scarf around him, a scarf beautiful 
and costly, woven by the snowy fingers of the ladies 
of Surrey, but not the rosy pennon, borne by her 
whose pink garments and rose-crowned curls seemed 
breathing of love and joy. 

Pale Ursula gave the heir of Surrey her white 
scarf, sown with forget-me-nots, and Judith decked 
the youngest scion of Sussex with her coveted 
badge. 

When all were provided for except the stranger, 
the Queen bestowed upon the nameless knight her 
own scarf of purple, emblazoned with a golden 
crown. 

** Albert," die said, throwing the silken folds over 
his shoulders, *'inay'st thou win a noble name in 
thy country's cause prouder than the inherited titles 
which often gild no real worth." 

** With this proud badge I cannot fail to do so, 
royal lady," replied the youth in low musical tones. 
Strike the harp ! sound the viol ! let the dance 
wing its giddy mazes. 

^e knights and their chosen ladies lead the 
measure, the Court look on and smile, so bright 
seems the pathway opening before those young feet. 
** How lovely Judith is," said the Queen to the 
Bishop of Winchester, who sat beside her state 
chair. **I had hoped that the noble Etheling of 
Kent would have won her scarf ; his devotion, 
though tbeir acquaintance is very brief, is so marked 
that all know his heart's secret, and I cannot help 
pitying the young man, and wishing Judith had 
responded to his feelings. " 

" My girl is gay and heeiless," replied the father, 
to whom Judith was the flower of his flock, " but 
her heart is true as steel, yet ever does she hide its 
deeper feelings as if too proud to let even her 
parent's eyes scan their mysteries. Thy sex, fair 
Queen, are adepts in concealing the ehafts of Eros, 
and keep us unfortunate mortals for a long time 
hovering between hope and despair. Concerning 



Judith's feelings for this youth, I am quite in the 
dark, but I know that when she does love, it will be 
with a deep, changeless sentiment." 

The dance ends, the gay throngs mingle, mead 
and hippocras flow, choice fruits and manchet cakes 
are handed round. The fragrant gardens are filled 
with wanderers, who find the halls of revelry too 
briffht and jocund. 

Whither are the knights of .the scarf ? whither 
the maiden train ? 

Ah 1 parted already by the ebb of Time ; swept 
away by the changing tide of the human heart. 

Ordmer sat apa^ from the dancers, quaffing the 
luscious mead ; now and then caralessly giving a 
word to some warriors who lingered near the great 
Danish magnate. 

SuddMily the Bishop'of Worcester glided towards 
him to l:S*eathe with his low silvery voice a cautious 
warning. 

**The dance is ended, noble lord, and as thy 
daughter. Lady Etheldreda, is very young, and 
unused to Court ways, would it not be wiser for her 
to return to thy protection, instead of rambling 
away in the gardens with the Atheling Edgar f* 

** Ha !" cried the Earl, *as it so ? those Athelin^s 
are dangerous companions for our maidens ; fair in 
words and scant in truth. Thanks, worthy Bishop, 
for the hint. Wilt thou recall this truant girl, and 
bid her keep to her sister^s side. I am not fitted 
to dangle about with a maiden." 

** I will send thy page with thy commands," re- 
plied Dunstan, a slight shade of hauteur crossing 
nis face, as bowing low he withdrew. 

With a pout on her rosy lips Etheldreda was led 
to the dais, and placed next Algitha and beside her 
friend Ina, while Edgar, a frown darkening his 
brow, and his heart swelling with a longing to run 
his sword through Ordmer, the monk, the page, or 
anyone who crossed his wishes, turned away, and 
sought the ear of his ever-ready sympathiser, 
Brithrio, 

^Not long had Kagnar lingered with his lady love. 
He viewed the genSe girl as part of his inheritance, 
one day to dwell in his castle, and complete his 
establishment. He knew her to be fair, and of 
noble birth, and was satisfied honourably to fulfil 
his parents contract. But his feeliiiga for his bride 
were mere indifference — ^the indifference of easy 
possession. 

He thirsted only for the rare hardly won prize. 
The far off, the unattainable, were the meteor lights 
of his wild career. Kagnar would have snatched 
the dove from the eagle's talons, .and folded it to his 
heart, perchance killed it with his fiery love, but 
had it not been sprinkled with the blood of conflict, 
and redeemed by the sword's point, he would have 
turned coldly from its gentle attractions. 

The dark intellectual brilliancy of Ethel's orbs, 
though pledged not to beam on him, haunted the 
Dane far more than the blue eyes of Ina. The fair, 
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being^ sitting by Etheldreda*8 side, forced her 
pni-oocupied mind to listen to the gay prattle of her 
conveni friend, in the' hope of ever and anon hearing 
the name of Cedrio mentioned among the glowing 
pictures, woven by a yoxmg girl's fancy out of the 
courtly tissue of the brilliant scene, thus feeding a 
vain hope of the impossible. 

Judith, radiant as the sunshine, exults in her 
triumph. In her train follow many noble knights 
and tnegna Flashing like a meteor, hither and 
thither, winning and breaking hearts, she sees ever 
one burning gaze ; meets one slight form, girt VQ-ih 
a scarf, but not her own. 

''Judith, reck not thy happiness," whispered 
Ethel, as leaning on the arm of Cedric she drew near 
the hmghing girX who was sportively distributing 
flowers from her rosy chaplet to deck another band 
of eroedial Imights, refusing one leaf, one flower, to 
the Etheling. 

'* Pause,*' added the Coiisdentions Thanes, laying 
a hand on Judith's arm. ** Pause, ere it be too 
late ; I know thy true heart deceives itself." 

But the maiden flashed away like a sunbeam, and 
the flutter of her pink robe was lost in the green 
avenues. Breathless with her race, half pausing to 
look back, a figure meets her gaze, dark and 
shadowy, in that sombre glade. Too proud to fly, 
too conscious of that persi^nt shadow, the rose of 
the maiden chaplet stands proudly erect, with flash- 
ing eyes. 

'* Lady Judith, why art thou so cold ?" demanded 
Adalbert, in tones low, and broken with emotion. 
" V> hy avoid me, and refuse me one token of thy 
favour, cruel, capricious maiden. How cans't thou 
slight a true knight thus ? " 

*'How cans't thou presume, Earl of Kent, to 
follow my steps, like a pursuer tracking a foe, thus 
drawing <m a noble damsel the wondering eyes of 
the Court. I like not such uncourteous behaviour, 
and will not suffer it further." 

"Judith! Judith!" broke forth impetuously from 
the youth, flinging himself on his knees before her, 
*^' ae& why the shadow follows light ? the tide rises 
to the moon ? Like me they are the slaves to an 
irresistible destiny, leading them on to an appointed 
doom. I love thee with the love of a nature deep 
and passionate, as the heaving ocean. Cold ana 
haughty as thou art, thee only will I win and wear. 
No other colours shall be worn, even in compliment, 
by Adalbert of Kent," and he tore off the golden 
scarf, and flung it on the «:ound. 

** Beautiful and adored Judith, take pity on mine 
ardent love ; give me one hope in return." 

He raised to the maiden his glowing impassioned 
eyes, which summoned the crimson rose to her fair 
cheek. But there was no quiver in the clear voice 
which responded to the Are of love with mocking 
icjpess. 

*' Sir Knight, I can give one hope — the hope of 
some day finding an object worthy of thine ardent 



love, but she must bear another name than Judith 
of Winchester. All success, noble Earl, and fare- 
well." 

So savins she elided away, and was lost to sight 
in the snadows oi the grove. 

As she vanished a voice broke forth, divine and 
thrilling. A voice matchless amid the palace choirs 
rose up soaring in a rich gushing flood of harmony 
to the blue vault of heaven, from which its un- 
earthly warbline seemed an echo. Clear and ex- 
quisite, deep ana subduing in the dim mysteiy of 
unutterable feeling were the silvery chords. Not 
one life, not one heart of passion, but many seemed 
quivering in the liquid notes, gushing from the 
minstrel's slender throat. 

Adalbert oaught the tide of song ; it lashed his 
wild despair ahnost to madness ; cowering to the 
earth he buried his face in the damp grass to omah 
out those soul-harrowing sounds. 

Over other young desoliate hearts, in those kingly 
halls, flowed that wondrous melody like the wail of 
the restless ocean sighing round the shipwrecked 
mariner. But to some-^the bright, the nappy — ^it 
sounded like a rejoicing carol. To one — the love- 
liest, the lofties t there — ^it pealed forth as a con- 
quering strainy invested with the might, the joy of 
Eros. 

Elgiva, the star of the Court, bowed to the 
glorious power of love and harmony as she listened 
to the song of the Cymbrian boy, reclining in a 
fragrant bower whither her lover husband had led 
her to repose a while. Encircled by the arms of 
Edwy, her beautiful head resting on his noble breast, 
his colden curls mingling with her chestnut braids, 
in that blissful hour the enchanting melody seemed 
a faithful echo of their beating h^irta, blended in 
one pulse of love. 

As the royal lovers dream of Eden, the veil of 
Eros enshrouding them in its mystic influence, a 
tide of infinite feeling, floating them away from 
earth's lesser joys and cares ; as Ethel wanders on 
the arm of UMc, happy and trusting in his affec- 
tion, while he smiles back her woman's faith ; as 
Ardmer's love tale is breathed into Fredegonde's 
ear, and he learns the blissful fact that he is be- 
loved ; as the love light shines within and around 
them, let us leave the halls of mirth, satisfied that 
Eros has given joy enough to crown with brightness 
the eve of the coronation. 

Midnight, "solemn midnight. All is silence in the 

vaulted aisl- o of Winchester's cathedral. The deep 

darkness is only partially dispersed by l^e pale 

light streaming from twelve altar shrines, where 

twelve noble youths keep watch beside their arms. 

Buckler, sword, and shining casque gleam silently 

m the altar, resting beneath the shadow of the holy 

-ucifix, or some imaged saint, chosen as the especial 

atron of each devotee. Buckler, sword, and helm 

^ be girded on, and worn in the dark fray of life ; a 

bilent witness, a bloody avenger in its red hot strife* 
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Slowly oreep the hours of vigil. To many slum- 
ber comes not till the early dawn, so feyerishl v, 
imj^tient are those beating hearts, filled with 
thrilling images of past and future. To one came 
no repose. Pacing to and fro in his narrow chapel, 
dedicated to St. Peter, the knight without a scarf 
fretted and chafed through the dark watches. For 
him there was no gay future, gilding to-morrow's 
dawn-'^-only a dark, fatally remembered past, a 
maiden |with rosy oi'own and rose bright cheek, 
mockingly eluding the grasp of love. 

Wheu sleep visited the cold pillows of the other 
knights she came on the wings of balmy softness, 
with her ministers, the dreams, all radiant round 
her. Smilingly they fulfilled their airy mission, 
crowning the heart's hope with success, gilding the 
future with glorious lustre. To a few holding up 
the shadowy outline of destiny. Over £dgai*s 
couch — ^the snaft of a marble pillow, shone a fair 
child face, with hair like a golden glory. Far in 
thu misty distjnce gleamed a cruwu, with lands 
an J power. 

To Kaguar cair e a virion of dark eyes, beaming 
over a frt r^uy sea. iSouaJs of buttle mmgied wiiu 
the shrieking blast. A swor^l-like lurid lightning 
seemed pointing to a goal, too gory for the dwelling 
place of love. 

To none more pityingly stole tired Nature's gentle 
nurse, than to tne ^oung warrior Cedric, sleeping, 
oven as he knelt beside his arms. 

The deep heart's wish was realised in her aiiy 
realms of dreams. He was the champion of his 
King ; the glory of his country. Bright visions 
beckoned him on the path of fame. The light en- 
circling the goal grew yet more lustrous, till out of 
its ra£ance two forms apj^eared. One — a warrior 
tall and stately, of the majestic presence and gold 
tinted hair of the Sea Kum — sons of Odin. On 
his shield was a raven ; by his side a sword, like 
the wondrous sword of far-famed Volkner, the 
mighty . acestor of Ordmer. By his side stood a 
lovely NN'oman ; pale and shadowy, with golden 
locks. eeping the ground, and garments luminous 
as tho douds. Nearer, ever nearer, she drew, 
moving before and almost eclipsiig the waiiior. 
Her white arms were stretched forth ; her spirit 
seemed drawing him to her heart. The soul of the 
dreamer rose up yearningly, and called her mother 
— ^rose up eagerly to rpriug to the shelter of that 
unknown but longed for afiection — ^but lo i the rosy 
light of dawn dis|>erseil the vision, and recalled 
Cedric to the wor.d of reality. When the youth 
rose from his knees a foreboding of evil himg upon 
\m heart. The appearance of the warrior of nis 
dream was a fatal omen to one of the House of 
Ordmer. On the eve of battle it betokened death 
on the field of fight. At other times its coming 
heralded some dread misfortune to the line. But 
the mother's gentle presence was woven with tLv, 
YisiOQS of impending gloom, breathing over all 



peace and holy joy. And peace rested in the heart 
of the heir of Ordmer, when after a brief, fervent 
prayer to Heaven, he quitted the scene of his vigils 
and strange vision. 



CHAPTER XI. 

The Coronation. 

Next morning the rays of the summer sun poured, 
golden, warm, and bright, on all around ; glinting 
and sparkling on warlike decorations, and making 
costly jeivels gleam and skinner 'neath its burning 
rays. More especially did it shine on the stately 
high^ltar of Winchester Cathedral, where prepara- 
tions were making for a splendid ceremonial, the 
coronation of Edwy of England, which we have 
alluded to in the last chapter. 

Solemn and imposing, then as now, was that im- 
portant rite, which binds the diudem of power on 
a human brow,- setting them on high above their 
fellow men, aud enuuliiig a weighty amouut of 
responsibility, as the ajcouut ot taeir high olfice 
must oue day be rendered to tiie King of K^ngs, ac 
whose 80verci|^ will both thrones aud sceptres pass 
away along with their royal possessors. All Eng- 
land looked eagerly to the principal actors in tlubt 
day's pageant. The halo of popularity still encir- 
cled the youthful Kiig. The rumours of his mar- 
riage which had ;)enetrated beyond the court 
precincts, could not turn aside the wave of loyal 
enthusiasm. 

The young framed excuses from their own warm 
hearts, on account of the royal bride's marvellous 
beauty, tidings of which had floated far and wide ; 
and the older and more experienced, though the tale 
of early love found little echo in their world-worn 
minds, seeing the church took no active measures 
to evince its displeasure, contented themselves with 
following the gen^:til tide, which with one or two 
exceptions, flowed harmoniously towards the throno. 
Ruby velvet was the altar cloth, profusely be- 
spangled with gold and silver stars and crosses ; its 
massive gold fringes sweeping the tesselated pave- 
ment. 

The gilt Cross, of immense ^ize, whieh sprung 
from the centre of the altar, was beautifully carved 
and adorned with costly gems. The saerea Otv/SS I 
emblem of salvation ! The only anchor to which 
man — ^frail, perishing, man can cUng for safety 
through both time and eternity. 

Twelve costly gold candlesticks bearing immensft 
wax tapers, stood on the altar, interspersed with 
others of smaller dimensions, in chased silver. 

Jewelled vases and chalices were heaped on the 
gorgeous shrine, with a lavish hand. All the 
wealth of the Bomish Church, enriched by noble 
aud kL jiy offerings, was fully displayed, to do 
honour to England's King. 
The crown, sparkling and flashing with irres- 
[ descent light, as the ^sun's rays danced amidst its 
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sparkling gems, reposed on a velvet cushion ; while 
beside it lay the jy;olden sword and sceptre, orna- 
mented by magnificent jewels, emblems of regal 
state, dearly purchased by loss of happiness, and 
life ; sometimes, we fear, by even the hopes of 
eternity I 

I iTwelve sheathed swords, whose blades had never 
dripped with human gore, were placed on the altar, 
awaiting the chosen Imights, who wer^ that day to 
assume*them for the first time. The rails that en- 
closed the sacred shrine were richly gilt and orna- 
mented. 

Three steps led up to a kind of dais. On this 
space, by the right hand side of the altar, stood a 
chair of state, covered with velvet, bordered by 
ermine ; the tall carved back of this seat was sur- 
mounted by a gold crown ; a costlv embroidered 
footstool, of ruby velvet, was placed before it. The 
stained glass east window, with its vivid represen- 
tations of the holy Apostles, the Fathers of the 
Church, cast broad streams of gold, crimson, and 
purple light around, staining the pavement with 
rainbow rays. 

The shrine of the Virgin Mary was richly draped 
and dressed with bouquets of the choicest flowers, 
blooming in golden vases, while offerings of priceless 
value — diamond necklaces, bracelets, crosses, and 
ornaments — ^were literally heaped upon the altar. 

The marble statue of St. Peter, holding the 
sacred keys, standing in a deep recess of the wall, 
was equally supplied with costly gifts, while the 
shrines of the other saints bore evidence in their 
wealth of golden guards and gems, to the mistaken 
piety ox "uie devotees, who had vainly striven to 
win favour in the sight of Heaven by invoking the 
aid of these useless mteroessors. 

The massive pillars of the Cathedral, with their 
zig-zag moulding and carving, t^ ere entwined with 
green drapery (Nature's own livery), while crowns 
of summer's loveliest flowers blushed amid verdant 
leaves, fairer and purer than man's more elaborate 
decorations. 

On one pillar was a device which owed its birth 
to woman's taste and woman's hand — ^two *'E's," 
entwined together and fastened by a love knot, en- 
tirely comp^ed of the brightest roses. 

Proudly waved England's banner — ^the white horse, 
whilst under its folds drooped other banners once as 
triumphant, but which had been trampled down 
under the iron hoofs of the Saxon charger. The 
twelve banners of the expectant knights were sus- 
pended near the altar, their silken drapery hanging 
in graceful festoons, while they bore the arms of the 
noble owners. 

The raven and the wolf, the device of Eagnar and 
Ordmer ; the gier falcon of the Surreys — all 
were emblazoned with proud heraldic emblems — aU 
save one, which bore on its snowy surface no shield, 
no martial device, and looked strangely out of 
keeping with its proud companions. 



Outside the Cathedral were collected an immense 
group of spectators in festive garb. The vast mul- 
titude wore an eager, excited look, as if in expecta- 
tion of some deeply interesting event ; and personally 
interesting to each individual was the advent of a 
new King — a new hand to sway the sceptre of life 
and death ; to protect the liberty and happiness of 
tie nation ; to prove a benefactor or a tyrant. 
Mounted gerefas and men-at-arms kept the crowd 
from pressing too closely on the line of route the 
royal party would take on quitting the palace, whilst 
close to the principal entrance a troop of the King's 
picked soldiers, in shining armour, with scarfs, and 
white and crimson plumes nodding from their 
brazen helmets, kept a clear space, with. the points 
of their lances, for ingress into the Cathedral. 
Long the crowd had waited, each heart beating too 
high with anxiety, to catch a glimpse of the new 
King, to feel any fatigue. 

Now the spacious and lofty body of the vast 
Cathedral began to fill with the privileged specta- 
tors, who^ with a lavish display of all the glitter of 
rank and 'wealth, crowded in to take their allotted 
seats. A raised gallery immediately opposite the 
high altar, with silken hangings woven of golden 
tissue, with brilliant flowers worked in the costly 
fabric, and a royal crown emblazoned in front, was 
appropriated to the use of the Queen and the imme- 
diate ladies of her court. 

A rustle of silken robes, a faint perfume stealing 
on the summer breeze, a light echo of a silvery 
laugh, told that royal^, youth, and beauty haa 
glided into their places, and were shedding their 
lustre around. 

Many an eye turned in silent but heartfelt admi- 
ration to that lovely group, circling round the royal 
bride of England's Kmg. 

The envious hangings fully*drawn back displayed 
their varied charms to view, and the rich velvet of 
the background set o'S in fair contrast the light 
festive garb and delicate colouring of each youtMul 
beauty. Elgiva sat in the centre in her chair of 
state, the sun lighting up the braided tresses of her 
luxuriant hair till they seemed literally threaded 
with gold. 

A circlet of gems flashed from her snowy brow, 
eclipsed by the splendour of her matchless eyes ; a 
dehcate rose flushed her rounded cheek ; and she 
looked so divinely beautiful, with the light of 
genius illumining her whole face, that every heart 
m that assemblage only acknowledged she was 
fitted to b^ their Queen, and ceased to marvel that 
the youthful monarch had dared to brave the frown 
of the Church, to raise such a being to his throne 
and heart. 

But no thought of triumph or vain glory filled the 
breast of the young girl in that proud hour, when 
she was about to behold the crown placed by a 
nation's consent on the hq^ of her husband, and 
knew that each fresh honour, heaped on his gUt« 
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tering path, was only valued as it was shared by 
her. 

No, the light shining in her dark eyes was a light 
that no earthly pomp could ever kindle ; her soul 
had soared away from the vain grandeur of the pre- 
sent to those pure realms where alone it found its 
true home ; and a voiceless prayer ascended on high, 
that whatever might be her own fate, a blessing 
niijght ever rest on her beloved Edwy. 

The stately Lady Etheling of Kent, who sat near 
her, and the Countess of Sussex, little guessed what 
were the thoughts of the young Queen, whom they 
deemed placed on the topmost pinnacle of human 
power and greatness. 

Algitha ! proud Algitha ! with the gold and sreen 
scarf bound over her throbbing bosom, in all the 
lustre of her wild bright beauty, felt for a single 
second, as she gazed on the innocent brow* of her 
unconscious victim, a thrill of mingled feelings 
sweep over her. Visions of her own free childhood, 
with its untroubled brightness, centuries, long 
centuries, removed from the dark present ; visions 
of glad days, ere the dream of love cast its deso- 
latmg shadow on her onward path ; and a shudder 
shook her frame, as imagination painted the future, 
stained with blood and crime, and she longed, but 
vainly, to draw back from the downward road. 
"Too late, too late," she sighed, **Imust endure 
to the end, my honour is pledged ; I cannot now 
retract. Oh, Edwy ! Edwy ! my very soul, my 
hopes of Heaven even are lost through my fatal 
afi^ction." 

Like a young fawn Etheldreda clung to the side 
of her haughty sister, her blue eyes cutncing with 
pleasure, and her childish heart beating with a 
quicker pulse than its former careless measure. The 
proud glance of the royal Atheling, his few 
honeyed words still dwelt in her memory : and her 
fair cheek flushed brightly at the recollection ; wild 
dreams of future splendour and greatness flitted 
through her mind, thrilling each bounding pulse, 
and lending a brighter ray to her shining loveliness. 

Ina, fair drooping Ina, sat near Etheldreda. Her 
thoughts were not with the present scene, but 
dwelt ever on the image of one high-souled chivalric 
youth, with the fire of future mgh deeds kindling 
the daring eye, illumining the broad brow, and in 
whose untouched heart her image, alas, found no 
vacant shrine. 

Ah I fair girlish friiends, looking together at the 
brilliant coronation ; what an impassible distance is 
soon to sever your earthly paths ; ye, who played 
through childhood's mirthful hours in the convent's 
happy gardens. Who would have deemed the most 
unlikely of the twain, was destined soon to revisit 
those quiet shades again, for a brief space, ere the 
early broken heart found rest in the sUent tomb. 

Judith, more wilful and piquant than ever, with 
the wild sparkle of mischief dancing and smiling 
from eje and lip, wore a rosy scarf, the counter- 



part of the one she had given to her chosen knight : 
yes, chosen, but not the young heart's free choice, 
for deep down in its crystal waters, so deep the 
casual observer would never see the reflection, shoiio 
the dark handsome face of the Kentish Etheling. 

Judith ! wayward, «nlful, maiden, dancing 
gladly on the road of life, bright and fair with love 
and hope, short is thine hour of gladness, for the 
advancing future has dark and heavy sorrows laid 
up in store for thee. 

Ethel, who was stationed close behind the 
Queen's chair, felt her cheek glow, and her heart 
beat lightly, as the girlish fancy she had long 
cherished for her betrothed, was confirmed by the 
brief interview of the preceding evening ; and, 
with all the warmth of a trusting woman's nature, 
she dreamed not that any imperfection existed in 
her handsome idol. 

Gaily smiled and jested the other maidens ; rose 
bright gleamed the future to those laughing eyes, 
blinded to the shadows of the dark to be ; their 
dreams painted life sunny and glowing as their own 
fancies, and they heeded not the thorns and briars 
of the stony road they had yet to travel, ere the 
wide portals of the tomb opened to receive the tired 
wanderers. 

Now a flourish of trumpets breaks on the listen- 
ing ear, and every one knows that the King is at 
lumd. Slowly, and solemnly arose a deep chant, 
swelling and increasing as it draws nearer and 
nearer ; young fresh voices blend with the solemn 
sti*ain, rising in clear silverv notes above the deep 
toned chanting of the rest ; the tramp of many feet 
is heard, and now, deiiling through the wide 
opened portals of the cathedral, threading its 
course down the crowded aisl ya, comes a grand and 
stately procession. 

Two and two, arrayed in all the rude splendour 
of those early ages, walk the proudest of England's 
nobles. Earl Ordmer, the fierce Dane, and Hialmar 
of Surrey, side by side, bringing up the rear. 

Ordmer's eyes rove round the assembly ; eager, 
upturned faces meet his view ; no frowniug brows, 
no disloyal hearts, seem in that vast building. He 
lifts not his glance to the gallery, where the Queen 
and her court are seated, for he knows too well that 
his dark haired Algitha only stands by the throne, 
and that another fills that high seat, which the Earl 
had destined for a daughter of his house. Fiercely 
his strong right hand is clenched, and an oath of 
future vengeance muttered, but he passes on for the 
present, as the stream is too strong just then for 
his single arm to stem. 

Then follow a long train of youths in snowy 
garbs, with blue and gold scarfs, and long locks 
flowing down their shoulders. They swing golden 
censers of incense, whose heavy aromatic odours 
load the summer air. 

The clergy, in their full robes of white, ^Id, 
crimson, and purple sheen^ walk clooely behmd; 
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most of the holy body l)earmg gilt cruoifizes in 
their hand. Wulf stan, of Winchester, comes side 
by side with Dunstan of Worcester. Strange fate I 
which forces the paths of these bitter enemies to 
mingle so often. 

Wolfstan's fair, frank face can be read as an open 
book. No dark, disloyal thoughts, no traitorous 
projeets are masked by that smooth brow, veiled 
oy those kind grey eyes. No words that wound, 
words that kiU, issue from that r^ell-cut, smiling 
mouth. He feels the interest of a true father, tem- 
pered by the deepest reverence for his young King 
and dear pupil. Splendid are the good bishop's 
robes, stiff with silk and embroidery. A jewelled 
collar adorns his neck, and gems glitter on his 
fingers. 

Dunstan's attire, on the contrary, is of the sim- 
plest make. Neither gems nor gold relieve its dark 
outlines. The sole ornament he wears is the cross, 
fastened round the neck by a steel chain. But no 
robes nor outward sheen are needed to make this 
man shine forth conspicuous. Nature has moulded 
him in a conmiandiug scale, fired his dark eyes 
with genius, and left the signet of power on* his 
brow. His step resembles that of a conqueror 
striding over a battle field, strewn with the bodies 
of the fallen. 

Many shuddered as he passed along, shuddered 
with fear and dread, but none dared, even in their 
inmost hearts, to despise the mighty Dunstan. 
Haughty Odo, in archbishop's garb, the mitre on his 
head, his scarlet and gemmed robe flashing in the 
sunlight, holding a magnificent golden cross, the 
base and handle, crusted with diamonds, rubies, 
and emeralds, walked before the King with a martial 
tread, his soul raging with intense hatred to the 
very monarch on whose head the crown was about 
to be placed. 

llien came the object of all this assembly, the 
hope, the star of the nation — the King, the yoimg 
King. 

EdwVs face was very pale, pale with strong feel- 
ings ; feelings that make men heroes, make them 
martyrs : noble generous sentiments. Longings to 
make mankind happier and better crowd that young 
breast ; then, alas, the painful conviction that he 
may never be able to carry these high resolves mix> 
action, or realise his vivid day dreams, rushes 
through his mind, and drives the colour from the 
cheek, though the blue eyes flash brightly with the 
light of the immortal soul ; so with these mingled 
emotions the royal Saxon passes on to the altar, to 
assume the crown of his ancestors. 

His inner robe, fitting tightly to the slight form, 
is of costly silk, woveu with fiowers of gold, and 
fastened by a golden belt, the clasp blazing with 

Sems. An ornamental collar, from wMch smnes a 
iamond star and cross, hangs on his breast, and 
bis outer mantle, flowing to the ground, is of price- 
lew textare, stiff with gold and gems, and boraered 



with ermine. His luxnriant golden locks flow far 
down his shoulders, and his Sii spiritual face and 
delicate features make him indeed a bright star, 
maidens mieht worship, as well as strong men bend 
the knee to nim in homage, for he possessed all the 
lion spirit of his race. 

So nobly gifted, surely the shafts of envy and 
hatred could never reach so high a mark. 

AU hearts wanned to the kinely youth, as in all 
his bright young beauty he moved proudly on to the 
sacred shrine. Ah, turn aside ! take not that fatal 
crown, fatal to so many of thy royal line, and 
destined to be doubly fatal to thee, as the life of thy 
heart's best treasure is the price of that golden circlet. 

Close behind Edwy, two and two, come the band 
ef chosen knights. Edgar and the young Etheling 
of Kent head the train, the royal Atideling gives an 
upward elance to the Queen's gallery, and his light- 
ning look takes in one fairy form, whose young 
hea^ flutters with a glow of delight as she sees her 
scarf bound over the breast of the gallant Prince. 

Where is the badge of the Earl of Kent ? his 
shining armour bears no colours, no sign of maiden's 
gentle influence ; and his dark eyes have a shadow 
in their depths. 

Judith felt her cheek turn pale as she witnessed 
this testimony before the eyes of a world, of his 
devotion to her image ; and a gentler, softer feeling 
came to that wayward heart ; but, stifling the 
passing emotion, she was again her own bright self, 
and able to meet with a scornful smile the indignant 
look of the slighted Lady Ada, of Surrey, whose 
proud breast swelled to suffocation at this public 
afiront put on her charms. 

How each maiden gazed with her soul in her 
eyes, as that youthful band passed on, clad in 
shining mail ; the golden spurs, buckled on ; the 
whole paraphernalia of knigntly guise complete, all 
save the sword and belt; and wearing above the 
polished armour, which bound the throbbing heart 
beating for glory, the brilliant scarf, whose silken 
meshes were woven by the snowy fingers of 
beauty. — ^We must pass over the royal procession of 
the King's household, and hasten on to the import- 
ant ceremony. 

Solenmly and grandly swelled the sacred "Te 
Deum," rising to the vaulted roof of the cathedral, 
as the procession drew near the altar, each in turn 
bent low for one moment; then the nobles filed 
aside, and divided themselves into two different 
groups at the foot of the altar. The choir passed 
into their appointed places, and the clergy entered 
within the golden n^s, and arranged themselves in 
order. 

The young King stands alone on the highest step, 
where he kneels on a velvet cushion for a brief 
space, while his chosen knights place themselves — 
six on one side and six on the other —on the second 
step ; the Athelins standing on the right hand, 
nearest his kii^y brother. 
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A breathless hush fills the vast building ; the 
hush with which we await some mighty event. 

The Saxon monarch rises from his knees and faces 
the assembled people : the sunbeAms dancing on 
his bright hair, and flashing from his gem begirt 
robes. 

Odo advances to the front of the altar rails, and 
in a loud sonorous voice, whose tones ran^ l^e a 
clarion note through the hearts of all. exclaims : — 

"Most Reverend Bishops and Clergy of the 
Bomish Church, Nobles and People of England, T, 
the primate of the Holy See, now present to ye all, 
£dwy» of England, as your king ; by virtue of the 
dying bequest of his late uncle, Edred (of blessed 
tnemory), to him of the crown aM sceptre, as well 
as the unanimous vote of the late Witenagemot. 
Long live King Edwy! Grod, the blessed Virgin, 
and all holy Saints protect him and prosper his 
reign." 

A loud Amen, as from one voice and one heart 
answered this address, then Edwy stepp^ to the 
edee of the dais, and in a clear liquid voice, with 
a flush on his fair face and a bright gleam in his 
blue eye, thus addressed the throng : — 

" Odo, Archbishop of Canterbury, bishops, clergy, 
nobles, and my good people^In the name of God, 
and his Son our Redeemer, I solemnly promise 
before this assemblage and the eye of Heaven, on 
the day of my coronation, to observe to my life's 
end faithfully these three conditions laid down for 
all Saxon monarchs to follow. First, that the 
Church of God and aU Christian people, i^all always 
preserve true peace under our auspices. Secondly, 
that 1 will forbid all injustice and rapacity to every 
class and condition of men. Thirdly, that I will so 
command mercy and equity in all my judgments 
that to me and you the gracious and merciful God 
may likewise extend his mercy." 

A solemn Amen answered this speech, ai^d never 
was vow made by monarch so faithfully kept, aye, 
even unto the death. 

Again the King knelt, and all present threw 
themselves on their knees, whilst Odo read the two 
prescribed prayers in Latin, his loud harsh voice 
seeminfc as if he invoked curses rather than blessingps 
on the head of the prostrate monarch. 

Wulfstan, of Winchester, here stepped forward, 
and raising the crown from its velvet cushion, held 
it over the younff King, while he emphatically said : 
»« "Edwy, in the name of the Father, Son, and 
Holy Spirit, I consecrate thee this day King of Eng- 
land ; long mayest thou rei^ over the Saxon people." 

An earnest prayer was uien uttered by the good 
bishop, a prayer which ascended on high, winced 
with the soul's fervour, and returned to earth with 
a rich blessing on the pious utterer. 

Still the monarch kneels, whilst the eyes of all 
present never wander from his slight figure. 

Dunstan now quits his place among &e officiating 
priests, and with the holy oil in a golden chalice, 



draws near the King. Wulfstan unfastens his 
jewelled collar, and partially unclasps his robe. 
The Bishop of Worcester then pours the consecrated 
oil on his head. Slowly it trickles over those golden 
curls — ^the consecrated stream, which sets the youth 
henceforth apart from his fellow men as their ruler ; 
their sovereign ! Dunstan's hand never trembles ; 
his eyes never lose their lustre ; aye, though hia 
heart is plotting treason and foul conspiracy against 
his newly annointed monarch. 

Now a triumphant anthem bursts forth, the King 
rises, and all stand whilst those glorious strains 
swell aloft. Again Odo lifts his voice in prayer, 
then taking the jewelled sword from the altar he 
fastens it by a gilded chain to the King's belt, saying 
— *' Edwy, King of all the Saxons, I gird thee 
with the sword of thy warlike ancestors, that thou 
mayest have power to defeat all enemies of thy 
throne and kingdom. Like the advent of a new 
sun may thy course be heralded with joy and light, 
and like that setting sun may thy depsurting beams 
gild the horizon of hfe, leaving a stream of radiant 
glory behind." 

Again Edwy prostrates himself, and Wulfstan 
places the flashing crown on his bent brow — ^the 
fatal circlet rests on his flowing curls. 

Elglva's cheek grew pale as she saw the nation's 
diadem placed on that young head, and a voiceless 
prayer arose from her soul that the hand of the 
King of Kings might one day bestow on Edwy an 
immortal crown, the lustre of whose deathless gems 
would never be stained b3r blood, or bitter c&ops 
wrung from the souls anguish. 

Just as the circlet pressed his brow, a sudden 
thunderstorm darkened the whole Cathedral ; the 
superstitious Saxons, who believed in every portent 
of Nature, shuddered, and thought it an omen of 
evil. True, the sun soon burst forth again in bright 
glory, but a shadow lingered on the minds of all. 

The crowned monarch rose while Dunstan, on 
bended knee, placed the sceptre in his young hand 
— ^the sceptre of a kingdom. 

Again the voice of prayer rises on high, then the 
gilded orb is placed in Edwy's grasp, and he once 
more bends to receive the flnal benediction, pro- 
nounced by Odo with outstretched arms, first sign- 
ing the cross ; then with another short prayer the 
coronation end&. 

After a brief interval, spent in private devotions, 
the newly-anointed King of England rises, and 
takes his seat on the chair of State. 

A pause ensues, a breathing space in that exciting 
day, during which the Sovereign receives the 
homage of the nobles. Then commences a less im- 
posing, but equally interesting spectacle — ^the 
knightnood of the chosen band. 

The Atheling advances, supported by Earls 
Ordmer and Sithrio, his knightly sponsors, and 
bends one knee before his kingly brother, who, 
taking the jewelled sword from the hand of th« 
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Earl of Sussex, lays it lishtly on the youth's 
■hoalder, while the boy's dark eyes flash with 
pride and affection, as he inly vows to be true to his 
king. Light vow I lightly taken ; and oh ! how 
hghtly bronen. The oath of chivalry is read by 
Wulfstaa, ** Fidelity to his King, country, and the 
lady of his heart." Edgar swears to keep the 
solemn pledge, and one lightning glance tells Ethel- 
dreda mat one part of the compact will not bd 
easily broken. 

The royal Stripling is now a knight ; the sword is 
pttt iato his hahd by Dunstan, who fii^t blesses it ; 
the ornamental belt is girded round his waist by 
one of the Bishops ; then with a prouder step than 
his wont the young Prmce retires to let his next 
companion take his place. 

One by one the band kneel in turn to their new 
King. Edwy smiled, as the enthusiastic look of 
Gedric met his own, and he read the unuttered 
world of love, and devotion beamiag from the boy's 
dark eyes. :>11 those young hearts beat with loyal 
ardour ; all were true to the death, save two — the 
two who wore the fatal green scarf. 

Now the stately procession forms once more, and 
sweeps down the Cathedral aisles. The King, in ail 
his royal pomp, his crown, and glittering robes ; the 
sword of State, the arch, and sceptre borne before 
him, passes along, while following in his steps, as 
shade follows light, walk the young heroes of the 
future. 

One breast among them, swelling high with long- 
ings to achieve a noble name by his trusty right arm, 
and in the laurels of Fame to crown an obscure 
origin with glory ; ves, the purple scarf of a Queen 
was bound across tne bosom of a true knight, and 
as long as that heart beat, its every throb was true 
• to that gentle lady and his King. 

Splendid was the coronation banquet, which took 
place in the grand banquetting hsSL of the palace. 
All that wealth und taste could lavish was heaped 
on the ^oaning board ; gold and silver plate, in 
rich profusion, with costly gemmed goblets, and 
golden chalices and flagons, interspersed with silver 
drinking horns, and vessels of all sizes. Viands of 
every kind filled the tables, while at the head of the 
royal board, in the chair of State, beneath a silken 
canopy, sat the crowned monarch of England, in his 
rem^l robes. 

Behlad his chair stood the two maiden cup 
hearers, and the King^s taster, a young girl. Near 
these ^-ere the Disc Thegn, and other officers of the 
household. On the right hand of the King sat the 
haughty Odo, a deep flush on his cheek, and a 
fierce light in his eyes, as again and again his golden 
goblet was replenished with the ruby wine, and 
spiced hippocras. On the left of Edwy was his 
ruyal brother ; a smile on eye and lip, and a half 
* hought on his mind of how he should like the day 
a come when he should preside at the banquet as 
overeign of England. 



Dunstan is seated near Ode, and Ordmer next the 
Benedictine, the Dane's fierce soul waiJng hotter 
and hotter under the influence of the strong wines. 
Wulfstan alone was absent from the boarc^ sudden 
indisposition confining him to his chamber. 

All the highest nobles sat round the tables, and 
conspicuous amongst these were the youthful 
knights. Neither the Queen nor her fair maidens 
graced the festival, &nd some of the young hearts 
present felt a sad blank, as they missed the laugh- 
ing eyes and sunny tresses of beauty ; but it was 
not the rule for ladies to appear on State or solemn 
feast days. Brithric who, elated by the preference 
of the Lady Algitha and the friendship of the 
Atheling, was more loud and boisterous than usual; 
turned scornfully to the stranger knight, by whom 
he was seated, saying, ** Well, sir stranger, thou 
wert indeed bom under a lucky star, that our new 
King should signal one like thee to serve in his 
ch )8en body guard. It is a pity thy family are not 
as illustrious as thy soaring pretensions, or that no 
device adorns thy knightly banner." 

** Sir Brithric," replied Albert, in a quiet tone, 
''thy sneer passes harmless ; mine own arm, and 
my trusty sword shall win me a prouder device 
than any that adorns thy shield, won by the prowess 
of thine ancestors. I shall yet live to make the 
royal lady, who gave me her scarf, confess that she 
did not bestow it unworthily.*' 

"Brave words, brave words," said young Brithric, 
*'we will trust they are followed, by deeds, but 
those who boast the loudest are generally the most 
slack in performing." 

Albert's eye flashed for one moment, then he 
calinly replied : — 

** Thou art right, sir knight, I must live to prove 
my words." 

And gloriously was that pledge fulfilled ; he lived 
to become the founder of a noble family, whose 
device was an arm and hand grasping a naked 
sword, with a scarf bound round the hilt, and the 
first motto ever used emblazoned underneath, — 
* * Deeds, not words. " 

Louder grew the laugh and jest, scarcely restrained 
by the presence of royalty, as the Saxons emptied 
and refilled their brimming goblets ; and paler grew 
the young King's face, while a scornful smile curved 
his lip as he still sat at the gilded banquet. 

"Ah, your Majesty," remarked Odo, "thou doest 
poor justice to the good cheer I trow," and he 
glanced {tt the monarch's jewelled chalice, which re- 
mained untouched ; "thou shouldst, like the kings 
of olden days, set thy nobles a good example, as 
they drain the sparklinc; wine and foaming mead in 
thy kingly honour." 

*• Yes, my good archbishop," answered the youth- 
ful sovereign, "thou sayest right, I trust always to 
set my subjects a good example, for where ought 
they to look if not to the throne ; but I shall not 
confine myself to encouraging my nobles in Oxaining 
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the wine cap : bat for ttriving to become wiser and 
better, to leading less selfish lires, and devotinff 
some of their wealth and power for the benefit of 
others. — ^These are my intentions, my reign will 
prove how they are carried out." 

"A difficult reform, your Majesty,'* said Odo 
carelessly, ''to make a warlike ii;j:hting nation a 
M of learned sages ; but the kingly purple is very 
piow^rful," — ^^ith a ^alf sneer— «** so, perhaps, thou 
mayest live to see thine id^al schemes brought to 
perfection.'* 

Edwy's eyes met the Archbishop's, who lowered 
his glance at that searching look, he fancied his 
own secret scheme were read, and the meshes of the 
web, weaving so silently round the royal youth, 
might yet be rent asunder by one sweep of that 
vigorous arm. 

"We must crush the lion's whelp," he muttered, 
''ere its teeth be grown, or it will rend us all to 
pieces." 

How, in the meantime, had the other guests fared? 

The Etheling of Kent longed to see the fair 
Judith, and read in her bright eyes, if his decided 
preference had still further estranged that wilful 
heart : deeply absorbed in his own thought, he 
forgot the passing scene. 

Young Cedric nad been too much engrossed with 
the gooa cheer to bestow any attention on his royal 
friend and master. Suddenly glancing up, he saw 
the monarches place vacant. 

"Ah ! our king has deserted us too soon," he 
said to Ulric, whose place was next his own ; "I 
marvel he should retire from the banquet hall, and 
the midst of his faitiiful lieges." 

So it was ; wearied with the noise, the heat, the 
ungenial society, the young sovereign, had sought 
a purer atmosphere, and retired to the bower of 
love, where bloomed his cherished fiower. 

Stolen away, with a whispered word to his 
chamberlain, contrary to royal etiquette, which 
forbade Saxon monarchs to quit the hall of feasting 
the first ; but Edwy longed to be with Elg^iva, to 
breathe to her listening ear the tale of his own 
f«elingB, which found no ecu > in the ungeu^:il minds 
around. 

"Marry," exclaimed the aerce Ordmer, as his 
dark eye fell on the vacant place at the head of the 
board ; "Edwy, the King, nas left his nobles and 
gone to sun himself, like a love-sick dreamer, in the 
eyes of his bride ; by my father's beard, Ordmer, 
the Dane, will not brook such an insult ; how sayest 
thou, Odo, shall I go and drag the boy back by 
force?" 

" Peace, peace,'* answered Odo, sternly; "wouldest 
thou destroy all ; such a daring act would draw 
on thee the vengeance of the nobles, who would 
then make common cause with the king; Preserve 
thy strong arm and willing sword till occasion re- 
quires, events are all ripening for the crisis ; we 
must wait till Dunstan gives the signal." 
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Aye, wait," said Dunstan, who had overheard 
them ; "but ^e com is nearly ripe, soon the sickle 
of destruction will lay it level with the ground ; 
this present act of contempt only paves the way 
more securely. " 

"By my faith," broke out Ordmer, impetuously 
starting frcm his seat, and striking his hand on the 
table, " I will sav my say, and aU the archbishops 
and bishops in Christendom shall not hinder me. 
How say ye, nobles of England, will ye be mocked 
itnd flouted by a beardless . youth, whom your own 
hands have crowned 1 Will ye allow him to bring 
contempt on your heads, and the blush of shdme to 
yjur fajes, by leaving the bmquet od the clay of 
his coronation to whisper love words to a woman's' 
ear ? Let us send to request his immediate return." 

" I like not such irrevelant mention of your King 
and my brother," said Edgar, his whole face glowiuv 
with generous indignation, "and I think. Earl 
Ordmer, thou hast strangely forgotten thyself to 
speak such rude words of thine anomted sovereign." 

The Dane's fiery eyes glar^ on the royal youth, 
> but Dunstan's hand was on his arm, and an em- 
phatic whisper bade him be seated. 

Cedric looked indignant at his father's speech, 
though he felt that the King need not have drawn 
this anger on nimself by offending the prejudices of 
his subjects. 

"I think," interposed the Earl of Sussex, "his 
Majesty should consult his own good pleasure in 
witndrawing from the table, and we as loyal lieges 
have no risht to question the royal will." 

"Tush,'^ said many an angry lip. "The Kinc 
must return. Some of the nobles should be deputea 
to fetch him. Hialmar of Surrey shall be our 
messenger." 

"By the holy saints, no," said Hialmar; "I 
decline the mission. I will not break in upon the 
royal privacy." 

"Nor I, either," rejoined Ordmer curtly, "for 
fear in my auger I might forget I was addressing 
my sovereign. Dunstan, Bishop of Worcester, we 
depute thee to do the errand thyself." 

"I am willing," said Dunstan, with assumed 
meekness, " to fulfil the wishes of this noble com- 
pany ; but I should like to take a companion with 
me. My relative, the Bishop Gneaius will not 
refuse to accompany me." 

" I am right willing to do so," replied Gnesius ; 
a short portly individual, whose rubicund face and 
stout figure, showed that the bishop's robe covered 
no ascetic frame ; and he r )se and quitted the hall 
of feasting with Dunstan. 

Softly blew the summer's evening breeze through 
the opened lattice, just waring the golden curls of 
Elgiva, as she sat by her harp at the window of her 
own private chamber ; having released her luxuriant 
hair from its fastenings. 

One snowy arm encircled tbe harp, and her fingers 
idly played with its gilded wires, as she bent slightly 
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forward to meet the impassioned gaze of England's 
£ingi who carelessly reclined at her feet, with his 
blue eyes rivfitted, with all the heart's first devo- 
tion, on her lovely face. 

The crown was placed on a table ; its jewelled 
splendour should not stand between those two young 
hearts. 

The Princess Ulrica, who was seated somewhat 
apart, busily embroidering, glanced up, and thought 
that life was not all sorrow, when it contained 
moments such as these ; and the proud heart 
swelled with a mother's gentle love, as she saw the 
lavish affection Edwy poured upon her peerless 
child, and in the present happiness she forgot, she 
heeded not the gathering storm. 

The apartment was tastefully furnished ; its 
adorning had been done by the hand of afifection, 
and all the appliances of taste and luxury those 
days afforded, had been laid on the shrine of the 
yoimg bride. 

But Elg^va heeded not the splendour and beauty 
aroimd her. She saw only the blue eyes of the 
beloved one, and in that glance, which expressed 
more than the lips could ever utter, the young heart 
was fully satisfied. 

A knock at the door broke the brief dream. The 
world ! — must it intrude even into the bower of 
love ! 

The first summons was imheard ; a second came, 
and loader. 

A flush darkened the King's face, as he impa- 
tiently exclaimed, ** Viust my privacy be ever thus 
broken. " 

The door opened, and Dunstan and his companion 
took in the picture at one glance. The monk's 
whole soul seemed convulsed. Was it that the 
sight of pure happy love, brought back his own 
past, and breathed of joys which he could never 
share, we know not, but a hatred more deadly and 
malignant than he had ever yet felt, took its birth 
towards those two guileless beings. 

Angrily Edwy sprang to his feet, his eyes flashing 
with annoyance, whilst Elgiva turned to Dunstan 
with an air of haughty wonder ; Ulrica looked on 
at the scene with intense amazement. 

" Bishop of Worcester," said the young monarch, 
in tones which were calm only through a mighty 
effort, ** What important news affecting the safety 
of our kingdom, dost thou bring, that without per- 
mission thou breakest through our retirement, and 
forcest thyself on our presence unannounced. Speak 
quickly, and I will request our Queen to pardon thy 
rude intrusion." 

"Edwy of England," replied Dunstan, whose 
pale face took a more ashy hue, as all the boiling 
passions of his fiery nature surged up, and swelled, 
threatening to overleap their barriers, and break 
the iron control of years ; " I come, an unworthy 
messenger, truly ; but deputed by all thy loving 
subjects, to beg with their respectful greetings, that | 



thou wilt resume thy vacant place at the banquet, 
and shed the lustre of thy kingly presence around. 
I crave pardon for my intrusion," and his eyes fell 
on the Queen, whose fair face flushed at the inso- 
lence of the bishop, but she commanded herself and 
remained silent ; ''but my mission was imperative." 

"Not imperative enough Dunstan." indignantly 
ejaculated the king, " to make thee forget the res- 
pect due to royalty. But we will speak further of 
this anon. Iletire from our presence ; and inform 
our subjects that when their sovereign leaves the 
hall of feasting, it is a sufficient sisn he returns not 
again, and we charge thee on thy fealty not to 
tnrust thyself again upon us, on pretence oi bearing 
messages which we think presumptuous on the part 
of our nobles." 

"Nay, your majesty," said Dunstan, "not so. 
I will not bear such a message back to those who 
sent me. Beware of stretching the kingly prero- 
gative too far. Thou hast already infringed the 
rules of royal etiquette, by leaving the banquetting 
hall at such an unseemly hour. But I know thy 
attraction ; the smile of a weak woman, who has 
lured thee to the brink of destruction by her guile- 
ful beauty ; and who will never rest till she has 
driven thee from the throne of England, and the 
throne of thy people's affections. And thou, 
madam," and the benedictine turned to the Princess 
Ulrica, whose proud form was drawn to its utmost 
height ; ** Thou hast gained the summit of thine 
ambitious schemes ; thou hast secured the crown 
for thy child ; but mark my words, the frown of 
the church is on the unhallowed union ; it cannot 
last ; vain, haughty woman, thou hast sacrificed 
two victims to thy cruel pride, thine own child, and 
this dreaming youth ; but I will save him, aye, 
save him in spite of himself, from the consequences 
of his own rash act." 

Seizing the crown, he placed it on the King's 
head ; then grasping his arm, essayed to lead him 
from the room. 

Shaking off the lawless touch, with a look of 
regal dignity, Edwy of England drew himseK to 
his full height, and glanced at Dunstaji in a manner 
which awed even that undaunted soul. 

Elgiva, who had borne aU insults to herself in 
silent contempt, started from her seat when that 
sacrilegious hand was laid upon her husband, and 
rushed between him and the benedictine ; her beau- 
tiful face flushed with noble fire, and her lips parted 
with scorn ; she looked almost sublime in her 
grand anger. 

" Dunstan, Bishop of Worcester," said the young 
queen, "thou hast committed a grave offence againsd 
thy country, which thou hast treasonably 
insulted in the person of its anointed sovereign. It 
is not for me to judge of the appropriate punish- 
ment, but, let me tell thee — proud, ambitious man I 
hidine the traitor's heart under the monkish cowl— 
tiiiat XDj weak arm, or the arm, of a thousand such 
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as fhe6, cannot shake ihe throne which is upheld by 
the King of kings. 

''The nobW swords will all flash from their glit- 
teiing scabbards, and gather round their kins ; and 
th^ wilt find that the sceptre, which to-£iy has 
been placed in his hand, is not a mere bauble, but 
win be used to achieve the ends of justice. 

"Thine insults to me I pardon, as they are 
beneath contempt ; for a man who can insult any 
wonian, much niore a queen, must be so base and 
degraded that he is dead to all sense of manly 
honour. No Church can divide those whom the 
Hand of Heaven has joined together, and not a world 
should drag me from the kmg, unless to save his 
honour, dearer than life or happiness to me. 

'* Retire from thy sovereign's presence, and my 
noble mother's, the Princess U Irica, whom thy base 
words have falsely maligned ; and reflect, another 
time, e'er passion usurps the place of judgment, 
that thou canst not trifle with royalty." 

Hiose few words, mnd in the eloquence of strong 
feeling, stinick even Bunstan, and he paused in his 
blind rage, uncertain how to proceed. The doubt 
was soon ended. Edwy, the young king, calmly 
said, 

'' My fair queen, and noble princess, I crave thy 
patdon while I leave ye, to return for a few moments 
to the banquettine haU. Lead on. Bishop of Wor- 
cester, we follow,^ and with a proud step, and a 
deeper light in his brilliant eyes, the royal Saxon 
followed Dunstan, who, chafing with rage, pre- 
ceded the youthful monarch, h^ minion Gnesius 
crouching after him. 

All eyes turned on the king as he walked down 
the lordly hall, and instinctively they rose from 
their seats, while many held their breath, for the 
respect due to royalty was peculiarly strong in those 
early times, and there was a flash in Edwy's eye 
which boded no good, and many feared they had 
carried their temerity too far, 
P Scarcely had the king resumed his seat, than 
Dunstan, chafing, and half mad with passion, ex- 
claimed — 

''Nobles of England, I have torn your monarch, 
by force, from the feet of her he calls his queen." 

Edwy rose to his full height, and, with eyes that 
emitted sparks of living fire, said, in a voice never 
forgotten by those who heard it : — 

"Twice this evening, people of England, has this 
daring man defied lus sovereign ; forcing himself 
into our private chamber ; rudely placing me crown 
on our head ; and even daring to lay his profane 
erasp on our royal person. A Saxon King never 
forgives such an insult. And now he has spoken 
sli^tingly of one dearer and more precious than 
our own life — our Queen Elgiva. An example must 
be made, to teach England that her King knows 
how to punish, as well as to reward. Men-at-arms, 
remove thmstan. Abbot of Glastonbury — no longer 
Bishop of Worcester; from the hall. Set a guard 



Upon him for to-night ; to-morrow we summon our 
council, to decide upon his future fate." 

Waving his hand as a signal, the soldiers advanced 
from theu: station at the end of the hall to execute 
their mission ; and not one dissentient voice was 
raised, not one hand uplifted, as the discomfited 
abbot was led from among them ; even his best 
friend, Odo, of Canterbury, felt that Dunstan's 
uncontrollable passion had betrayed him too far. 

On the first impulse of their hearts, Cedric and 
Kagnar had sprung to the side of the King, and 
partly unsheathed their swords. 

" Nay, my kind friends ;" remarked Edwy, smil- 
uigly, laying his hand on Cedrio's shoulder ; " Un- 
sheathe not your blades in my cause. The King of 
England trusts more to the affection of his subjects 
than to warlike weapons. Let not the iU -advised 
words of a too presumptuous priest mar the revel- 
ling of our banquet. It is but the bursting of a 
few drops, not a thunder-storm, and will only clear 
the atmosphere." 

So saying, the monarch resumed his seat, and 
never had his eye shone more brightly, his smile 
beamed more graciously on all than on that evening ; 
his pride hid the wound he had received, but the 
shaft aimed at Elgiva rankled deeply in his heart. 
Cedric's glance met his father's, scowling darkly at 
him, and the flash of the youth's indignant eye was 
like steel striking flint. The Earl read in that look 
the generous nature of youth rising against cruelty 
and wrong, and felt that his son inherited all the 
fire of his Danish line, with the nobler chivalry of 
the Saxon. Long the revel lasted ; wine cups were 
filled and emptied, and repeated "Waes Hael" 
drained. Edgar's boyish soul glowed with his 
sudden fancy for the fair Etheldreda ; we cannot 
dignify his feelings with the name of love, for they 
sprang only from the extraordinary beauty of the 
maiden, and he longed to call her his own with that 
arbitrary disposition so strong in him, which was 
never gratified save by possession of the coveted 
prize. 

The Etheling of Kent alone looked sad and 
gloomy ; the jests of his companions found no re- 
sponse in his mind. One fair face ever smiled pro- 
vokingly before him, luring him on, and on, and 
still eluding his eager grasp. 

** Wherefore hast thou so slighted my sister, the 
Lady Ada ?" demanded Wilfrid of Surrey, ** that 
thou refusest Adalbert of Kent to wear her colours ; 
no noble damsel will tamely brook such a public 
affront, and I, as her brother, must demand an 
account from thee of thy behaviour." 

"Because," said the Etheling, his face glowing 
with mingled feelings, "I would not pay thy fair 
sister the empty mockery of wearing her colours, 
and proclaiming myself her chosen knight, when 
my whole heart and soul is another's ; and I have 
vowed if she smiles not on my suit, never to woo 
or wed mortal maiden, Pardon me, good Wilfrid, 
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but the Jjftdy Ada ¥rill iievier need a champion to 
publiah her charms, and 1 respect her too highly to 
obtrade myself for a moment in the place of one 
who will value her as she deserves." 

" It is sufficient," replied Wilfrid, " K thy heart 
is no longer free, thou art right in thy course of 
action ; tor my part I intend to be constant to 
Ursula of Winchester ; — (a start and heightened 
colour betrayed the hearer's interest in anything 
approaching the cherished name;) — for thouch I 
love not the maiden as yet, her image as well as 
any other may stand on my heart's vacant shrine." 

Merrily jested the other gay knights ; bright 
images of love and glory filled their nunds, so with 
mirth and cordiality closed the feast, which at one 
time threatened to have such a stormy ending. 
Passionately the young King pressed Elgiva to his 
breast, but even as her responsive heart throbbed 
against his own, a chill foreboding seized him that 
it might not long be given him to hold her there. 

A feeling stole to his prophetic soul ; too dark, 
too sad, for tears. 

CHAPTER XIL 

BANISHMENT OF DUNSTAN. 

It yet wanted a few minutes to noon on the day 
after the coronation, and England's Earls and 
Thegns stood together in the hall of council, wait- 
ing the appearance of England's King. 

Some were in knots of two or three ; and the low 
whisper, and occasionally a louder word, betrayed 
that the subject on which they conversed was one 
of great interest. And it was of interest : as it in- 
volved an important step —a step on which a destiny, 
perchance a kingdom, hung. The clergy mingled 
with the nobles ; as the Church always took a 
prominent part in affairs of state. 

Odo, of Canterbury, was not there. Earl Ordmer, 
who was standing a little apart, eagerly watched 
the entrance door to catch a glimpse of his tall, 
portly figure. 

The Bishop of Winchester, recovered from his 
temporary indisposition (but with a shade of pallor 
on his handsome face), conversed in low tones with 
Hialmar of Surrey, whose flashing eye and redden- 
ing brow betrayed how strongly Ms heart was in his 
subject. 

**Nay, it was a daring act. Lord Surrey," said 
WulfstsJi, "to presume to lay hands on an annointed 
sovereign; more especially was it unseemly in a 
Minister of Christ to let his evil passions so break 
forth that he transgressed the laws of the country. 
Knowest thou what Dunstan's punishment will 
be?" 

**By the holy rood, not I," answered Surrey, 
** but were I consulted, I should be for using the 
ntmost severity. It is always good, especially for 
a young King like Edwy, to commence his reign by 
inspiring a little wholesome fear in the breasts of 



his subjects. But Donstan is a dangeromt. man to 
meddle with, unless he is crushed at one stroke." 

** True," said Wulfstan, in whose breast affection 
for Edwy conquered his hatred of the disgraced 
abbot ; ** but it is a difficult matter, requiring care 
and reflectioii, and should be warily dealt with ; 
ascertaining how the pulse of the nobles beats — 
whether soft or strong — for Dunstan has many 
partisans, and it would never answer for a set of 
hydra-like enemies to be starting up round the 
throne. Here comes one of his most powerful 
allies," he added, as the Archbishop of Canterbury 
strode into tihe room, his eyes iiashmg challenge, as 
he scanned Ihe faces of the assembled group. 

Behind hun came Turketul, the late High Chan- 
cellor, with a wavering step. He had been very ill, 
but had been forced to come by Odo, to assist I)un- 
stan, if possible. 

Ordmer quickly advanced to meet them, exclaim- 
ing, ** Well, Odo, things look dark and threatening. 
Dunstan, our chief leader, arrested ; sentenced 
perhaps to death ; at the very least banished the 
country for years ; for I read in the eye of the 
young Kins yesterday, as he entered the banqueting 
hall, something that told me such an insult as the 
Benedictine gave him would be severely dealt with. 
In this crisis what dost thou propose doing to assist 
thy friend ?" 

**Aye, speak!" joined in Turketul; ''age has 
not cooled my fiery blood ; and I will strike a good 
blow in my party's cause, if my life be the for- 
feit." 

*' Ordmer," said Odo, and the blaze in his fierce 
eyes was like a warrior's going to battle; '*the 
Danish blood runs in tha veins of both of us. We 
have faced death a hnndred times, and held our 
lives as cheap as most men. If I could save Dun- 
stan by these means, I would doff my arohbtshop's 
garb, and take up stoel in his cause ; but what 
would be the consequences ? I should then incur 
the same penalty, and be powerless to assist him in 
the future. Years have taught me a severe, but 
true lesson — ^that till we can s&ike home it is useless 
to show our teeth ; and my ^^geance, though long 
delayed, shall be such when it comes as to satisfy 
ye all, and make a world tremble. But to attain 
this end we must still wait, else in giving way too 
hastily to our indignant passions, we shall find our- 
selves in the same predicament as Dunstan." 

'* How these fieroe Norsemen clamour," observed 
Wulfstan, '* the religion of our blessed Saviour and 
the Holy Church are alike scandalised by having a 
Danish soldier for our archbishop. We come, 
Cedric," and Wulfstan turned aside to greet the 
youth, who just then came in with the Earl of 
fUgnar ; ^'ye are both come to attend the council." 

"Yes," answered the young knight; "we are 
come to see how our sovereign avenges an insult. 
By the souls of my ancestors, my blood boiled so in 
my veins yesterday, that I could hardly cevtrain 
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mine impatient steel from running the traitor priest 
through the body." 

'* King Edwy will never want devoted hearts to 
rall^ round him/' said Bagnar. '*my poor life is 
dedicated to his service, and I yet trust to win my 
proudest laurels in fighting for the honour of my 

iSe good bishop smiled benevolently, but the 
smile was soon chased away by a sigh, as he knew 
from the experience of a lifetime how soon the world 
would teach those young spirits that generosity, 
kindneus, and justice, were only empty sounds. 

We turn |o another scene — ^the haunt of youth 
and beauty ! — a tasteful apartment, where the 
Queen was sitting with her ladies, her favourite 
Ethel on a low footstool at her feet, eagerly listening 
to what her royal mistress was telling her of the 
scene of the preceding evening. 

Elgiva was simply attired in a pale blue silken 
garb, her bright perfumed hair fastened in a rich 
coiled mass of plaits round her small head. The 
Lady of Herewood thought, as she gazed with all 
the ardour of her impassioned nature on the lovely 
Queen, that a man must have the heart of a savage, 
below even the brutes, to insult or harbour a cruel 
thought against such goodness and beauty. 

But when were goodness and beauty ever a shield 
against the malice of a cruel world, whose hard heart 
only hates the very qualities it does not possess. 

It was a fair scene, that chamber. The perfume 
of flowers stealing through the open casements, 
the light breeze just stirring the silken curtains, 
which tempered the sun's glowing rays. An exqui- 
site rose bloomed in a golden vase ; it had just been 
arranged by Etheldreda, who still lingered over her 
graceful task. Delicately perfumed herbs and 
rushes carpeted the floor, and the fair faces of the 
maidens bending over their embroidery frames 
completed the picture. 

Algitha sat apart ; her dark eye-brows knitted, 
and her white fingers twisting and untwisting a 

golden skein ; her eyes were eagerly fastened on the 
oor ; her whole aspect was that of restless dis- 
quietude ; she looked like a wild songster of the 
woods, confined in a gilded prison. But wild, 
stormy thoughts that could scarce be controlled; 
were beating in that heart ; a longing for action, 
with the impossibility of knowing how to act, 
which nearly drove her mad. That morning Dun- 
stan to whom she blindly looked for guidance, was 
to be tried, perchance for his life, and she would be 
lef ^ a drifting weed on the pathless ocean, with no 
guide, no rule, save her own wild will ; which 
swayed her hither and thither, like the waves of 
the sea ; though one star still shone fatally over the 
surging waters — ^the face of the young King ; and 
to gain his love the wretched, misguided maiden 
freely perilled her immortal soul. 

The Lady Etheling of Kent now and then raised 
hdT ey«S| 9M glanced at the CoonteiM of Sussex. 



Much she marvelled how the young Queen should 
be so calm after the painful scene of yesterday, 
which had spread to the meanest inxoate of the 
palace, with the usual exaggeration which ever 
attends, ever follows, news of any kind. She 
guessed not that it was owing to a heavenly 
strength that Elffiva was able to banish every 
haunting dread of the future from her mind, and 
leave all in the hands of a Higher power ; knowing 
that the human agents who work out mortal destiny 
are directed from above, and that their power is for 
ever fixed and cannot exceed its prescribed limits. 

Occasionally a low word was exchanged amongst 
the maidens, but Judith, who was usually the life 
and soul of the merry band, was grave and silent. 
Between her and every occupation rose up a young 
face, with its dark, passionate eyes fixed reproach- 
fully upon her ; and scornfully deny the truth to 
the world, to her father, as she would, she could 
not deny the truth to her own heart, that the Earl 
of Kent's devotion had won her maiden affections 
for life. Therefore the ^ay brow is shadowed ; the 
laughing eyes are less bright. 

'' Ethel, Ethel ;" said Elgiva, who had been ab- 
stractedly musing, after her tale was ended ; ** thou 
art ever a ready listener to the woes of others, hast 
thou not in return no story of thine own to confide 
to thy friend and Q ueen ? Come, confess ; has not 
Sir Uiric pleaded for an early day to unite your 
hands, and thy too ready pride and maiden bashful- 
ness, made thee turn a deaf ear to the voice of love. 
Say, is it not so? and deeply as I shall regret losing 
thee, even for a time, I will not allow mine affection 
to stand in the way of thy happiness." 

Ethel's face glowed. Not the blush of timid love, 
but of mortified pride, for neither by word or hint 
had Ulric breathed the least intention on his part 
of hastening the fulfilment of their engagement. 

"My gracious Queen," she replied, ** liiou art 
mistaken in thy supposition. Sir Ulric has not 
spoken of any wish to complete our troth plight, 
and had he done so, much as I love him, I should 
still have refused till, till," broke out Ethel im- 
petuously, clasping her hands, "Imust speak out 
plainly ; happier and more peaceful days had 
dawned for thee ; not happier as regards the King's 
affection, but happier when the cruel and jealous 
priests and nobles, who hate thee alike for thy 
beauty and virtues, are crusdied by the weight of 
royal authority. No, no ; never will I leave thy 
side till I see thee beloved and honoured by aU 
England ; then, perhaps, Ethel may withdraw from 
the Court. I have never yet proved my love, save 
in words ; but should tiie day arrive in which the 
Queen wants a true, though humble heart, thou 
wilt find in me one who would gladly die to serve 
thee. 

Never had Ethel looked more beautiful than when 
she uttered these words, and had the Earl of 
Bagnar, whose heart owned her chArmSy seen her 
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then, lie wonld have doubly regretted the chun that 
bound them both, though in the maiden's case it 
was forced and rivetted by the golden clasps of 
love ; in Kagnar's solely by the cold iron of honour. 

"Ethel," repUed Elgira, **I know thou lowest 
me, and I value thine affection too highly not to 
appreciate its full worth. I fear the day will never 
dawn when England's tlurone will be a secure and 
peacefnl seat for me. The King's love has offended 
too many prejudices, and mine enemies are too 
powerful to be easily crushed. Nay, I often fear 
that the only crown I shall ever wear will be the 
martyr's wreath ; but if I gain the heavenly 
kingdom I will not murmur at the dark road that 
leads to it. Thou shalt not leave my side whilst I 
remain at the Court, which I well know will not be 
for long ; but promise me never to breathe a word 
of this to mortal. I would not speak ^us freely 
even to my royal husband. But thou, Ethel, the 
friend of my childhood and youth, I can surely 
confide in." 

Here the door opened, and, preceded by a page, 
the graceful form of the young monarch appeared on 
the threshold. Every eye was turned to him. 
Algitha grew pale as death, as that dangerous 
beauty met her gaze. All rose with deep respect, 
and bent before England's King, who, kindly and 
hurriedly salutins all, waved his hand, and begged 
them to resume i£eir seats, while he hastened down 
the long apartment to where Elgiva sat. 

Addressmg a few courteous words to Ethel, the 
young King turned to his Queen, and said, ** I desire 
a word with your Majesty, ere I attend the council 
chamber." 

'* Shall I request my ladies to withdraw," enquired 
Elgiva. 

" No," said Edwy, as taking her hand he led her 
to one of the casements, where their conversation 
could not be heard. 

Elgiva glanced at the King — ^his blue eyes burned 
with an an^ry liffht ; his proud lip curled with con- 
tempt ; and £ds brow was darkened by a frown. 

"Edwy, Edwy, dear Edwy ;" exclaimed his 
young Queen, "thou lookest disturbed and angry. 
Let not, I implore thee, the painful scene of yes- 
terday so dwell in thy memory. Thou art too 
great, too powerful, to feel the insult of an inferior 
who will to-day receive the chastisement due to his 
temerity. Let the cloud vanish from heart and 
brow ; thou wilt not surely refuse to smile on 
Elgiva?" 

** Never on thee, dearest, can I look with au^ht 
but love," answered the King, a smile illumimng 
his face, as his eyes dwelt fondly on the lovely 
pleader ; " but the blood of a whole line of royal 
ancestors has been insulted in my person, and on 
my kinglv word it shall be avenged. The red life 
stream of the traitor priest shall wash out the stain 
left on the honour of Edwy of England. To-day I 
■hall pronounce sentence of death on Dunstan, 



Abbot of Glastonbury ; he shall perish as befaUs a 
traitor" 

"Nay, nay," said Elgiva, her dark eyes shining 
in the earnestness of entreaty, as she laid her 
snowy hand pleadingly on the King's arm ; "Bdwy, 
my noble and royal husband ; stain not thy bright 
escutcheon by such a deed ; let not thy first days of 
empire be reddened by blood ; banish Dunstan from 
the kingdom ; make an example of his crime ; but 
spare, spare his life ; give that dark soul time to 
repent, ere it be summoned to meet its Judge I 
Remember, the vow thy lips pronouncied but yester- 
day before the ears of men, is registered on high, 
and will stand for an awful witness against thee. 
And is it mercy, Edwy, to cut off the thread of 
human life ? How canst thou dare to hope for 
mercy thyself, when thou sbowest no pi^ to thy 
fellow men ? Mine own beloved one ! it is not- thy 
true self that speaks, but a spirit of revenge — 
revenge ; the most baleful passion of the human 
breast — ^that now darkens thy soul. I implore thee, 
by thy chivalric sense of honour — ^thy love of truth,' 
to let Dunstan live. I can bear anything — the 
frowns, the insults of a world ; but I could not 
survive the loss of mine esteem in thee I Whatever 
my fate may be, let me to the last look, and think 
of thee as my bright ideal of exc3llence. This is 
the first trial thou hast had intensely agonising to 
one of thy proud nature ; but show to all, Edwy ; 
that the King of England is fit for the sceptre 
of a kingdom, for he knows how to govern lum- 
selfr' 

Long did Edwy remain silent ; his eyes flashing, 
his cheek flushing and paling. Once he tried to 
shake off that smsdl hand, but its gentle mute force 
was irresistible. He struggled hard to obtain the 
hardest victory in the world — ^the victory over self.. 
At last his better nature triumphing — as it always 
will when erring mortals seek for Divine strength — 
he turned to Elgiva, who had anxiously marked the 
inward conflict, and said — 

** Nay, beloved one, thy sweet pleadings, and still 
more noble words, have awakened the higher nature 
within me : it responds to thine appeal. Dunstan 
shall live ; aye ! though in sparing his Life I preserve 
the life of the bitterest enemy I have. If my reign 
is short, no crime or bloodshed shall stain the jewels 
of my crown — ^not the perishing ^ms of earth, but 
charity, mercy, and peace, wich shall sparkle 
with undying lustre. Oh ! Elgiva, thou alone 
can'st control my proud wayward nature, for thou 
knowest its secret springs ; and how a hasty word, 
a rude touch, might drive me to commit acts a life's 
repentance could not atone for. I must leave thee 
now, dearest ; but oh, beliftve me, the insult aimed 
at thy gentle head struck most home ; that is the 
rankling wound, the deadly injury, I find it so hard 
to pardon." 

His beautiful bride looked at him with a look 
which pained Edwy to the soul ; an approaching 
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parting seemed written in those dark eyea, even 
though a smile hung on the rosy lips. 

Tenderly pressing her hand, the young monarch 
turned to leave the chamber, pausing, in passing, to 
address Earl Ordmer's daughter. 

"Fair Lady Algitha, I trust thou findest thy 
residence at our court agreeable ; the queen will 
derive much pleasure from thy society, and thou 
wilt become mutual friends. I fear thy bloom is 
somewhat lost by a sojourn in a town so different 
from the free life thou wert wont to lead in thy 
stately halls ; but the crowd of knights, who will 
gladly break a lance for the sake of those bright 
eyes, will perhaps compensate for a trifling loss of 
freedom." 

The lost colour rushed brightly into the maiden's 
cheek ; and she dared not raise her eyes to meet 
the kind glance bent upon her, for she feared her 
deep love, wMch she knew met no response, might 
be Detrayed by her changing countenance ; with 
difficulty she at last managed to articulate. 

*' Your Majesty, my sojoui'n in your palace is ex- 
tremely agreeable ; and I thank thee, m the name 
of my sister Etheldxeda and myself, for the kindness 
that has been shown towards us." 

With a courteous smile, lifting her white fingers 
to his lips, Edwy quitted the apartment — which 
Algitha soon made a pretext for also leaving, and 
retired to her own chamber, where she awaited the 
result of the impending trial with devouring anxiety: | 
her father having promised to bring her the earliest ^ 
tidings of what was to be Dunstan's fate. 

The King was on his throne ; the hastily convened 
Witenagemot gathered round ; and before the 
nobles, clergy, and Thanes, stood Dunstan, guarded 
on either side by two soldiers. Not by the varia- 
tion of a shade of colour, or the tremour of an 
eyelid, did the priest betray fear or anxiety ; — no, 
though he was to be arraigned for life or death. 

One lightning glance he flashed on the faces of 
the ffioup : then oent his eyes on the ground and 
stood like a stone statue. How his soul fretted ; 
how ceaselessly he reproached himself for that 
moment's madness which had undone the work of 
years ; but. with iron resolution, he only vowed 
that whatever might be the result to meet his fate 
with unshaken self-control. 

Six Ecclesiastics and six nobles were to be his 
judges — ^they were to pass sentence, but the final 
decision rested in the hands of the king. How 
madly fierce Odo longed to know what that decision 
would be ; but no look or sign on that fair face 
gave the slightest due to the royal mind. 

Simply with words, which were only eloquent 
from the force of truth, Edwy related the scene of 
yesterday ; angry frowns darkened many a brow ; 
but Cedric's soul burned with rage, and a look ex- 
changed with Kagnar, as well as the nervous 
trembling of his fingers on his sword hilt, told how 
that fiery spirit would have ended the discussion. 



When the Kins had finished speaking, Odo inter- 
posed by saying that Dunstan had been deputed by 
the nobles as their messenger to the King ; that he 
did not go voluntarily. He also tried hard to in- 
sinuabe that excess of loyal zeal had perhaps carried 
him too far. 

The Archbishop's speech was abruptly ended by 
loud and dissentient murmnrs. 

The whole assemblage, with one accord, exclaimed 
that no witnesses were required, for Dunstan's own 
words had condemned him on his return to the hall 
of feasting. Thus twice, as the Benedictine felt to 
his heart's core, had his violent passions been the 
instruments of his own destruction. Earnest was 
the debate that now ensued as to the proper punish- 
ment for the offence. Many urged that it was a 
case of high treason, and should be dealt with 
accordingly. Hialmar of Surrey suggested that 
Dunstan should be banished the kingdom, first 
being deprived of eyesight, as an example, to teach 
all future ages how to respect their Sovereign. 

For one instant, as he made that barbarous sug- 
gestion, Surrey met the full blaze of the monk's eye, 
and, brave man as he was, shuddered at that look. 

A few were for banishment, but the opinions did 
not agree. At last, wearied with fruitless discus- 
sion, Wulfbtan of Winchester rose, and said with a 
low reverence, " Your Majesty, your loving lieges, 
with one accord, pray thee to decide this case, which 
they cannot agree upon amongst themselves, with- 
out the assistance of the throne, and allow me 
humbly to express that there is not a man in all 
broad England whose faithful heart does not glow 
with honest indignation at the late base insult cast 
on their Sovereign by this presumptuous priest." 

Edwy rose ; rose from the throne, the regal 
sceptre in his hand ; the majesty of Sovereignty 
surrounding him ; with a light shining from his 
noble brow, a fire kindling his lustrous eyes, which 
made him almost sublime. Not the rustle of a fold 
of drapery was heard ; not the faintest clank of 
steel, as that young voice filled the hall with the 
music of its silvery tone. 

**Odo, of Canterbury, clergy, and my brave 
nobles — Ye refer the case of Dunstan, Abbot of 
Glastonbury, to the throne ; and it is well, since 
the offence was given to our royal person, that the 
decision rests in our hands. The insults of that 
monk were such as any of mv Saxon ancestors 
would have punished by death, lor a King is justly 
regarded as sacred ; but Edwy of England wishes 
the sword of the state to remain sheathed as long 
as possible, and mercy and kindness to mark his 
reign. For these reasons we are resolved to spare 
the life of the Abbot of Glastonbury, and simply 
adjudge him to be deprived of all his revenues, and 
to be banished from our realm until such time as 
we see fit to recall him. The treasure of the king- 
dom, which Dunstan has in his keeping at the 
Abbey of Glastonbury, is to be delivered forthwith 
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to the charge of the Earl of Sussex ; and in four- 
and-tweDty hours from the present time the Abbot 
most have left English soil, otherwise his life is 
forfeit. The vow we took on our coronation shall 
he preserved intact, and as the King shows mercy 
to his enemies, may the Lord in his tui'n show 
mercy towards him whi^n he stands before the 
Heavenly tribunal. Oh ! my brave lieges ; let us 
all unite heart and soul in one cause — our country's 
honour and happiness. Let our brightest laurels 
be won in her glory, and our fair isle be hailed one 
day as the ruler of the world, and her people the 
greatest on the earth. It is my cherished dream 
to behold England what she will yet assuredly 
become ; and should we not live to see it, let our 
hands at least assist and aid in the mi^ty work. 
Bury all petty jealousies and party spirit in the 
great battle of truth and virtue, which we must 
wage ere we can become victorious, and our island 
oaks, and stately trees wave over the heads of a 
brave and virtuous nation." 

Golden dreams ! golden dreams ! ! never realised 
on earth, or rather, never realised by that gifted 
being. Centuries and long ages would have to roll 
over, and the name of Edwy only to survive on 
history's page, before his earnest longings were 
fulfilled. But what mattered that ? The endeavour, 
the struggle for the good and happiness of others, en- 
hance the splendour of his immortal crown, as a faith- 
ful servant "over many things" of his Divine master. 
The same evening, towards six o'clock, Odo, of 
Canterbury, was waiting impatiently in the cham- 
ber of the house previously described, for a few 
parting words with Dunstan. His brow was knit 
with anger, and he strode up and down the narrow 
precincts of the room like a caged lion. 

"When will he come," he muttered. "Why 
delay ; the prescribed hours are waning, and he 
^ould have been far from hence ere this. 

A slight noise, a touch on his arm, startled him. 
A knight, with helm and drooping plume, and half 
shut visor, in a suit of chain armour, stood before 
him. 

A start ; a moment's intent scrutiny, and Odo 
clasped the hand of Dunstan. 

* * Nay, my friend, the disguise is so good at the 
first glance I knew thee not. Who could recognise 
the Benedictine 'neath the garb of a soldier ? But 
thou did'st well to assume the dress ; it will facili- 
tate thy flight. Now to business, as time is press- 
ing. Take this'purse," and he forced one, heavy 
with gold, into his companion's hand. * ' This 
golden key will unlock many a baiTed gate. 1 have 
also ordered two of my fleetest horsea to be saddled 
for thy use ; they wait at the corner of the street. 
Spare neither whip nor spur ; a fresh relay will be 
ready further on the ro^d. My purse will furnish 
the rest. Does anyone accompany thee ?" 

"Yes," answered a dark form disguised as a 
squire, and Ansehuo stood on the threshold; "I 



go with my master to the sea-coast, and leave him 
not till I see him safely on board a vessel to take 
him from these cursed shores." 

** It is well,'' remarked Odo. ** Now retire, good 
Anselmo) I have much to aAy^ and retunl in half an 
hout. 

So the two friends were left together for probably 
the last time. 

" Dunstan/^ said Odo, ''regrets and lamentations 
belong to children and women; I nevei" grieve^I 
act. Tell me hast thou any messages to give^an^ 
parting councils — ere the ocean roll between us, dnd 
they shall be attended to ? And I also swear by 
the Holy Mother, the bdnes of the blessed Saints, 
and Martyrs, that I will know no rest, day or night, 
till I work out a vengeance against Edwy of Eng- 
land for this day's work, so dark and terrible that 
death were light in comparison. Thou well knowest 
I could not avert thy fate, and, to rashly interfere, 
would have only dr^wn down certain destruction on 
both our heads ; 1^ I will stealthily, but surely, 
undermine the superstructure of the throne, and 
then pull the rotten fabric to the ground. I will 
send thee constant intelligence of all that passes by 
Anselmo, and thou canst forwar I me advice, and 
counsel by him, for we dare trust no missive in 
these days to betray all. Cheer up, Dunstan I thy 
banishment will not be of long duration, if Odo of 
Canterbury's arm and brain have not lost their 
wonted cunning and strength." 

"I am satisfied, Odo," replied Dunstan, "more 
than satisfied ; I would gladly die a martyr at the 
stake, and tell out my blood drop by drop, so that 
only my holy cause be not lost. It is that fear 
which iR the bitterest drop in my cup, and the 
reproaches of my conscience, which loudly tells me 
that mine unbridled passions have injured the 
prosperity of the Church. Sainted Mary !" and he 
raised his resplendent eyes on high with a rapt 
light of devotion, " pardon my sin ; let penances 
and fasts atone for it ; only permit not the enemies 
of our blessed cause to triumph. I leave the work- 
ing of the plot in thy hands, my friend ; my prayers 
shall ever ascend on high for thy success, and any 
suggestion I can make shall be gladly done. Now, 
farewell ; I dare tarry no longer. One word of 
warning ; beware of Hialmar of Surrey I of Wulfstan 
of Winchester ! and young Cedric ! That boy is no 
common character ; he will live to cause you trouble 
yet. Give this cross to the Lady Algitha, and tell 
her Dunstan's last advice is that she remains still 
at the Court, and does her utmost to encourage the 
partiality of Prince Edgar for her young sister. 
And, Odo, this charge is for thee — ^the minstrel at 
the palace is of material assistance, as the youth 
reports truly and faithfully all that transpires there, 
being bound to do so by a fearful oath. He and his 
old Cymbrian sire, who has some grudge against the 
King, are invaluable allies on our side. This ruby 
cross, given to the boy, or sent by any messenger 



72 



EDWT AND EUlIVA. 



thoa canst depend on, is the sign agreed upon 
between us, then freely he will disclose his inior- 
mat ion. Farewell ! Odo : whon we meet again, I 
trust the sun of prosperity will shine on England, 
and a new king rule the land. " 

The last grasp was given, the farewell taken, and 
Dunstan and Ajiselmo left the chamber. 

"Why can I not die! why can I not die I" ex- 
claimed a young voice in asonized entreaty, and the 
minstrel flung himself on his knees and rested his 
burning brow against the gilded framework of his 
harp, whose strings hung loose and unstrung*. * ' To 
be condemned to drag on such an existence, the 
puppet, the slave of others ! bound by dark oaths to 
mini a part my soul shudders to contemplate ; to 
betraj] — aye, betray perhaps to death — ^the yoi^ig, 
the bright, itte gifted ! — to become the loathed and 
cursed traitor, — ^the base wretch who, under the 
roof of a benefactor, abused his kindness and stung 
him to the heart ; and never to be able to confess 
the dark secret of my life, — ^nev^ to say how I was 
nurtured and trained in hatre(Mb the Saxons, till 
revenge on them became second nature. Oh, stern 
fate, pitiless destiny I is there no mercy, no respite? 
will not death, gentle death — ^mine only friend — 
wrap me in dreamless slumber, ere I live to see the 
bloody drama played out? Can I see him," and a 
burning blush crossed the boy's face, *' plunged into 
misery and despair ? No I 1 dare not thhik more, 
or I shall so mad 1" and, starting up, he hastily 
strung his narp and poured forth to its thrilling 
chords a wild, plaintive lay, so sad, so hai^wing, 
that tears started to the eyes and a shudder shook 
the frame of the listeners, at the more than mortal 
agony of the strain. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

THE HAX.L OF PEASTINa. 

Three months had elapsed since the banishment 
of Dunstan — months marked by no outward change. 
The sudden withdrawal of that powerful ecclesiastic 
had put a stop to the progress of the Benedictine 
movement, and the married clergy were left in 
peace. 

Odo of Canterbury found his single force inade- 
quate to work out such a stupendous reform ; 
besides, he was indifferent on the subject, the whole 
energies of his fierce nature being bent on one 
object — ^to revenge the personal injuries of the 
degraded Abbot of Glastonbury in the person of 
the King and his hapless Queen. 

To accompli^ this scheme it was necessary to 
first secure a powerful party amongst the nobles, 
before he could openly attack Edwy on the subject 
of his marriage. This was not difficult to achieve, 
as many adverse elements were combined ag^iinst 
iflgiva, the chief of these being Earl Ordmer, whose 
dislike against the young Queen was as powerful as 
ever ; and many disaffected nobles and Thanes, 



whose prejudices were offended by the marked 
d^ermination of the King, on every occasion, to 
uphold the cause of the oppressed, were willing in 
their turn, like spiteful gnats, to annoy weir 
sovereign on the tenderest point. 

Earl Ordmer nn 1 his son Cedrio had left the 
coiirt, though the young Knight frequently returned 
to its glittering precincts — ^not to sun himself in the 
galaxy of youth and beauty gathered round the 
throne, but to pay his tribute of loyal affection to 
the gallant Kins^. 

The prond father's feelings towards Edwy were 
much softviuad by the influence of his loyal son, 
and as Algitha was away there was nothing to 
detract or thwart the working of kindlier senti 
ments, so gradually all thoughts of a personal 
revenge on the King died awa^, and the Earl told 
Odo that he would only assist m the plot so far as 
to separate the Queen from her royal husband, but 
attempt no treason against his crowned Sovereign. 

Odo rcfraii^ed from pressing the point furtner ; 
but a smile crossed his dark visage as he foresaw 
that Ordmer's Jirst step in rebellion would not be 
his last. 

The conspirators frequently met at Dunstan's old 
house alreaidy mentioned ; and though the monk 
was not present in person at these secret debates, 
his spirit still watched over them by means of 
secret missives transmitted through his agent 
Anselmo. 

Wulfstan of Winchester, whose health was not 
very strong, had retired to taste the charms of 
country seclusion in the sweet society of his amiable 
partner. His daughters were left in attendance on 
the Queen. The anxious father whispered a parting 
counsel to the wayward Judith to beware how she 
carried her levity too far, or she might lose the 
young Etheling of Kent. 

The Bishop took back with him his fair ward 
Fredegunde, now openly betrothed to his son 
Ardmer. Their union was to be celebrated as soon 
as the young girl attained her majority, as Wulfstan 
justly thought, in those times of change and war- 
fare, the sooner a maiden who truly loved, found a 
manly protector the better. 

While Odo and his partizans were working in 
secret, there were those at the Court who fanned 
the flame of discontent ; and about this time a 
circumstance occurred which unfortunately placed 
in their hands the chief instrument in carrying out 
the destruction of the beings they had signalled out 
for vengeance. 

The boyish and impressionable Edgar, whose 
affections had hitherto kept true to his royal 
brother, was now entirely absorbed by a new 
object — the waxen beauty of the childish Ethel- 
dreda having taken complete possession of his 
heart aiid fancy. Algitha observed the passion of 
the Prince, and was not long in knowing how to 
take advantage of it. She had not bowed her wild 
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natore, accustomed to lord it like a queen im her 
father's halls, and join in the chase ana all martial 
exercises like a young warrior, all for nothing. 
Actuated by the twofold spirit of hatred to her 
rival and intense love to the King, she played the 
part of a quiet courtly maid of honour to perfec- 
tion. Yet me whole time, like a tiger cat, her cruel 
eye was fixed upon her prey, and not a day, an hour 
passed without a woi*d,or look, being let fall to poison 
the minds of those around her against the Queen. 

The persons to whom Earl Ordmer's daughter 
revealed most of her mind were Brithric, the Knight 
of the Green Scarf, and the Earl of Sithric. 

The latter she onljr waited to wind securely in 
the mesbes of her fascinations, ere she told him the 
only price by which he could obtain her smiles was 
by beconciing a conspirator against his King I 

Algitha also artfully managed to heighten the 
admiration of the Atheling for Etheldreda by keep- 
ing her constantly by her side, out of the reach of 
private intercourse, for she knew her childish sister 
would yield too ready an assent to the Prince's tale 
of love ere the time was ripe for her to do so. She 
contrived to inform the Queen of Edgar's attentions 
to the maiden, and how injurious it was for so 
young a girl to be exposed to the mere idle trifling 
of a Prince. 

When the King was informed of this by Elgiva, 
he immediately set down his brother's fancy as a 
boyish, short-lived feeling, and resolved tnat he 
should not be allowed to injure the peace of mind of 
the beautiful Etheldreda. He determined, there- 
fore, to send the Prince back to College, and 
afterwards on a foreign tour, hoping that on his 
return to England he might have forgotten his early 
love-dream- 

In vain Edgar protested the sincerity of his affec- 
tion, and besought his brother to allow him to 
remain at the Court and win the maiden's heart. 
Equally useless were Elgiva's pleadings. The only 
concession she could obtain was that the Atheling 
might remain over a grand hunting party and trial 
of harps, to be given in honour of her birth -day. 

Edjgar's breast swelled high with feelings of rage ^ 
and indignation against the Saxon monarch, and 
Brithric still further inflamed his mind by insinuat- 
ing that though Edwy had outraged the prejudices 
of every one m his own maiiiage, he had no mercy 
on the love of anyone else ; and certainly, if he were 
a Prince, he would not submit to be so coerced. 

Poor Edwy 1 truly the crown was full of thorns 
for him. Cajoled, deceived, betrayed, surrounded 
by a set of harpies, how could he successfully con- 
tend with them? A few brave, generous spirits 
certainly existed ; but they were in the minority, 
and made the surrounding darkness more felt. 

Cloudless dawned the birth-day of England's 
Queen I With hawk and hound, carol and mmstrel 
lay, the nobles met together to do honour to the 
most ill-fated of her too fated s^x. 



A milk-white palfrey, whose silky mane and tail 
Bwept the ground, housed in purple trappings, with 
gold fringes, golden bits, and broidered reins, stood 
waiting at the front entrance of the palace, con- 
spicuous for its beauty even amongst the numerous 
steeds and prancing war-horses that stood around. 
Falconers, with hooded hawks and hounds in 
leash, and a crowd of servitors, were gathered in 
picturesque confusion near the steeds. 

A flourish of trumpets, a sound of bells, and a 
gay par^ swept forth I 

The Queen, leaning on the arm of the King, 
bearing on her wrist a trained merlin, with silken 
jesses, and hood adorned with golden bells. The 
bird was of exquisite plumage, flt to perch on the 
hand of royal beauty. 

Elgiva was attired in a vest of purple silk, laced 
with gold, tightly clasped to her slender figure ; her 
flowing skirb was white, with a deep border of 
purple ; her bright hair was gathered under a 
golden net, but one or two curls had escaped from 
their fastenings, falling down her neck in dishevelled 
beauty ; a small velvet cap with a band of gold, en- 
riched by brilliants, g[ave the finishing touch to her 
attire, which was emmently becoming, even to the 
drooping ostrich feathers which shaded her fair face. 
The Queen was attended by four of her maidens. 
Algitha, in her green skirt and bodice, her raven 
hair falling below her waist in rich massive plaits, 
wearing a cap with a single eagle's plume, walked 
by the side of Ethel — ^a strikingly dissimilar pair, 
even though their tresses were of the same midnight 
hue, for one had the pale loveliness of twilight, the 
other the bright lustre of noonday. 

Judith and Eudora made a pretty contrast in 
their riding gear — the one so laughing and arch, 
with bright eyes shooting endless arrows of scorn- 
ful challenge ; the other, so small, dark, and fiery, 
the rich crimson of her tight vest and feathers 
matching the bright colouring o( her cheek and coral 
lips. Like a dancing sprite she moved by the side 
of her companion, caressing her petted hawk, which 
arched its neck, and rang its silver bells as though 
in acknowledgment of her attentions. 

Many Earls and gay Knights surrounded these 
young maidens in eager rivalry for their smiles, 
while the mischievous Judith laughed and talked 
merrily to all who addressed her, except the devoted 
Etheling of Kent. 

Cedric walked next Eudora, occasionally giving a 
careless answer to her sportive sallies, while, ever 
hovering near the brilliant butterfly, was one tall 
dark form, older by some summers than most of the 
nobles, but whose heart was so taken by the piquant 
Eudora that his whole soul was bent on winning 
her. Manv who saw this devotion siniled at the 
idea of the grave Earl of Shropshire being so 
entangled in the chains of the gay little beauty. 

Elgiva was lifted to her saddle by Edwy, who, 
placing the embroidered reins in her fairy fingers, 
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sprang to the baok of his mettled charger, the 
golden stirrup being respectfully held by one of the 
Thanes. 

As soon as the King and Queen were mounted, 
the rest of the party hastened to follow their 
example. As Algitiia was patting her raven steed, 
Edgar advanced hastily to her, pushing Sithric 
rudely aside, and exclaimed half breathlessly^ 

** Lady Algitha, where is thy fair sister Ethel- 
dreda? Does she not join the hunting party 

'* Ko, Bo^al Atheling," answered the lady with 
an arch smile; 'Hhe poor child is unused to all 
out-of-door sports, so i feared to expose her to 
danger by allowing her to form one of the royal 
train." 

" Nay, that was too cruel," said Edgar angrily, 
as thou knowest well that I would have taken 
charge of the Lady Etheldreda, and ridden at her 
bridle-rein the whole day. The hunt to me has 
lost its attractions !" and the young Prince turned 
pettishly away. 

Ordmer's daughter smiled with pleasure as she 
saw how the plot succeeded. 

Edgar stood irresolute, though his dappled grey 
pawed the ground with impatience, and tne golden 
stirrup was held ready for him. Britiiric, who 
dreaded to lose the sport himself, if the Prince did 
not go, whispered in his ear — 

"Do not let thy proud brother have the pleasure 
of seeing ' how he has wounded thy feelings, and 
give the gossiping crowd occasion to laugh and 
titter. Join the chase, noble Atheling, and veil 
thy resentment ; thou canst not be always under 
the King's governance ; and, when once free, thou 
wilt remember how he has invariably thwarted thy 
every pleasure, for I do not doubt he prohibited 
liady Etheldreda from riding to-day." 
Evil whisperings, too easi^ believed ! 
With a dark flush on his brow the royal stripling 
replied — 

" Thou art right, Brithric ; I will not tarry at the 
palace to give King Edwy the triumph of seeing 
mine annoyance. But let him beware how he 
dra^B the reins too tight. I am as royally )K)m as 
he is, and will not brook these repeated insults on 
my princely honour. T swear I will not submit to 
be the tame puppet of his humours." 

*' Right, right," said Brithric, "the day will 
soon come when thou canst openly assert thy free- 
dom, but be wary for the present not to provoke 
the Bang's anger ;" so saying he gently drew the 
young Prince to his steed, and mounted himself. 

Algitha, in the meanwhile, had sprung to the 
back of her splendid courser, which reared and 
plunged in a way which must have unseated a less 
skilful rider, but the proud girl soon made the fine 
animal bow to her sway, and with Sithric and 
other knights ill her train, dashed after the royal 
party. 



The wilful Judith refused the eagerly offered hand 
of Adalbert, and accepted the assistance of Ulric 
of Freemingham, who, regardless of the claims of 
his liege lady, was constantly hovering round the 
other gay beauties, and laying offerings on their 
shrines. Ethel's dark eyes fill^ foT a moment with 
tears, but she fought resolutely with her emotion, 
and tried to appear indifferent. Bagnar, who had 
been intently ooserving her, guessed the cause of 
the changes in, her speaking countenance, and in- 
dignantly thought had su<3i a heart been in his 
keeping, he would never have carelessly trifled 
with it ; forgetting, as we often do in judging ike 
conduct of another, how equally he neglected his 
own betrothed. The knight came forward to as^dst 
the Lady of Herewood to her saddle, and as he did 
so, his elance lingered on her with such respectful 
but evident admiration, that Ethel felt the bright 
blood dye her cheek. With a bow and a courteous 
word or two of thanks she quickly gathered up the 
reins and hastened after EJgiva. 

** Lady Eudora, may I not have the happiness of 
placing thee on thy palfrey," said the stately Earl 
of Shropshire, to the laughing maiden, who sur- 
rounded by a throng of admirers, was talking aiid 
jesting merrily. Cedric stood a little apart, with 
his arm on the neck of his horse, who licked his 
master's hand with the utmost affection. The young 
boy was watching the spoilt beauty, with a proud 
smile and secret self -congratulation, that his heart 
was not in woman's power to teaze or trifle with, 
little knowing that the wayward girl valued a word 
or look of his more than the homage of a world. 

*' My palfrey," echoed Eudora, with a little scorn- 
ful laugh; "nay, my good Earl, I pray thy pardon, 
but I mount not such poor trained animals. That, 
is my horse," as two servitors with the proud badge 
of Kent emblazoned on the breasts of their doublets, 
led forward a splendid charcer of the brightest bay, 
nearly sixteen hands high, but a perfect model of 
symmetry and grace. "Yes, that is Lightning," 
continued the maiden ; "he has carried me many a 
mile, and through many a wild chase." 

"Surely, such a fairy like being as thou art," 
exclaimed the earl, " cannot venture to ride such a 
powerful and tiery horse. If I had any control 
over thine actions, sweet Lady Eudora, I would 
not permit such a risk ;" and he looked half fear- 
fully, half admiringly at the lovely maiden, as she 
smoothed the arched neck of her steed. 

Even Cedric felt interested in the fearless Eudora, 
for anything brave, anything out of the common, 
touched the spark of chivalry in his nature, and he 
was almost glad to be her chosen knight. 

"Bisk to me," replied the maiden, "thou art 
needlessly frightened my good lord on my behalf ;" 
and laying her tiny hand on the horse's silky mane, 
with one spring she was in the saddle, and tighten- 
ing the reins. Bet off at full speed, before the group 
. around ]^ad recovered their Astouishiiieiit. 
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In a moment Cedric was on his ateed ; in another 
he had overtaken the flyins ^1, whose varying 
cheek told that the young knighVs presence was 
not indifferent to her. 

On sped the gay party through the streets of 
Winchester ; on through the shouting crowds ; on, 
till the open country was gained, and a broad green 
plain stretched wide before them. 

The head falconer rode up to the Kin^, and respect- 
fully saluting him, said : ** Your Majesty, there is 
a splendid heron just got up over yonder bushes." 

**Thank8, good Gurth," replied the monarch ; as 
with a movement quick as thought, he unloosed the 
hood and jesses of his ger falcon. The proud bird 
fixed its keen eye on the rapidly lessening speck in 
the distance, then with unerring flight, darted after 
it in pnrsnit. Laying his gloved hand on Elgiva's 
rein, the young King hastily said, ** I must leave 
thee, my beloved one, for a moment, to pursue that 
quarry, and see that my falcon does its duty ; the 
speed will be too fast for thee, so thou had'st better 
follow with thy maidens ;" plunjnng the rowels into 
his steed, Edwy dashed along l^e an arrow from a 
bow. 

Algitha loosened the rein of her charger, who, 
arching his neck, with a wild bound, rushed like 
the wind along the tract the Saxon King had taken ; 
not faster, however, than Eudora*s steed, who, at 
a si^ial from his beautiful rider, rapidly overtook 
Algitha. 

With admiration at their matchless skill, the 
young knights and earls spurred rapidly after the 
flying fair ones ; and the Queen would have found 
herself almost alone in ^e midst of the general 
excitement, but for Judith and Ethel, who reined 
up their palfreys beside her. 

Judith remained behind for mingled motives, the 
principal one — dread to be thrown alone with her 
ardent lover, the Earl of Kent ; for in a headlong 
gallop she knew she would have no chance of escap- 
ing from him, or his words of burning love ; and 
slie feared, from the beating of her own heart, that, 
unwarily, she might be betrayed into a surrender. 
A thought, almost maddening to the haughty girl, 
^ho, with strange pertinacity, would ^ve cued 
sooner than own her affection. 

Still the Earl lingered by her side, his eyes never 
removed from her averted face ; but, as Judith 
kept her cream coloured palfrey close by Ethel's, he 
was unable to breathe his passion in words. 
. Sir Ulric, as usual, was far away, idling the pass- 
ing hour with some of the Court ladies, who were of 
the hunting party. 

llagnar's fiery horse, chafing with impatience, 
Wl Ilia broad chest was white with foam, was 
^iDed back by his noble rider, that he might re- 
gain near Ethel, to gaze on her as we gaze on some 
particular star, — or the bright Impossible. 

'J'he stranger, Knight Albert, came up to Elgiva, 
ami removing his plumed cap, and bending almost 



to the saddle bow, said in his deep full tones, — 
"Most honoured Queen, permit me to show thee a 
short cut, by which thou cans't rejoin the Royal 
party, ere the falcon has killed its prey.'* 

•*We accept thy services. Sir Knight, most 
willingly," replied the fair Queen, with a gracious 
smile; "more especially as thou art our chosen 
Knight, and wear our own colours." 

With a flush of pride and pleasure, Albert laid 
his hand on Elgiva's golden rein, and tried to quiet 
her beautiful steed, which had become thoroughly 
lestive by being kept behind. 

** Zuhna is unusually impatient to-day," remarked 
the Queen, as they turned into a bridle path, and 
she gave the rein to the spiritod animal, which 
cantoned off like the wind ; "so thy opportune ap- 
pearance, Sir Albert, is very fortunate. 

** Boyal Lady," answered Albert, "may fate ever 
permit me to offer mine unworthy aid when most 
needed by thee ; and, believe me^ that the scarf 
which a Queen's bounty has bestowed on a nameless 
knig^ht, shall, if necessary to her cause, be bi^tized 
in ms heart's best blood : and never be replaced by 
meaner colours whilst life lasts." 

The reverential manner of the knight prevented 
Elgiva from being offended at the speech ; and she 
set down his enthusiasm to its true sourcen — ^the 
loyal devotion of a chivalrous nature to the bride of 
his sovereign. 

Judith persisted in riding by Ethel, in spite of the 
latter's whispered remonstrance about her foolish 
conduct; but the headstrong maiden only gave, a 
saucy smile, and shook the clustering ringlets from 
her flushed face, as she told Ethel she wanted no 
advice, but was resolved to follow her own wild 
will. 

The young Lady of Herewood sighed, but pursued 
the subject no further ; her own heart was very sad 
as she thought of Ulric's marked indifference, and 
she pictured the future. 

A swift gallop soon brought the little party, 
attended by servitors and falconers, into a more 
open country, and on a rising eminence, about a 
mile distant, they descried a group of figures, whose 
dark outlines were sharply defined against the blue 
sky. 

" There is the King, noble Queen," said Albert ; 
** we must quicken our speed if we would arrive in 
time to see the heron killed." 

Elgiva loosened her broidered rein, and Zulma, 
tossing her snowy mane aloft, bounded over the 
smooth ^een turf like a gazelle, the watchful 
knight riding close to the Queen's bridle rein, to 
check her steed if those snowy fingers had not 
strength to do so. They soon neared the distant 
group, and drew bridle as they ascended the distant 
eminence. All eyes were fixed on two faint specks 
in the summer sky, which were becoming larger 
each moment. The King, on his snow-white cliar- 
geor, his blu9 eyes shining with excitement, was the 
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principal figure. On one side was Algitha, her 
splendid horse rearing and plunging, as she curbed 
its fiery spirit, while her d^rk brilliant eyes rested 
on Edwy, who complimented her horsemanship, 
but added with a smile, ** Thou must look well to 
thy laurels, Lady Algitha, for there is another fair 
maiden," pointing out Eudora, " who manages her 
bay steed m a manner that would do credit to any 
of our bravest knights." 

Algitha's red lips curled. A word of praise from 
the loved one was gall and wormwood to her heart, 
and she longed to see the brilliant Eudora thrown, 
killed, anything rather than be noticed for a passing 
moment by the young King. 

Nearer and nearer came the contending birds ; 
the struggle was desperate, for life or death, but it 
soon ended. With one wild death cry the heron 
sunk bleeding to the ground, transfixed by the vic- 
torious ger falcon ; who, at a whistle from the 
Saxon monarch, at once rose obedient, and with its 
beak and claws streaming with blood, flew and 
perched on his wrist. 

A morsel of meat was mven the bird by the head 
falconer as a reward, and Edwy, resigning it to his 
care, sprung from his steed, his stirrup held by the 
ever watchful Cedric, who had flung himself from 
his horse to assist his sovereign. With a ooiile the 
King advanced to the prostrate heron, whose long 
struggles were over, and cutting off one of the 
finest plumes with his hunting knife, presented it 
to his young bride, saying, "Thou must honour 
me, my fair Queen, by accepting this first trophy of 
our day's success." 

Elgiva took it and admired the brilliant sheen, 
then with a bright smile, thanked the young giver; 
a smile which was worth a kingdom — a smile which 
haunted his faithful memory in after years; so long, 
so joyous was the sunshine it shed over her lovely 
face. 

** Ye can all now try your skill," said the King, 
as he remounted ; ''and see if your hawks are as 
successful as mine." 

So on they sped, with baying hound, neighing 
steed, and the gay sound of hunting horn ; cheeks 
flushing, eyes sparkling, and ^ay jests and meny 
laught^ floating on the balmy breeze. 

On they sped, fast as their winged favourites, 
soaring high in air after their flying victims, and 
ever first and foremost next to the royal Edwy, 
came Algitha and Eudora. Nothing stopped or 
stayed those dauntless maidens and their fleet 
powerful coursers ; while ever hovering near them, 
striving to keep pace with their headlong sx)eed, 
were Sithric and the Earl of Shropshire. 

Cedric, who always rode next his Sovereign, now 
and then addressed Eudora, whose beauty was so 
enhanced by the wild excitement that she looked 
perfectly dazzling. 

A thought flitted through the mind of the King 
how he should like to see his chosen knight win the 



hand of the richly dowered and beautiful Lady 
Eudora. 

The only one of that brilliant train (except Ethel) 
who did not utterly cast care to the winds was the 
young Athelin^^. Moodily he rode onwards, a sullen 
frown darkening Ms brow, while to the obsenra- 
tions addressed him he scarcely made a reply. 

Brithric now and then let fall a word, tending to 
inflame his evil feelings still more. 

But the brightest hours fade the fastest, so the 
happy day waned towards its close, and the gay 
party drew in rein, and proceeded homewards at a 
slackened pace. 

The young King and Queen rode together, con- 
vfersing in low tones, Algitha watching them with a 
heart burning with jealousy, even though she 
smiled on Sithric. 

So they returned, none dreaming or thinking how 
the storm cloud was even then darkening the 
horizon ; ready to burst on the heads of the devoted 
victims. 

The birthday revel, or musical fete of the evening, 
was held in the grand reception hall. The appear- 
ance of this splendid hall was so transformed that 
at first sight it seemed like magic ; it was intended 
to represent a Greek grove and natural Greek 
temple, haunted by Dryads and wood Gods. Mimic 
fountains, raised seats, covered with the softest 
green cushions (to represent moss) were scattered 
about — a perfect veil of rich evergreens and flowers 
covered the walls. 

In the centre of the hall, placed high on mimic 
rocks, rose an altar, surrounded by a belt of shrubs 
and luxurious flowers. Arches were made at each 
end of the hall, communicating to the other apart- 
ments, and at one entrance was a representation of 
a dense forest. 

The gallery appointed for the privileged guests 
soon filled with eager spectators. 

As the hour of the revel approached, the faint 
sound of music broke upon the ear — ^the sheen of 
white garments faintly gleamed' through the dark 
foliage, and a melodious chant accompanied the 
tread of measured footsteps. 

Two and two came the procession of white robed 
figures, a chaplet of laurel and bay binding their 
brow, and a golden girdle encircling the waist. 
Golden lyres were in their hands, from which they 
occasionally struck a thrilling chord. An old man, 
with snowy beard, headed the train — the high priest 
of the sun. 

But conspicuous amongst the rest, with goldon 
curls, gleaning over his white robe, and lyre held 
high aloft, walked Edwy of England — ^a King even 
in that disguise. 

Then came the procession of the Priestesses of 
Apollo, headed by the High Priestess. 

Was she recognised in those classic garments, with 
the crown, replaced by a wreath of laurel? Was 
she recognised with her bright brown hair, released 
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from all fastenings, falling wild, and dishevelled 
about her slender form ; tne rounded arms, bared 
to the shoulders, unadorned, save by their own love- 
liness, with the white uplifted brow, and kindling 
eye, inspired by the frenzy of the fanatical priestess ? 
Was she recognised as the gentle Queen herself ; 
indeed, the chosen victim of fate, standing even 
now witii but one step between happiness and a 
yawning abyss ? 

In the maiden band of attendant . priestesses 
walked one whose bright beauty might well arrest 
every eye, rendered so alluring by the abandon 
of this free wooJland costume. Her peculiar attrac- 
tion, her magnificent hair, was displayed to its 
utmost advantage ; the raven tresses, unbound 
from their numerous coils, plaits, and curls, fell in a 
silky jetty wave to the ground — ^a matchless mantle 
for a matchless beauty. 

In that hour, that moment, she knew the power 
of her own loveliness, and felt that she could brook 
no rival, even in the Queen. 

Even as the white-robed procession entered, 
anoUier train advanced from the lower end' of the 
hall. They were all attired in robes of golden hue, 
like the radiant sun, and were the King's own bards. 

The two processions approached the centre of the 
haU, tJbe first band of priests making its circuit with 
slow, stately steps, whilst the others remained 
drawn up in line. 

They then approached the mystic centre ; the 
high priestess took her seat on the steps of the 
altar, while the attendant priestesses reclined on 
the turf, or leant carelessly against the rocks. 

The High Priest advanced to the beautiful Elgiva, 
and raised the hem of her robe to his lips ; then 
waved his hand three times to his attendants, who, 
immediately joining hands, danced in a wild mystic 
•^circle round the maidens, while they chanted a rude 
thrilling strain, and flung flowers on the ground. 

Faster and faster flew the youthful dancers ; 
swifter and swifter soimded the music. The com- 
pany gazed on with great interest, when suddenly, 
with a wild shriek and a spring like furious savages, 
the priests rushed amongst the priestesses, and 
selecting each a maiden whirled them round and 
round to the wild music, leaving the High Priestess 
and Chief alone near the altar. 

For some time the dance continued, till the High 
Priestess, springing to her feet, blew a golden 
whistle. 

At this signal the dancers stopped and collected 
round her, when she bade them go into the forest, 
and gather the fairest flowers they could find, as 
an ouerms to Apollo. 

Away new the merry crew, and a pleasant 
errand it proved to many a young heart. 

Bather dilatory they were in their mission, for 
the handsome boy, who stood by the Queen's side, 
had to blow twice on his trumpet before any re- 
sponded to the calL 



What a shower of offerings wer* presented to 
Elgiva ! roses, myrtle, lilies, carnations, and a host 
of others ; but Algitha gave the flowery hemlock, 
and Albert the stranger the constant ivy. 

Out of i^e floral tribute the High Priestess 
selected a spray of myrtle and ivy, and placed them 
in her bosom ; then bade her dark-browed Ethel lay 
the rest on the altar. 

"Now, my subjects,*' said the Queen, "strike 
your lyres, and raise your voices in honour of the 
God of day, and light, and song. Assemble all of 
ye, and be seated as it suits your fancy, and by turn 
we will listen to the minstrel song." 

Elgiva then approached a mimic fountain, sur- 
rounded by jutting rocks, and gracefully reclined at 
its base, where truly slm formed a lovely picture. 

One of the minstrels, in golden garb, then ap- 
proached. His song was of the royal pair. He 
wished them many years of happiness, and added 
that though he had served and sung in many a 
monarch's haU, yet never had he^een so fair a 
Queen, or so noble and brave a King. 

He was soon succeeded. The ba^s all struck up 
in turn. Their voices and their harps seemed fire. 
The hearts of the listeners glowed beneath the 
power of harmony. 

When the young Cambrian boy bent before 
Elgiva's rocky seat, till his raven curls nearly swept 
the ground, all felt that his matchless skill could 
bear no competition, and deemed the chaplet which 
was to reward the best minstreL must be his by 
right. The Queen received him with a gracious 
smile ; whilst Edwy, from behind a leafy screen, 
where he was seated with the faithful Cedric, leant 
anxiously forward to listen. 

The youth swept his harp, a few low trembling 
chords ; then pausing, he raised his hand to his 
brow, and gazed round ip a bewildered manner. 
Again he toached the harp, and essayed to raise his 
voice ; but that rich voice, once so obedient, could 
only utter a few broken notes. After vainly striving 
for a moment to conquer his emotion, he burst into 
tears and fled. There was a murmur of surprise at 
this unexpected failure, in so accomplished a min- 
strel. The Queen sent her page to inquire what 
ailed the boy, who stood pale and trembling behind 
the rest of the bards. 

"What is the matter, Llewellen ?" inquired the 
royal lady, as the youth advanced timidly before 
her ; **we are sorry to lose thy song, but if thou 
art really ill or distressed, thou hast our permission 
to leave the hall ; solitude is often the best cure for 
overwrought f eelmgs. Another time we will enquire 
into the cause of thy grief, and see if it can be 
removed." 

The boy gratefully murmured his thanks, and 
immediately retired. 

And now the white-robed band feel it is their 
turn to advance. There is a short hesitation, for 
though most of the young nobles who enacted the 
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part of Grecian yonths were good musicians, they 
were naturally timid at the tuought of displaying 
their skill before the best musical talent in the 
kingdom. It required the repeated summons of 
the trumpet to induce these amateurs to appear 
before the rocky eminence on which the royal bride 
was seated. 

Albert, the stranger, was the first to advance ; he 
bore no instrument in his hand ; but, after a low 
bow to the queen, and an admiring glance at the 
ladies, he commenced in a rich bass voice, uncul- 
tured by musical science, but very harmonious. He 
sang of high deeds of honour and virtue, that the 
best patent of nobility was a man's own noble soul ; 
he sang of peace and friendship, liberty and know- 
ledge ; he painted the glory he hoped would yet 
dawn for England, and zae sublime peace all would 
enjoy if they joined their best efforts to promote 
this mighty work, and spent their lives m doing 
good for others. 

It ended, that rioh, grand voice of the people 
amidst the general applause of the assembly. 

The Queen and Ethel threw a flower to him as he 
retired, to the no small annoyance of one young 
noble, whose eyes flashed fire as he jealously watched 
the maiden's compliment ; yet what ric^ht had he 
to covet a gift from the Lady of Herewood ? he 
alone who had a right was indifferent to all her 
actions ! 

Sithric, the affected fop. in a mincing treble, sang 
an artificial song of love, loaded with flowery com- 
pliments to the ladies, which drew a smile to the 
lips of many of the court damsels ; and then retired, 
perfectly satisfied with himself. 

Many nobles succeeded ; amongst the rest young 
Ardmer, who sang of love and years of domestic 
felicity, in a way that' touched every heart; he 
sang of the absent as only a lover could, feeling her 
presence alone in all that crowded throng. 

And one wild hand swept the chords ; one deep 
melodious .voice breathed a love ditty as fierce and 
cutting as the north wind ; he ppoke of the hap- 
piness of love gained at the sword's point ; praised 
the beauty of dark eyes and dark tresses, and the 
impossibility of the chains of custom having power 
to fetter the free heart ; and ever, as he sang his 
short strain, his gaze was rivetted on the face of 
Lady Ethel. 
^ One followed, pouring forth his burning impas- 
sioned love in glowing Italian melody, forgetful of 
the listening assembly, the whole history of his 
affection for Judith ; his determination to win her 
or die, gushed out in song at the foot of the rocky 
eminence, while the name of Judith ! Judith ! was 
constantly echoed in the strain. 

It was well for the proud maiden tlmt h'v.r 

blushes and angry frowns were concealed behind 

some flowery shrubs, where she was seated with 

Budora ; but this public exposure, of the most 

acred feelings in the world, was a wrong that 



Judith, of Winchester, felt ought never to be for- 
given. 

Eudora thought her poor brother had irretrievably 
ruined his cause, as she marked the fixed, haughty, 
expression which settled on her companion's face. 

There was a delay now ; a long delay ; and then, 
before the excited assembly, appeared one slight 
form, whose | resence drew a blush and smile from 
the lovely high pries^ss. 

He bowed low', and raising his head, shook back 
the golden curls ; for a moment glanced on high, 
then took his harp into his arms, and awakened all 
the soul of its wondrous power ; joy ! erief ! despair ! 
triumph ! by turns, sounded h'om those rich full 
chorJs ; while in the exquisite silvery softness of 
the minor cadeness, was embodied ; all that the most 
beautiful voice could never execute ; all that the 
soul dimly shadows in its brightest dreams. They 
penetrated the mind's chambers and found an echo 
there ; they shook the spirit with unknown joy and 
grief, and opened to its gaze joy regions, which can 
never dawn on earth. 

When the music ceased there was silence; the 
silence of deep emotion. Tears of delight were in 
the eyes of the old high priest — ^they rolled slowly 
down his cheeks. 

The King now struck a lighter strain, and g^race- 
fully bending one knee, sang a love song to his fair 
queen. Spoke of the happiness of kindred spirits — 
ike bliss of their union on earth — told of the im- 
mortality of love, and its only true home — Heaven. 
Then, rising from his knee, burst into a song of 
heroic deeds, with a force and fervour which seemed 
able to summon the mighty warriors of the past 
from their graves. But when the hearts of the 
assembly were clewing with the utmost excitement, 
the minstrel suddenly paused — ^he could have gone 
on for ever, soaring to still higher flights, but he 
wished to leave some room for competition : was 
there room for competition ? Oh no ! with one 
unanimous voice, the whole hall hailed him the 
King of Song : even before the Queen, descending 
from her seat, placed the laurel wreath on his brow. 

It was now the turn of the fairer portion of the 
community to do honour to the High Priestess. 

Fair Ursula advanced with quiet grace and 
modest self-possession, and sang to her harp in a 
sweet voice, the superiority of a life of calm retire- 
ment to the pleasures of gaiety'and the pains of love. 

She looked so pretty, with the colour mantling 
in her soft cheek, that the young knights thought 
it a pity she should profess such sentiments. She 
was succeeded by her lively sister Judith, who 
sang a sparkling little romance of a maiden telling 
her lover the only way by which he could obtain 
her hand, was by performing the most heroic deeds, 
and how, when the unfoitunate knight fulfilled her 
behest, the gay lady forgot her faith, and married 
a King's son ; when the lover, in despair, throy 
away his hfe on the battle field. 
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Ina and Etheldreda came forward to sine a duet. 
The blushing Etheldreda did not do her beautiful 
voice full justice, and Ina was scarcely less embar- 
rassed ; but notwithstanding these little tremours 
they sang very sweetly a song of the fabled sirens ; 
and Edgar thought one maiden was fair enough to 
lure a man to uie veiy pit of destruction by the 
spell of her divine loveliness. 

Ethel afterwards warbled to her guitar a beauti- 
ful Italian song. Her rich contralto had a peculiar 
sweetness as she sang the strains of the sunny 
south ; and Ulric, an ardent admirer of music 
(though he rarely performed himself) felt quite 
proud while he listened to the song of his betrothed. 

The Queen rose with a bright smile, and said, as 
she placed on the brow of the dark-eyed maiden a 
blended chaplet of laurel and roses : — '* Thou art 
indeed our chief priestess of song, Lady Ethel." 

The maidens then retired, and when they re-ap- 
peared Ethel bore in her arms a small golden harp, 
with a crown at the top. They all drew near the 
rocky seat, and falling on one knee, the Lady of 
Herewood humbly besought the high priestess to 
teach them the mysteries of song. 

The Queen, after a moment's hesitation, replied : 
— **Be it so, my subjects; though I am only a 
scholar myself in the divine science ; the eolden 
key of true harmony is retained in the courts aoove." 

The harp was then handed to her by Judith. 
Elgiva looked at it admiringly. It was a love-gift 
from the King that morning, on her birthday. His 
name and hers were entjvmed in the jewels that 
flashed from its framework. At a wave of the 
hand from the Queen the Court seated themselves 
in the most favourable attitudes for obtaining a 
view of the lovely songstress. 

For a brief space sne sat lost in reverie, bending 
forwards. Her brown hair sweeping the golden 
chords, and her snowy arm twined round the harp. 

What was Alb thinking of ? what ages of feeling 
were crowded into her breast at that moment ? She 
saw a brilliant assemblage at her feet, and felt her- 
self enthroned above them ; but an arrow pang shot 
through her heart that in her solitary grandeur she 
was alone. Even he she loved was mingling with 
the crowd — no longer by her side. 

This feeling wrought with fearful effect upon her 
sensitive temperament. All the gloomy prognostica- 
tions she had cherished for years of some dark im- 
pending fate, rushed into her mind, and shaped 
themselves with vivid clearness. Vainly she strove 
to escape from the gloom that surrounded her to the 
rc^ns of light and love. Influenced by these 
mmgled emotions, she raised her face, pale, but soul 
illumined, and burst into impassioned song. 

She was no longer the queen of the revels, the 
High Priestess of Apollo. She was the lonely 
deserted woman — ^the Sappho singing to the winds 
and waves the tale of her love and wrongs, and 
bnealdsgher heartand lyre when that song was ended. 



All listened in amaze ; all were spell-bonnd, as 
that rich exquisite voice poured forth the fatal con- 
test of love battling with dark destiny. It was 
sublime ; more than human. Tears sprang to the 
eyes of every one. Even the young Atiieling was 
moved to tears. The beautiful voice grew fainter 
and fainter ; the harp chords gave express&on to long 
notes of despair ; the high clear tones of the soprano 
voice si^ea like the harp, played by wild winds. 
At last it died into silence. Then over, that death- 
like stillness stealing, as it were, from far off waters, 
broke forth a strain that was not of earth. Softly 
and sweetly it breathe! of comfort to the broken 
heart ; a rest beyond life's toils ; a hope, aye, 
heavenly hope of an eternal love and brightness 
which might well compensate for the momentary 
earth pang. 

The voice grew stronger and stronger, clearer and 
fuller, as it breathed those unearthly joys ; the 
countenance of Elgiva changed from pale despair to 
a look of enthusiastic rapture ; her soul seemed to 
be transported to higher and purer regions. 

Truly it was the music of the dying swan, waxing 
brighter and more glorious as it neared its mortal 
end. It was a song never forgotten by those who 
heard it, to their latest hour; a song which haunted 
those palace walls for long, long years afterwards ! 

The emotion of the assembly became so deep it 
was almost painful. More and more beiautiful grew 
that lovely voice ; higher and higher rose the notes, 
as the soul poured itself forth in a last triumphant 
flood of divine melody and power, then, as if 
human nature was unable to sustain that wild effort 
of superhuman genius ; the voice ceased, and the 
songstress sunk senseless on the rocks ! 

The Court were so awe struck that they could 
only gaze on in amaze, at first imagining that her 
soul had winged its flight to Heaven in that last 
exulting strain ; then all rushed forwards. The 
Earl of Sussex was the first to raise the Queen ; 
then the Princess Ulrica and the Atheling advanced, 
and the crowd drew back to permit their ap- 
proach. 

The King, who felt annoyed at Elgiva showing so 
much emotion before the eyes of her subjects, dis- 
played less of the agitation of the lover on this occa- 
sion than on any other. 

Her mother bent anxiously over her child, and 
bathed her pale brow with perfume ; but the 
moment the Queen recovered, the first object she 
looked out for was her royal husbaud, but he was 
not by her side, having retired with Cedric. 

There were many who noted this little episode 
with gleeful triumph ; there were many who specu- 
late! upon it as an easier means of removing her 
from her envied position. • 

What felt she ? the doomed one. to whom the love 
of that bright haired youth was a fatal spell, when 
she saw him absent from the throng gathered, round 
her? 
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^ With woman's pride she concealed the pang, and 
risin^i to her feet, with a gracions smile assort the 
ooortieni she was quite recovered, and bade them 
continue their revels. 

Taking Ethel's arm, Elgiva would have moved 
on, but Edgar, who had been viratching her for some 
time with deep interest, begeed her to lean on him, 
and drew her apart to a shady bower. 

There was a momentary pause, a hush, on the 
spirits of all ; but it did not last long. The atten- 
dants came round with rich refreshments, and as 
the masque was over, the Grecian worshippers 
mingled with the rest of the Court, either walking 
in the spacious apartments, dancing to the music of 
the sounding harp, or listening to the cool play of 
the fountains. 

Half an hour passed, and who so radiant as Elgiva, 
when she issued from her leafy retreat, after an 
interesting conversation with the Atheling, in which 
she had promised the boy to exert her influence with 
the King, to shorten the time of his foreign tour ; 
and permit him then to declare his love, openly 
and honourably, to Etheldreda ; but she told him 
that her sister Algitha had requested that the 
maiden should hear nothing of his affection for the 
present. 

'* If thou should'st escape from all the fascinations 
of foreign Queens and Princesses, and come back 
unscathed, to this little Island Flower," she said, 
in conclusion, ''we shall all feel sure tiiat in after 
years thou wilt never have occasion to repent thine 
early choice." 

Edgar was perfectly satisfied with his sister-in-law's 
reasonings, for he was extremely fond of her, and 
would not willingly have injured a hair of her head ; 
even towards his brother his feelings, though 
irritated by evil advisers, were still loyal and sincere. 

When tn$ Queen appeared once more amongst her 
court, the eldest bard, attended by two or three 
others, advanced, holding in his hand a bardic 
crown, which only a bard's hand knew how to weave ; 
trembling with joy and pride, he bent one knee be- 
fore the beautiful Elgiva, saying in tones quivering 
with emotion, — 

"Permit me, noble Queen, to offer thee the 
bard's own sacred crown, dearer to a true minstrel 
than aught, save honour, the hope, the ambition of 
his life ; the greatest potentate on earth could not 
force this gift m>m us ; but we freely offer it to thee, 
Ro^ral Lady, from the minstrels of England, as 
having attained the highest perfection in song.*' 

The bard presented the chax)let to the roysJ bride, 
who smilingly said : 

"No other hand but thine shall adorn me," and 
bidding Ethel remove the garland she had previously 
worn, bent her bright head before the agedmiiistrel, 
who crowned it with the crown of song. 

The wreath the Queen had decked her tresses, 
with, as a Grecian priestess, she threw amongst 
the crowd ; a general scramble ensued, which ended 



in all the young knights and maidens getting each 
a leaf or blossom, which they long preserved in 
memory of Elgiva's triumph, and Elgiva's birth- 
day. 

Judith had anxiously avoided the young Etheling 
of Kent throughout the evening ; but towards its 
close he found an opportunity of seeing her alone ; 
he discovered the ^ay beauty with one of the other 
knights, who knowing the devotion of his friend, 
good naturedly withdrew. Cold as ice grew the 
face of Judith, but her heart was beating fast ; cold 
as ice it remained when the young Earl, throwing 
himself on his knees, poured forth nis impassioned 
love — asked her to consent to be his bride ; without 
any affection, implored her to set him any difficult 
task to perform (as she had mentioned in her song), 
if she would only give him a hope for the future. 

In vain. In cutting words, the maiden said his 
pursuit of her was utterly useless ; and there was 
nothing he could do to make her alter her senti- 
ments ; concluding by saying she did not believe in 
his affection, and be^ed him to carry his vain pro- 
fessions to another damsel, who might prove more 
credulous than she was, and, perchance, feel com- 
plimented by her name being made the gibe and jest 
of every knave and lacquey in the land. 

Stung to madness by her remarks, the young man 
sprang from his knees, and clasped her to his heart, 
— **Thou shalt be mine," he said as he pressed his 
lips to hers, " the Fates have destined us for each 
other." 

Proud Judith, overoome by indignation and sur- 
prise, could not at first resist him ; suddenly re- 
covering her ener^es, she tore herself away, and 
sunk half fainting mto a seat. 

The Etheling, thoroughly humbled, threw him- 
self at her feet, and besought her forgiveness. 

At this moment the King and Cedric passed by ; 
the maiden's face was buried in her hands ; but the 
Earl of Kent impetuously sprang up and ad- 
vanced towards Edwy of England, exclaiming : — 

"My gracious Sovereign, thou hast surprised me 
in an attitude in which I should be proud to be seen 
by the whole world ; plead for me, noble King, 
with the lady Judith, she has rejected my repeated 
suit with coldness, and accuses me of lightness and 
inconstancy — hex e, before the throne, I claim her 
band as my bride, and swear to cherish and lo/e 
her as long as life lasts." 

The King laid his hand upon the youth's shoulder, 
and looked with kind eyes into his agitated face. 
"Nay, my Adalbert, be not so faint-hearted and 
despairing. We admire the manly candour which 
so irankly acknowledges its affection, and doubt not 
its sincerity ; but maidens are coy, perverse crea- 
tures, and require to be wooed after a strange 
fashion. Nevertheless we will exert our royal 
authority with this rebellious damsel." 

He then approached the agitated maiden. "Lady 
Judith/' he said, as with kmgly hand he drew her 
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white fingers from her agitated face, and obedient 
to the toaoh she rose pale and trembling before him; 
"Wilt thou not allow me to bestow this lovely 
hand on onr trusty Mend and follower, the EtheUng 
of Kent; always provided thine excellent father, 
the BLshop of Winchester, gives his consent," 

Judith was too embarraiswd for speech, and Edwy 
taking her silence for consent, placed her hand in 
that of the deliehted yoonj? noble, who, falling on 
one knee,pre8S^ it to his lips long and passionately. 
The Ebhelmg felt he was her lord and master then. 
The Saxon monarch turned with a smile to 
Gedric, remarking, ''Thou art a witness to this 
betrothal Oedric, and I hope soon we shall have a 
happy wedding ; but my ardent lover thou must 
hold thine happiness a little in abeyance till we 
have received the good bishop's answer." 

Interlacing his arm within that of the knight's, 
the young monarch retired. 

•* Ah, my trusty Cedric, " said Edwy, ** the smiles of 
love are unknown to thee. Have none of the maidens 
of our court made an impression on thy cold heart ?" 
**No, my royal lord and master," answered Cedrc. 
"My heart has only room for one image, the image 
of my King ; and round it hovers a radiant face — 
the face of glory !" 

"Thou art young," replied the King, "young 
and enthusiastic. Thou hast yet to learn that the 
warrior's wreath can be brightened by the love of 
woman. Thy friendship and devotion to me, Cedric, 
I hope never to lose ; for I view thee as my dear 
and chosen friend, but the human heart is capacious 
enough for many affections. Like a fountain, it 
pours forth perpetual streams, but its own deep 
well springs are supplied from a higher source." 

No sooner had the King left, than Judith also 
vanished, but not before she had been again clasped 
to the breast of her affianced lover, who found ner 
more captivating in her reluctant tears and grief, 
than even in her brightest hours. She did not 
appear agaiu till the close of the revel, when she 
was summoned to join the ranks of her companions, 
and attend the young Queen from the hall. In the 
solitude of her chamber the maiden realised the 
strange destiny which had been so unexpectedly 
thrust upon her, and revolved in her mind if there 
was any reasonable prospect of escape. 

In her father she saw none, for she knew his 

gredilection for her suitor ; her brother also liked 
im ; and her gentle mother was ever the echo of 
her husband's sentiments. Could she now a raise a 
dissentient voice, when she had allowed her hand 
to be placed by the King in that of the highest 
peer of bis realm. In those days a betrothal (inde- 
pendent of the presence of royalty) was considered 
almost as binding as a marriage, and could only be 
dissolved by the consent of both parties. 

Poor Judith ! This was indeed a sudden ending 
to her bright career, to be fettered for ever as the 
star of one heart ! 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE ASSASSIN. 

SiloLce in the palace ! deep silence ! stealing o*er 
the minstrel chords, hushing the merry lau^ fold- 
ing young hearts in slumber, star-lit with Dlissf nl 
dreioM ; silence ! deep silence ! falling on the wings 
of darkness. The mask is lifted from the face of 
care and crime — ^the hollow mask of wreathed 
smiles. Let the wind and the solemn stars look 
down upon the unveiled history, and diroud their 
bright lustre at the sad spectacle revealed to view. 
Silence ! the whispers which bear no good faXL 
strange and cold on the listenin^^ ear ; the echoing 
foot-fall thrills bodingly throng that midn^ht 
quiet. 

Softly over the fine rushes of the lighted corridor 
pace the stalwart men-at-arms, guarding the royal 
chambers. Softly to and fro through the mght of the 
revel. 

Do they guard the slumber well? Are they 
staunch and leal at their post ? 
Hark I 

Is it a sighing of the rising breeze, stirring the • 
leafy evergreens ; or a muffled footstep breaking the 
hushed stmness of the King's chamber ? 
Hark! 

Is it the breath of slumber ; or a stifled gasp of 
quick emotion, foreign to the room ? 
Hark ! 

Stealing along, like the tiger, unseen to the 
faithful servitors without (who suspect not that 
treachery within Has given a clue to the private 
passages) comes a shadow, deepening and growing 
mto form, out of the arras, concealing an entrance 
to a large and dimly-lighted room — ^the shadow of a 
man, tall and stalwart, with black enveloping gar- 
ments, and a black mask ; in his hand gleams a cold 
steel ; in his wild eyes a deadlier weapon of revenge. 
Stealing along, comes the assassin, to the richly 
draped couch of the Saxon King. ' 

No pause ! no glance aside ! Fixed is the *^aze 
upon uiose heavy draperies which fall so stiU ; 
breathless as the sleeper within will soon be. 

The couch is gained, the hand noiselessly draws 
back the folds of drapery, and gazes with hated 
breath within ! 
There is nothing I 
The victim is not there. 

" Baffled !" muttered the dark fonn, between his 
clenched teeth ; " baffled, but not foiled !" Swifter 
than when he entered, the intruder disappeared 
through the arras, traversed a dark winding passage, 
struck off into another, ascended a narrow night of 
stairs, and paused before a door. 

A low impatient knock was answered by the 
door being opened. A slight figure appeared on the 
threshold. A few words were exchanged of firm 
authority on the one side, and shrinking reluctance 
on the other. Then the slender f oxm muffled and 
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cowled, and the dark man descended the stairs, and 
once more entered the Ein^s apartment. 

like a rashing thought uie younger crossed the 
room and oarefmly examined the walls. A richly 
emblazoned panel yielded to his touch. He beck- 
oned his companion ; both saw a narrow dark corri- 
dor ; no light was in tilieir reach $ after a moment^s 
hesitation they entered the passage, closed the 
panel, and stole along in the black darkness. The 
young guide felt the walls to discover an opening. 
A handle met his touch ; he turned it ; there was a 
scraping sound ; the door remained firm ; it was 
bolted within. Voices were heard, as of those 
suddenly aroused from slumber. The midnight 
marauders paused. The trembling of the boy 
became painfully audible. A strong gripe on the 
arm from his companion checked the tiremour ; they 
waited till the yoices died into the regular breath- 
ing of sleep ; and then moved on. Groping about 
they found a half -closed door, which proved to lead 
to a flight of stairs descending below. 

"I knew not of this stair," whispered the boy, 
"it has evidently been used to-ni^ht.'* 

Slowlj and tediously they contmued their quest, 
feeling m the dark for a sprins or handle. At last 
the passage terminated in what was evidently a 
secret doorway, but there appeared no possible clue 
to opening it. 

* After vainly essaying it, the boy muttered, in 
imploring tones, ''we may as well return. There 
is only one way to gain the Queen's room,' and that 
is by the bard's closet, which was occupied by 
Godmn to-night. The key of it is kept by the 
Master of the Chambers, when the ba^ retires 
from performing his nishtly duties on the harp. 
We must retire, or our fives will be forfeited." 

"Never," replied the other in a deep whisper ; 
"never. Search again, with all thine energies." 

Agdn that prowling, cruel scrutiny was resumed. 

"Ha V* whispered the man, "it is here," and as 
he hissed out the words, a panel glided open, and 
close before him was revealed a recess, with soft 
curtains partialhr withdrawn, dividing it from a 
lai^ and costly decorated room, lit wiUi the faint 
ramance of a shaded lamp, and the silver rays of 
the summer moon. The breath of perfumed flowers 
stole throush the open casement into this peaceful, 
beautiful shrine for slumber — slumber which re- 
freshes and purifies, guarded by the wings of angels. 

The centre of the recess, whose secret entrances 
communicating with the private corridor leading to 
the Ejng's apartment, was thus rudely invaded, 
was occupied by a couch crowned wim a golden 
circlel^ and adorned with other proud devices, 
gleaming' golden in the purple curtains which swept 
to the rush-strewn floor. 

A moment the shadows lingered. The profane 
foot paused on the threshold to listen through the 
summer silence to the breath of human iSe. It 
came faint and low like childhood's breathings. 



The assassin delayed no longer, but approached 
the couch, softly pushed back Uie drapery, and 
raised his gleaming steel. Ha ! what makes him 
pause^ a second time arrested in his career ? The 
coveted prize is not there. 

Before him lay a lovely form — a sleeping face, lit 
with the indescribable rapture of repose that falls 
from i^e white wings of pure slumber ; a look ; her 
"Brother Death" borrows in his first hours of coa« 
quest to gild the brow of soulless mortality. 

The sleeper's long lashes swept the dimpled cheek 
that lay pillowed on the soft arm, half buried in 
the silken masses of rich unbound hair ; the red 
lips wore a smile of innocence, and the smooth brow 
was unshadowed by a trace of earth. 

The assassin's hand remained up-lifted. He gazed 
spell-bound. The bride of Edwy was before him 
in her defenceless youth. But she was not the 
destined prey. 

"Strike !" whispered a voice in his ear — a hissing 
whisper, cold as ice. " Strike ! she will be a better 
victim." 

The man flashed back a glance of indignant fire 
through the holes of his black mask, but answered 
not. His chest heaved with mishty emoticm. The 
power of that holy slumber woke up the lingering 
sparks of goodness in his distorted nature. The 
voice of conscience, long stifle<l, rose, and struggled 
to regain her influence ; struggled to wrest that 
shameful blade from that blood-stained hand, ere it 
was yet further dyed. To f oi-ce him on his knees 
before that gentle being ; force him to acknowledge 
his sin in the eye of Heaven ; to send up the cr^ for 
pwrdon to the one Great All Father, dimly beheved 
in through the clouds of Druid sux>erstitions. 

The good angel fought mightily — ^fought for the 
last time. A groan escaped his lips^« groan deep 
and irrepressible. 

The slumberer stirred ; partly unclotdng her dark 
eyes. Did she see the menacing form: Surely, 
no. The curtains fell to the ground ; the shadows 
vamshed, even as she moved. 

** Edwy," murmured the young Queen ; ** Edwy ! 
Ah ! he leaves me alone," and a tear — ^the tear of 
human sorrow — disturbed the heavenly tinted 
slumber. 

Edwy heard not the whisper — saw not the mid- 
night intruder. He was far away from her who 
loved him, and the thirster for his blood was baffled. 

The muffled figures rapidly retraced their steps, 
and regained the small chamber already mentioned. 
When once within, and the door firmly locked, the 
masks and disguises were thrown aside, and the taU 
form appeared an old man, whose sinewy strength 
was hardly enfeebled by years, and whose snowy 
beard and silvery locks contrasted strangely with 
the unquenched fire of his deep, dark eyes. Once 
before has he crossed these pages, as the old 
Cymbrian, who obtained through Dunstan the post 
of bard for his so-called son in the royal household. 
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Kow we must clear up the mysteiy of his conduct 
by naming him as the father of Queen Elgiva, Edwy*s 
Cambrian mother, whose remorseless unforgiving 
spirit still cherished a burning revenge to the de- 
scendants of the Saxon, who nad roboed him of a 
* child ; and whose mind, from long dwelling on the 
fell subject, had wandei^ from the ^mits of rea- 
son. 

His companion was his grandchild — ^the King's 
Cymbrian bard. 

The youth's agitation at the revel may well be 
accounted for. 

Burdened with the dark secret of the coming 
night, in which he was to play the traitor's part ; 
bound by a solemn vow to lurther the plots of two 
des^rite conspirators ; torn by the contending 
feelmgs of affection, and respect for his grandsire, 
and a dawning love and admiration of the King ; 
no wonder if his nerves sometimes gave way beneath 
the pressure of such a wretched position, especially 
when those nerves, thrilling beneath a boyish garb, 
were the nerves of a sensitive woman. 

*'Boadicea," said the British Chieftain after a 
long silence, during which he had sat gazing 
on the blank wall, as if piercing through it into 
futurity, ** T have failed this time, but my vengeance 
cannot longer be delayed. I am not one to croich, 
and wait, and plot, and circumvent, like the psJe- 
faced cowled monk, who has himself been defeated 
and banished. Now, or never must the cravings of 
my soul be satisfied, and the dark stain washed away 
from our house. The father's blood was not suffi- 
cient to purify our line ; the son's is needed. Ere 
three suns have risen and set, he or 1 must have 
left this earth." 

" Oh, my father," cried the disguised maiden, fall- 
ing on^her knees, and clasping her grandsire's hand, 
"do not, I beseech thee, continue this quest ? Oh, 
return in peace to Cambria, and take me with thee, 
free from the painful yoke of servitude in an even- 
ing's palace, and the added shame of wearing a earb 
foreign to my sex. I have striven to obey thee, 
have watched, and listened, and betrayed every 
movement and word of the King to his enemies, 
but the fates seem arrayed against our plots. This 
night convinces me that Edwy is protected by an 
invisible power. To linger longer, in or near the 
palace, thou wilt only run the risk of being dis- 
covered and killed. Even now, thou art scarcely 
safe. Oh, fly my father, ere it be too late." 

"Never," muttered the chieftain, **never." The 
momentary good influences had vanished, leaving 
him harder, sterner than ever. ** Seek not to move 
me by whining prayers ; they are useless. Have I 
reared and tramed thee from^ childhood, inured thee 
in deception, accustomed thee to this garb, saciificed 
the last remaining descendant of a royal race of 
Cymbrian chieftains, all for one object, vengeance ; 
and thinkest thou I will renounce it, as man re- 
nounces a shallow sentiment? No, no ; the Gods ' 



of my country forbid it. Life for me has no attrao- 
tions, that I should dread its extinction, t lontf to 
slumber beneath the rude stones of the mountains, 
but unless my soul is freed from tiiis burden of un- 
satisfied revenge, I should know no repose, even 
there. Hear my plans. Three days longer will I 
lurk in the adjoining wood, as a wild beast in his 
lair. If no chance of a meeting occurs during that 
time, I will again attempt the palace, and should I 
fail as to-night, through your want of diBoemment, 
or wilful neglect, my sword shall be buried in thy 
breast, and then will I slay myself." 

Boadicea trembled and turned pale, but remained 
silent. 
The chief continued, — • 

'* If I fall by any strange mischance ere the false 
one's son is killed, on thy young head I leave the 
debt of vengeance unfulfilled. Thou must live to 
cancel it. Seek out the banished monk's friends. 
Work, toil with them; never rest till Edwy is 
pierced to the soul with sorrows, dethroned, dead I 
Thine hand is too tender to deal the death blow, 
but thou canst aid the stroke of others. If thou 
lovest me, if thy blood flows from the same pure 
stream, if thou desirest to meet me in the world of 
spirits, to avoid my deadly curse, which has power 
to wither up thy life springs — ^swear to do so." 

The girl's cheek flushed crimson, she stretched 
out her clasped hands, as if invoking unseen sup- 
port, muttering — 

** The trial is too heavy ; why can I not die and 
end it ? and yet there would be no peace even in the 
grave with a father's curse. Hear me," die cried 
passionately, "hear me once more. Have I not 
proved, proved to thee my love; have I not re- 
nounced a maiden's dearest hopes of happiness ; 
bowed my pride, stained my eonscience ; asTOted 
life to minister to thy will : is it needful to appeal 
to my love, mine obedience, now ? though flesh and 
blood shrink from the task, I will fulfil t£y relentless 
purpose. Put forth this maiden hand, and dye it 
with the noblest blood that ever welled from human 
heart — ^thebloodof a near kinsman. Tes, I will do all 
this ; but oh, my father, for the last time I would 
appeal to thee : is there no hope of thy relenting ? 
For my sake wilt thou not release me from the hated 
task that is crushing me to the earth." ^e fixed 
her mournful eyes, filled with passionate entreaty, 
on the stem face before her ; but no relenting 
shadow passed over the iron visage. 

"It is vain," said the old man, "to entreat me 
further; the word of a Briton can never be recalled — 
the will of a Cambrian is like adamant. I tell thee, 
swear to cany out my vengeance." 

"I swear to do so," replied the kneeling girl, 
reading in the inexorable face before her the hope- 
lessness of further entreaty. "I swear it by the 
invisible one who rules the world ; by the altar 
and sacred miseltoe ; swear to do all one weak 
mortal can to ruin the Saxon and avenge thee.''. 
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Then was ailence. In deep thought that strange 
pair remained. The old man, and the last of ms 
race I The old man hastening to the goal of 
humanity, the young one just entering the race of 
life; both bound together in a bloody bond of 
Tengeance, enslaved by the power of an. evil prin- 
ciple. It took the saored beauty from the white 
looks — the silver reverence of affe. It blighted the 
bright promise of early youth ; it led them on 
remorselessly, step by step, a weary journeying to a 
fatal end. 

The heart sickens at the blood-red creed of those 
early ages — ^the thirst for life ; the cruel severing of 
the dosest ties in a moment's frenzy. But as we 
turn in horror from the darkened records of the 
past, does not a painful feeling shadow our mind at 
the want of peace and charity in our own enlightened 
era ? at the fierce passions which rage in the 
breast of civilization, and although (save in a few 
exceptions) restrained by the bonds of social opinion, 
and the arm of the law, from venting their vengeance 
in the sword, or poison, yet scarcely less deadly, 
toil and circumvent to ruin the peace and happiness 
of their victims ; cherish ceaselessly a flame of 
nnpityini; hatred, pursue it through aU costs ; die 
muorgivme, a miurderer at souL What light of re- 
ligionnaduiose poor heathens. Whowasto whisper 
to them of the peace, the blessedness of conquenng 
hatred by forgiveness, of loving our enemies ? No ; 
their only restraining principle were the implanted 
virtues of a naturally, noble, brave nature ; nobler 
and grander than our own, {lerchance. What 
should we be divested of — Christianity ; and left to 
our natural dispositions? Surely we ought to 
tremble at reading the record of olden times; tremble 
at our fearful misuse of so many precious gifts, and 
the great responsibility arising therefrom. The old 
man pressed the ^rl to his heart, long and tenderly, 
and blessed her with his Druid's blessing. 

Then silently she led him down a winding stair, 
through a dark corridor into the garden, and cau- 
tiously stealing aJong the the leafy groves, reached 
a door, which opened into the coimtry. Here they 
parted, the man moving away to the adjoining 
wood, the girl slowly retuning to the Palace. 

Quietly as the retreat had been effected, it had 
not passed unnoticed. The person chiefly concerned 
was not the observer, though by one of those 
stranjge chances, the King was within a few paces 
of his revengeful grandsire, sitting in a favourite 
bower, indulging in a train of deep and varied 
musings, which often bore his dreamy, spiritual 
nature, far away from the present scene. 

This night the lovelv moon, and the excitement 
of the revel, combined with the strange emotions 
awakened by Glgiva's sad song, rendered him unfit 
for sleep, and feeling even the loftlv chambers too 
close a prison for ms oppressive thoughts he had 
wandered forth, and finally abandoned himself to 
the sway of thought, gilded by radient visions, of 



creating a glorious structure of national greatness on 
his native isle. Thus absorbed, he heScd not the 
passing footsteps of the foe. 

Another wakeful watcher gazing forth causht 
sight of the dark form. Young Oedric sat in his 
chamber, reading classic tomes, by the rays of a 
lamp. 

A vague feeling suddenly prompted him to dose 
the volume, and move into his ante-chamber, which 
overlooked the Court. 

In the upper apartments of the Kine's suite, which 
was the opposite side to his wing, ne observed a 
light bummg, and fancied he descemed two 
shadowy outunes. It was an unusual occurrence 
for the attendants who occupied those rooms to keep 
such late vigils, and made Cedrio uneasy. He 
watched till the light was extinguished, and then 
returned to his room, but not to read ; his mind 
felt too much engrossed with this suspicious circum- 
stance to settle to grave studies. Turning to the 
lamp, he shaded it, approched the window, drew 
back the silken curtains, and gazed forth, even as 
he did so, he observed a dark figure issue from the 
private garden gate. The boy's return escaped his 
observation, being concealed by thick shrubs. The 
tall figure walked over a short space of open ground, 
and then vanished in a thicket adjoining tiie King's 
forest. 

"Ha!" muttered Cedric, ** there is treason a-foot 
already. Shame on my countrymen that such a 
feeling should exist towards so noble a ruler, but I 
will watch well, and closely. That generous breast 
shall not pass defenceless amongst skulking knaves 
I am not one of the Einc's body guard, merely to 
shine in the revel, and advance mine own name and 
power, but to serve and defend my sovereign. While 
Cedric lives, Edwy of England shall not fall like 
his royal father, by an assassin's hand." 

Sleep well, brave spirit ! sleep and dream of that 
noble hope of service. The hope will be realised ; 
the dream fulfilled. When did the earnest unselfish 
worker ever fail in achieving his end ? ay, though 
mountains, of difficulties at first intervened in we 
way. 

Next mom saw the departure of three of the 
young knights. Edcar, with his shadow Brithric, 
left for Oxford. Ardmer started at the same time, 
to bear them company part of the way. The young 
man was bound for his father's country residence, 
with tidings of the Earl's suit for his sister, and a 
letter from the King, endorsing the same subject. 
In a few days he was to be followed by the young 
lover himself, who could not so soon tear himsS 
from 'his beautiful betrothed. Very sad was the 
Atheling to quit the scene of his happiness, and 
when he came to pay hia adieu to the Queen and 
her maidens, his animation quite deserted him. 

Elgiva spoke kindly and hopefully to the Prince, 
drawmg him apart to the deep recess of a distant 
window. Tenderly she whispered a blessing and 
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good wiahes on his future career ; cheered him with 
uie bright assurance that his love would be crowned 
with success ; urffed him steadily to persevere with 
his studies ; and become a vrise, good Prince, like 
his ancestor, Alfred. Then affectionately kissing 
the fairly sobbing boy, bade him leave her side to 
say farewell to a dearer one. 

Algitiia meanwhile had breathed her injunctions 
into her knight Brithric's ear. The parting seal to 
counsels which were to undo all the good impressions 
her innocent rival had wrought m the Prince's 
nund. The false friend was to Inform her of every 
movement and phase of mind of the cajoled Athe- 
ling ; to cease not till he had turned his heart from 
its loyal and fraternal allegiance ; and all this for 
the bright smiles of her whose green scarf he wore. 
These mocking smiles were all the reward she had 
to cive ; but Brithrio needed no love of lady fair to 
in&oe him to work out his own aggrandizement in 
estranging the royal brothers. 

When the Atheling approached her sister, Algitha 
was at her side, and Edgar's sole satisfaction at part- 
ing was a lingering pressure of the hand, a long kiss 
imprinted upon it, and a fiower seized from the 
dimpled fingers, which were idly playing with the 
delicate pews. 

Ardmer warmly embraced Judith, and bade her 
■mile npon her devoted lover. 

Hie news of the maiden's enga^^ement was well 
known, and the merry merciless railer found herself 
defenceless in warding off the attacks of those she 
had so often persecuted. Gentle Ina generously 
came to her relief, and bold in another's caiise dis- 
persed the meny crew, by threatening to complain 
of them to the Queen. 

So the young knights departed into the unknown 
future. 

There was a shadow on Elgiva's brow. It had 
fallen there in that strange night, perchance from 
the dark influence bending over her slumber. It 
lingered through mom, till noon, and there was no 
shade of love to disperse it, for £dwy had never 
sought her apartments. After attending to his 
court duties, he left the palace alone, and on foot, 
and was seen by his attendants walking to the wood. 
It was a warm day, but not bright. A dense mist 
eni^ouded the sun in a dim curtain. The young 
King ieit strangely expressed. Bis wakeful night 
had left him excited, perhaps morbid ; but with his 
usual conscientiousness he allowed no inward emotion 
to interfere with his state duties, but toiled at them 
moip indefatigably than ever. That day he had 
busied himseS in planning agricultural improve- 
ments for the country, and making arrangements 
for tiieir execution. When late in the afternoon 
Ins duties were ended, wearied in body, with an 
acting head, he was glad to escape to the solitude of 
nature. 

As he walked along sad thou^ts swept into his 
•only ever centering round Slgiva's haunting song. 



Could it be all an ideal conception , and yet come 
to him with the force of reality ? Was his love 
dream to be brief, as it was glorious, brief as the 
despairing melody had pictured it ? Had his kingly 
power no means to bind Elgiva to his side ? 

These dread questions haunted him so painfully 
that he shrunk from meeting the Queen untiil they 
were set at rest. 

On he wandered, deep into the heart of the dark 
forest, till he reached the fountain, where the strange 
vision of the Druid and the prophetess Govinda had 
met him prophesying his doom. 

Flinging himself on the turf, beside the limpid 
basin, he resigned himself to the luxury of repose. 
Long he ga^ through the leafy network to the 
far off heavens above, through whose misty curtains 
a faint blue was breaking, gazing till calm feelings 
stole into his soul ; and the weary eyelids closing, 
tired nature sank into deep slumber. 

The moment had come — long desired, long sought 
for. The dark chieftain watching and lurking in 
the forest, was rewarded for his toil. Stealing near, 
he causht sight of the sleeping form. With a sup- 
pressed cry of insane joy he rushed forward, cleared 
the space, and bending low, raised his murderous 
steel ! 

"Hold!" cried a thrilling voice, which aroused 
the King. ''Hold, arch traitor ; or you die !" and 
Cedric, sword in hand, rushed forward and flung 
aside the assassin's blade. 

Edwy started to his feet. 

The Briton, disengaging his weapon from the 
knight, sprang towards the King, but Cedric threw 
himself before his sovereign, and caught the blow 
on his sword. 

"Stay, Cedric," said the King, advancing round 
and confronting the old Cambrian with the eye of 
supreme courage, which awed even his remorseless 
enemy. 

"And thou, old man ; who art thou, that comest 
to stain thy white hairs with murder ? Speak, has 
Edwy of England ever wronged thee ? If I have 
injured thee or any other man in this realm, by 
word or deed, here let thy sword be buried in this 
unarmed breast." 

That lofty challenge wrung the truth from the 
lips of the not quite debi^i9d, and once noble, 
chieftain: — "Thy father and thy people have 
wronged me deei)iy, deadly ; and I have sworn to 
take thy hfe. With thee there is no debt of injury ; 
nay, in the midst of my hatred I can admire thy 
courage, but my vow must stand ;" and he rushed 
forward, dagger in hand, to strike that majestic 
form, but the sword of the fiery Dane, no longer 
to be restrained, was passed through his side, and 
he fell on the threshold of his crime ! 

"Put up thy sword, Cedric," said the King, 
gazing sadly on the prostrate form and silvery hair 
dabbled in gore, happily unconscious of the near 
relationship existing between him and the baffled 
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murderer. * 'I am erieved that its first stains should 
be those of an old man, even though he be an 
assassin. Methinks the heart of England is cold 
and hard to be won, not to have responded to the 
love I would have lavished on her. 1 take not this 
as a solitary instance of ill-will. It is the first 
attack, Cedric, but not the last. The next, I pre- 
sage, will fall more surely on my devoted heart. 
Nevertheless, if it be the will of One above that I 
suffer for England, let it be so. See that the old 
man has honourable burial beneath the forest turf. 
I know not his name or the cause of his hatred, but 
suppose him to be some destitute Cambrian, mad- 
dened by a sense of national defeat. Peace be to 
his ashes. May the Lord have mercy on his soul ! 

The youth pressed his Sovereign's hand, and 
raised it reverently to his lips. 

** Would to Heaven, my King," he murmured, 
' ' that every drop of blood in this hearb could make 
loval men, such as EngUsh soil should produce, 
willingly would I shed them, one by one." 

" I know it, my friend," replied the King, with a 
fond smile, and there are many other lieges in the 
land, noble and true, but the good are ever in the 
minority. 

That night, when the moon rose fair and solemn, 
the young King told his Queen the adventure in the 
forest, and the strange gloom that preceded it ; and 
she revealed to him her vision the night before of a 
dark form bending over her pillow. 

"Whatever may betide, whispered the King, 
as he folded Elgiva to his heart, and read in her 
beautiful eyes the story of a love, time would never 
end, no fate can part our souls ; they are indis- 
solubly united. Aye ! one — one for ever ; Joy, joy in 
the thought. There is no death for love ! So the 
old man slept beneath the forest trees, where the 
foot of the wild beast stole stealthily mid the 
summer stillness, and the dead leaves fell thick and 
fast in the eolden autumn, where the birds made 
melody in tae green cloisters, and the huntsman's 
arrow gleamed through the rich brushwood. 

In the dread stillness, that One voice alone shall 
waken ; he lay there, far from his kindred, without 
a stone to mark his resting place. And only one 
being in the proud Palace mourned for his death, 
or Imew that the intended regicide was grandsire to 
the Saxon King. 

CHAPTER XV. 

MANDATE OF THE CHURCH. 

How rapidly the face of Nature changes — cloud 
and sunshine, rain and hail-storm, follow each other 
in quick succession ; and as in nature, so it is in 
life, the smile chases away the tear ; the death is 
followed by the marriage ; the brightest hours suc- 
ceeded by the darkest gloom ; therefore, none, save 
those who have not yet passed from the charmed 
temple of happy childhood, dare dream that the 
morrow will he as bright as even to day. 



After the painful event of the attempted assasi- 
nation, the Court removed to Winchester, the slight 
cloud, which for a moment had darkened the love of 
Ed«7y and Elgiva, had completely passed away ; and 
never had the devotion and mutual happiness of the 
royal pair been so great as during the past few 
weeks. Every moment the King could snatch from 
the affairs of the kingdom, to which he untiringly 
and perseveringly devoted himself, was passed by 
the side of his queen ; and she valued those hours 
as only those can do who possess a conviction firm 
and unshaken as adamant, that those hours are 
numbered. When not with her husband, or obliged 
to mingle with the Court, Elgiva passed her time on 
her knees before the Crucifix, while she besought, 
with impassioned earnestness. Divine assistance to 
bear her appointed lot, whatever it might be ; and 
that Heavenly strength, which is never implored in 
vain, was granted to the young Queen ; a peace 
from above filled her mind, while her brow shone 
with the light of holy resignation. 

Not one word of all this mental struggle was 
breathed to her husband ; never had Elgiva seemed 
so free from all haunting fears of the future as she 
was in their hours of brief communion ; and Edwy 
dreading, by look or sign, to wake her from what 
he trusted was a happy forgetfulness, refrained 
from any allusion that might disturb her tranquility. 

Algitha, in the mean time, had resigned her post 
of Maid of Honour (which was supplied by Lady 
Ada, of Surrey), and retired from Court, taking 
her young sister Etheldreda with her. The stout 
Earl of Ordmer had come for his daughters, being 
heartily tired (so he declared) of the solitude of his 
castle halls without some ladies presiding there. 

Sithric remained behind, at the command of his 
proud lady love, who thought he might prove a 
useful agent, by informing her of all that passed at 
the Court. 

Haguar, torn by two conflicting feelings, love and 
honour, left for ms stately castle, to see if absence 
from the dark eyes and graceful form of the young 
lady of Herewood would effect his cure. 

Ihe Bishop of Winchester had been informed of 
Judith's betrothal to the young Etheling, and given 
his cordial consent, in spite of an urgent appeal 
addressed to him by his daughter, in which she ex- 
plained that she had been entrapped into the en- 
gagement, and begged him to release her, but in 
vain. The good Bishop was persuaded in his own 
mind that Judith was a wilfal girl, who did not 
know what was best for her happiness ; and backed 
by the persuasions of the impatient lover, he re- 
solved to have his daughter's wedding celebrated on 
the same day as that of his son Ardmer's. 

Fortunately for the reluctant bride, her cause was 
taken up by royal hands. Elgiva noticed the pale 
cheek and saddened air of the once bright maiden, 
and one day took a quiet opportunity of questioning 
her as to the cause of her melancholy. 
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Jadith flmi^ herself on her knees before the fair 
Qneen, and with a passion of tears implored her not 
to let her be forced into such a hasty marriage. 

Elgiya kindly raised her, and with a smile pro- 
mised to exert her influence with the King, and 
have the onion postponed till, she added, *'yoar 
wilful little heart learns to love the Earl of Kent as 
he deserves.*' 

It only required a few words from the Kingf to 
make the lovely pleader satisfied. Her request was 
granted, so Judith was left to wander a short time 
longer, unfettered by the golden circlet. But the 
royal bride had another love affair on her hands, in 
which she took a still greater interest — ^her friend 
Ethel's, and Sir Ulric's. 

Sl^va made Edwy question the young knight as 
to his intentions ; and dread of the royal displeasure 
drove the recreant lover to his lady's feet, with 
apologies for past neglect, and petitions for an early 
day to be named to complete their engagement. 

Love possesses a magic power in effacing all 
injuries from the heart ; therefore IJlric soon stood 
as fair as ever in Ethel's mind, and with mantling 
blushes she consented to have her wedding day 
fixed by her royal mistress, making her lover pro- 
mise that when they were married she should still 
reside at Court for several months in the year, to 
be near Elgiva, 

This request was acceded to, and the maiden felt 
happier than she had done for years. 

Does not the lull, the breathless hush in the 
heavens, preceed the bursting of the storm ? Often 
it does, and it was so in the present instance. Odo 
had not been idle. Secret meeting^, private emis- 
saries, had infused insidious poison into the minds 
of many Earls, Thanes, and Franklins. It was 
whispered (none knew or could trace the source of 
that airy whisper) that there would be no true 
happiness or prosperity for England as long as the 
Kmg^s present umon continued ; that the frown of 
the Church would blast and destroy the fair realm, 
unless the Queen was displaced from her unlawful 
position. 

Day by day these thoughts, these ideas, took 
deeper root in the minds of the ignorant Saxons ; 
for in spite of some shining exceptions they were 
though brave, in general extremely unlettered ; and 
in such natures superstition invariably makes its 
firmest stronghold. 

Some of her immediate attendants and others 
who had been captivated by Elgiva's goodness and 
beauty, were true to their gentle lady ; but the 
majority were daily growing more disloyal, and 
determined on her removal at any cost. 

All the Bishops, Abbots, and Monks were' ar- 
rayed against a helpless woman — a formidable 
phalanx ; to* which she had no shield, except her 
goodness and virtue. Wulfstan, of Winchester, 
and some ol^er good ecclesiastics, were leal and 
faithful ; but they were in ignorance of the height 



the dark plot had reached — ^guided by the banished 
Dunstan, and worked out by his fierce friend, Odo. 

*' Ethel," said the young Queen ; as she sat with 
her favourite in a lovely bower, shaded from the 
rays of the sun by the clustering blossoms of bril- 
liant roses, which blushed in fragrant beauty, and 
perfumed the warm air with their delicious odour ; 
"Thou art so gay and smiling, that I scarcely 
recognise my pensive Ethel in the radiant maiden 
beside me ;" and fUgiva laid her sn3wy hand affec- 
tionately on her friend's arm. 

** Yes, my gracious Queen," replied the maiden ; 
** I am very happy, for I now feel that the love of 
years has not been waste!, and that the troth 

g light made by a dying father, will be as blest as 
e desired it to be ; and more than that, I rejoice 
that everythg is so bright and prosperous for thee, 
and that I can look confidently forward to long 
years of happiness for my Queen." 

"Not so Ethel," rej^lied Elgiva, whose colour had 
varied frequently during this short speech ; " look not 
forward to years of earthly happiness for me, but 
rather pray, that through the marits'^of the Sinless 
One, who died for a guilty world, I may spend a 
happy eternity above ; but promise if the day jgver 
comes, when I am parted from the Kin^, to speak a 
word of comfort to thy Sovereign, who will listen 
to thee from the memory of the love I ever bore thee, 
tell him Elgiva watches over him in spirit, with an 
affection that time can never change, and bid him, 
for the sake of that love, not to give way to despair, 
but to look beyond the veil of earth to our eternal 
union in heaven. 

"I promise," exclaimed Ethel, flinging herself 
on her knees in a wild flood of tears, and 
passionately pressing Elgiva's hand to her lips, " I 
promise that, if that dark hour ever dawns, which 
sees thee torn from the King ; I will fulfil thy 
wishes, to the very letter ; but I will not contem- 
plate such a possibility," said the young girl, 
fighting resolutely against the agony of her too 
prophetic heart, and gazing with dark eyes of un- 
alterable love, into the fair calm face of the Queen. 
"We will talk no more of this my Ethel," replied 
her royal friend, " since it so distresses thee," and she 
tenderly threw her arm round the kneeling girl, and 
kissing her brow, gently forced her to reseat herself. 
"I wonder" she continued, what weight of care 
weighs on the heart of the young Minstrel, ever 
since the night of my birthday, when he so unexpec- 
tedly failed in his song, the boy has not been 
himself. He has grown thinner and thinner, paler 
and paler, his favourite harp is never touched!, save 
when the king commands ; and then the chords he 
draws forth are like the wailings of hopeless despair. 
I have questioned him as to the cause of his grief, 
but can draw forth nothing, except that he is 
perfectly well and happy. It is sad to watch the 
anguish of the young, it appeals so to our sympathy 
to see the light heart crashed by the burden of 
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maturer years; the wasting' cares of life pressing 
down the slight foruL "Canst thou guess the 
reason of this strange sorrow. ?" **No, royal lady" 
said the maiden, ''but I have heard that when the 
youth was told of that dreadful a'^sasin, he dropped 
down senseless, and Was a long time before he re- 
covered Perhaps the shock was too much for his 
nerves, for he seems a fragile being, but his long 
continued gloom and sadness are quite unaccountable. 
Did I ever tell thee ? remarked Ethel suddenly, "of 
the adventures thac happened to me, jusb before your 
wedding, about that strange churl Gulthred, who 
insisted on seeing me, and then told me that his 
father had made him vow on his death bed to devote 
his life to my service, in return for a trifling kind- 
ness I did to his sire, as a child. 

** No," answered the young Queen, "but I should 
like to hear the story, ' and simply Ethel related 
the incident of the poor Thrall we have already 
mentioned, concluding by saying:— "As the man 
was leaving," he said m an earnest voice, so earnest 
that I have never forgotten the words, "Lady 
Ethel, if thou ever shoulds't require my humble aid 
in any way, send me that golden bracelet on thine 
arm^y a trusty messenger, and I will obey thy 
summons, if alive. Should I fail to fulfil this com- 
pact, may my soul bum in the fires of purgatory 
for ever. Then he left the chamber, and I have 
never l)eheld him since ; but I have often pondered 
on the interview, and wondered if this singular man 
is destined to cross my path again." 

"It is a strange story," replied the Queen, 
musingly, "but we should never neglect any friend, 
however humble, as they may have it m their 
power some day to do us a kindness, and no affec- 
tion is ever wasted unless unworthily bestowed. 
But, mine Ethel will soon have a strong and valiant 
arm to lean upon for life, and I trust will never 
really require file aid of this chivalric peasant." * 

So they talked on, and while they talked the King 
was transacting the business of the kingdom. 

"When Edwy came down to Council that morning, 
he was suprised to see an unusual assemblage of 
nobles and clergy in the hall. This was the more 
sin^lar, as the King had' summoned no especial 
Witenagemot, and their time for meeting had not 
yet arrived. 

All went on as usudl, the young Sovereign re- 
dressed several long-standing grievances, and ap- 
pointed two new gerafas — men of tried honesty and 
goodness. The election was opposed by many of 
the nobles, but they dared not openly defy the 
throne. Just as the Sovereign was about to dismiss 
the assembly, Odo, of Canterbury, stepped boldly 
up to the foot of the dais, with a folded paper in hi^ 
hand. 

There was silence in a moment — a strained silence 
— so intense you could scarcely hear a breath drawn I 

" Thy pardon, my liege and King ;" began Odo, 
in his loud tones, which grated paii^ully on the ear 



of the sensitive Edwy; "If I detain thee for & 
moment on an afifair of the utmost importance. 
Your loving and faithful subjects, as well as the 
members of the Holy Church, have come to the 
unanimous conclusion that there will be no peace or 
prosperity for England until a change has been 
made in the existing o. vler of things. This change 
will involve a sacrifice on the part of the King — ^a 
painful sacrifice, and for this cause the Holy Church 
has long delayed demanding it. Bat the necessity 
is urgent — ^so urgent that the happine^, not of one 
but hundreds of thousands, hangs on the issue j 
therefore we, the appointed delegates of 
God's will on earth, must speak. Edwy, 
King of the Saxons; there is a blot on thy 
stainless shield, a thorn in thy golden circlet. It 
must be forthwith removed, or the sun of thy reign 
will set in darkness. Thou hast conunitted a sin^ 
a deadly sin ; purge it away by confession and abso- 
lution, so thou mays't have rest and peace. Put 
away from thy throne and heart thy Queen Elgiva, 
whom thou hast unlawfully espoused in defiance of 
the frown of God and man. Show your people that 
a Kin^ can rise superior to the weakness of 
humanity ; that a fair face cannot hold him captive, 
when he knows by retaining it he draws down de- 
struction on himself and his whole realm — for listen. 
King of England, to my words. If thou tumest a 
deaf ear to the loving pleadings of \he Church, and 
still refusest to put away thy Queen, who is within 
the forbidden bonds of relationship, then hear the 
fearful sentence which the Holy Church pronounces 
against thee. She will lay thee and thy realm under 
the pains and penalties of excommunication ; thou 
shalt be cursed, and live and die without absolution ; 
and thy soul, as well as those of thy hapless sub- 
jects, will be eternally lost if thou refusest. King 
though thou be, to obey the mandate of the Church. 

The Archbishop ceased, and the assembly were 
wound to the utmost pitch of excitement ; many 
dared not raise their eyes, they felt so like guilty 
traitors ; and all trembled with a^tation to catch 
the first accents of their aggneved sovereign. 
Edwy had felt, as most noble natures do when they 
receive a death blow, an amount of superhuman 
courage, which enabled him to stand before his 
subjects as cold and calm as though cai'ved in stone. 
Every word of Odo had struck on his heart, with- 
ering up the springs of youth and joy ; yet before 
those bigotted cruel men he would not betray one 
sign of the emotion which agitated him so power- 
fully, that at times he feared his indignant heart 
would cease to beat. When he at last spoke, his 
voice, though calm, had a chancre in it, which cut all 
those who were not thoroughly hardened to the 
very quick, and brought the blush of- shame to 
many a cold brow. 

"Odo, of Canterbury," he said; "Bishops, and 
Nobles, I have to-day heard a mandate which I 
never, dreamed would have been addressed to a 
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Saxon King. The men who have so far forgotten 
their duty and respect to their sovereigD, as to try 
to wound him in tiie tenderest point, can have no 
feelings left of honour or compassion, so I do not 
essay to touch their hearts by saying that I, their 
King, would rather have cut off my right hand 
than demanded such a sacrifice from the very 
meanest of my subjects. Thou askest me, Arch- 
bishop of Canterburv, whose hair is whitened by 
time — the minister of a religion of love and gentle- 
ness to all men — thou askest me to put away my 
Queen and wife ! for no fault, no crime, but simply 
to gratify the caprice of a set of ecclesiastics, who 
presume to delegate to themselves supreme autho- 
rity. Thou also sayest it is the wish of my nobles. 
Speak," continued the Kin^, with a look at the 
assembly, grand in its sublime dignity ; ** Speak, 
we command ye ! and say if this mandate, this 
insult to your annointed sovereign, is sanctioned by 
you." 

No one dared to reply ; no one dared to affix such 
a stigma upon his honour ; till fierce Odo, tearing 
open the parchment with a scowl on his haughty 
brow, exclaimed, — 

"Behold, your Majesty, the signatures of your 
nobles, whose lips are afraid to confess what their 
hands were bola enough to sign." 

£dwy took the scroU and ran his eye over the list 
of names. Ordmer's, Surrey's, and others, met lus 
gaze. It was a bitter thought, to find so many 
seeming friends traitors to his cause. 

" I am satisfied," replied the King ; " satisfied to 
know that the very iSn^land I prayed mieht rank 
first among the nations, has, by the act of to-day, 
laid her proud banner level with the dust, and sunk 
immeasurably below the rest of the world. Now 
hear my reply to the imperious mandate of the 
church. I refuse, absolutely and unconditionally, 
to part with my Queen ; and I charge you all, on 
jour allegiance, name not such a proposal again, or 
I may be tempted to send some of my subjects to 
keep Dunstan company in his well deserved banish- 
ment." 

How little these proud words betrayed the young 
monarch's breaking heart ! 

"Then," said Odo, "if such be thine answer, 
your Majesty, " the sentence of exoonmiunication 
shall be pronounced forthwith." 

"Stay,** rejoined Hialmar, of Surrey, who had 
been eagerly conversing with others of the nobles, 
and now Btem>ed forward. "Stay, Archbishop of 
Canterbury, I have not forgotten my fealty to my 
King, even though I signed that mandate, as I 
was persuaded the sacrifice was peremptorily re- 
quired ; but I will not have my sovereign pressed 
in this rude fashion. A full month shall be given 
for due and ample consideration of this piunful 
subject, and at the end of that time the King shall 
declare his resolve. I, as a noble and a Imight, 
will not cast a stigma on the laws of ohiyalry by 



forgetting the respect that ought to be paid to the 
unfortunate lady, whose only crime is being too 
nearly allied to the throne." 

This proposition was loudly and warmly supported 
by nearly idl the nobles, and Odo found it impossi- 
ble to resist this genuine touch of human sympathy. 

Small boon to uie Saxon King ! A brief respite 
from a fate worse than death ! He looked round 
the hall ; not one sincere face was there. The as- 
sembly were all well picked creatures of the Arch- 
bishop's, who felt highly indignant at Surrey's 
folly in showing the snudlest. mercy to the hapless 
£lgiva. 

The deed was done ; the mandate delivered ; and 
the young monarch left the council chamber, to 
calm his wild agony in solitude. 

Thost) outbursts of human love and sorrow are 
sacred to the eye of Heaven alone ! 

CHAP. XVI. 

THE queen's decision. 

The Council were not long in dispersing. The 
immediate presence of the King was too unpleasant 
a neighbouihood to them after the recent appeal 
which had placed them in the position of defiance 
and antagonism to the throne. 

When they regained the fresh air, and moved 
towards their respective dwellings, the feelings of 
shame and regret that had momentarily stirred them, 
and held them speechless before their outraged 
Sovereign, soon dispersed, and were succeeded by an 
obstinate, dogged determiuation to fight for their 
cause whatever might ensue. liny a que le premUr 
pas qui coute is a saying daily verified. When the 
first blow is struck any amount of cruelty and attack 
becomes easy. 

The fierce, hard Odo alone had felt no compunc- 
tions. The promptinfi;s of a better nature had been 
stifled long ago by the fever breath of crime and 
deadly sins. The only emotion swelling his heart 
was rage at the pusillanimity of his compeers in 
granting even a few week's delay. 

" If uiat insolent stripling refuse to part with his 
cousin," he muttered, throwing himself into an easy 
chair, in Dunstan's private house (now Odo's town 
residence), " I will tear her from the palace myself, 
and avenge my banished friend ; ay, more than 
avenge him — ^force that King to receive him back 
again. We want Dunstan's presence to assist our 
plans, and gain us absolute power." He rang a 
silver bell, and bade the attendants summon FaSier 
Auselmo, and bring wine. While quaffing off the 
rich beverage he gave the Monk a full account of 
the meeting and ite resnlte, with commands to bear 
the tidings back to Dunstan, and return at once 
with his instructions. Other, and darker secrets 
and plots were confided to the spy, which could 
only have sprung from Odo's mind, connected with 
means to be pursued should the King continue to 
oppose iho mandate of the Church. 
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Let us turn from this painful subject. To a&j 
such, men live in these days, as well as those, is 
giving expression to one of the inscrutable mysteries 
which darken the page of human life ; which tempt 
many weak in the faith to raise a murmur against 
the justice of Providence. On earth we shall never 
know the reason why the wicked triimiph over the 
good, and coil their serpent folds round defenceless 
mnocence; but we do know that the solution of 
the problem lies beyond the veil, and that one 
day we shall see not darkly, but face to face, read- 
ing in the light of glory the need be for every himian 
cross. 

In that book, which is our guide to Heaven, we 
learn that Satan is permitted fearful power in the 
last days, and those whom he has bound as his own 
are endowed with his wonderful talents, and ravage 
sea and land to ruin, and oppose believers. We 
know, too, that the faith of our Lord was preached 
as it were in blood ; that the Saviour himself 
promised no earthly joy to his disciples ; that the 
cross was ever the forerunner of the Crown. " I 
came not to send peace, but a sword." 

Happiness, which the young dream of and pursue 
so tenaciously, till advancing years and troubles 
have taught the fallaciousness of the quest — ^this 
happiness seldom falls to the lot of the gifted and 
good ; but in the midst of fiery tribulation the true 
Christian hears the still small voice, ''Peace I leave 
with you, my peace I g^ve unto you ; not as the 
world giveth, give I unto you." 

When Edwy recovered in some degree from his 
first violent emotions of grief and indignation, 
though still unable to reflect on all the bearings of 
the subject, or realise its consequences should he 
persist in his wild determination never to part with 
the Queen, his thoughts turned to Elgiva. How 
should he communicate the tidings to her ? His 
own heart would have prompted hvm never to cloud 
her spirit with such a message, to bear its anguish 
in secret ; but he well knew that rumour would 
soon convey it to the palace. Possibly it was known 
there even then. The shock would fall far more 
terribly ; told by ruder or less beloved lips. 

No ! he must nerve himself to the task, but not 
till the banquet was over. 

With a heavy heart he dressed his face with 
smiles, and entered into the topics of the hour, 
masking from friend and foe the agony which racked 
his spirit. The Queen was radiant with happiness. 
A missive had arrived that forenoon from the 
Bishop of Winchester, humbly praying that she 
woulct accompany the King (whom he had also 
invited) to the marriage of his son Ardmer with the 
Lady Fredegonde, which was to be celebrated in 
great state at his country mansion, and followed by 
a grand hunting party. 

Her young heart rejoiced in the happiness of the 
lovers, and she determined to insist upon Edwy 
going to t^e marriage, eyen though she herself 



thought it better te remain quietly at home. In 
the midst of the noise and ghtter of the banquet 
the Kin^ whispered to Elgiva tihat he desired te 
speak to her alone in her private apartments, instead 
01 taking an afternoon ride. 

So the royal palfreys were dismissed to their 
stables, and the impatient hounds disappointed of a 
country run, and court damsels turned sighingly to 
their chambers, not a little chagrined at exchanging 
a breezy gallop for a drowsy stroll in the garden 
groves. With a beating heart Elgiva waited in her 
bower chamber, gazing through uie open casement 
down upon the beautiful palace garden, looking 
beyond the gay tinted, perfumed, blending of rainbow 
hues, and autumn drapery ; beyond to the distant 
pasture lands, and the blue lulls faintly blending in 
the deepening glory of the sunset sky above — ^waited 
with hands clasped upon her throbbing heart, beat- 
ing more quickly than love pulses ; beating witii 
the prophetic throb of the gathering tempest. 

How beautiful she looked ! standing there with 
the rich glow of the setting sun streaming on her 
hair till it shone like gold, lighting up the hues of 
her blue robe, and sparkling on its brilliant em- 
broidery of gems. 

How pure and noble was the uplifted brow, bound 
with flashing diamonds, and the dark, deep eyes, 
looking beyond — ever beyond — ^the boundary of the 
seen, to the dim and limitless futurity ; the spirit 
land, whose amaranthine flowers no hand of sense 
can gather — no earthly vision penetrate the follnesa 
of their gleaming vistas. 

Too fair ! too pure ! for that dark age and stain- 
dyed Court. Too bright ! too spirit-like I even for 
the encircling arms of love. 

Minutes passed, and Edwy lingered. Lingered 
at first to read the hitherto unopened missive from 
his worthy preceptor, to read and crush it in his 
hands with a bitter smile. How he longed for the 
presence of that true-hearted man. To none 
among his Court (save to Wulfatane), would his 
pride have allowed him, to confide his innermost 
feelings on this agonizing subject. And none 
possessed so sound a judgment, and so clear a per- 
ception of the right method of guiding his strange 
and gifted Sovereign. 

But the Bishop was far away. Gedric, too, was 
absent ; and though he would never have breathed 
a word of this peculiar trouble to the youth, dear 
and devoted as he was, he regretted the knight's 
ever watehful affection, which conveyed a soothing 
consolation. 

Half an hour had elapsed — then hasty steps were 
heard ; the curtains of the chamber were witndrawn, 
and Edwy stood on the threshold, gazing as silently 
on Elgiva as when he saw her kneeling in the 
oratory in the summer of their bridal days ; but 
though six months scarcely had laid the f a<Ung glory 
on leaf and bower, the summer of his loye ttha 
happiness had faded for ever. 
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Gttzmg with the feelings of deep des^ir, only 
those can Realise who look for the first time upon 
the fitce of a beloved one, from whom they are 
shortly to be parted by some dark fate, against 
whose inscrutable power they feel that their own 
efforts of resistance, strong and desperate as they 
may be, will prove unavailing. 

Elgiva turned and met that glance. It told more 
plainly than words that her long haunting fore- 
bodings of trouble were realised. But eager as she 
had been to anticipate sorrow by imagining it in 
hours of calm gladness, so did she now strive to 
avert it when it stood upon the threshold. 

"Wherefore art thou silent, Edwy?" enquired 
his queen with a playful smile ; " and what is this 
strange communication which can only be unfolded 
in these private apartments, and has deprived me of 
a canter over the breezy downs. Come, tell me 
quickly; and banish that grave look. Thou 
shouldest rejoice in the approaching joy of thy 
chosen knight — ^the brave Ardmer — and his lovely 
bride." 

So saying, she seated herself on a low couch near 
the window. Partly concealed beneath her flowing 
robes, had lain a milk-white lap-dog. Housed by 
his mistress' movement, he lazily rose, and stretching 
himself luxuriously over the scented rushes to shake 
off all trctces of sonambulism, approached the Queen, 
and Fputting his two paws on her lap, raised his 
black sagacious-looking nose to her face. 

Elgiva bent over the «ilky, curly, head, raised 
the little creature to her lap, caressing it as if glad 
to hide her emotion in this innocent pastime ; glad 
and grateful, too, for the warm affection of the 
dumb animal, who was only happy in her presence. 

** Elgiva," said the Kiag in low, unnatural tones, 
still Grazing at her with that strange unutterable 
look. " Elgiva, dost thsu love me !" 

" Do I love thee ?" echoed the Queen, hiding real 
earnestness beneath a jest. " Nay, we have been 
wedded too long to need a repetition of the question 
which thou askest me when I wandered a free and 
happy maiden in my mother's lovely glades — a 
question which, for thee, perchance had better 
have remained imanswered. I might ask thee," 
she added, with a smile, *' if thou lovest me, for 
they say that when doubt arises the wings of true 
atfection are drooping to the earth." 

** Do I love thee ?" cried the King passionately ; 
" aye, better than aught on earth, almost aught in 
Heaven !" and with a sudden movement, flinging 
himself on his knees beside her, he threw his arms 
around her and covered her lips with kisses. 

The Queen rose from his embrace. " There are 
two things, Edwy," she said with a strange smile ; 
" thou shouldest love better than Elgiva — Religion 
and England !" 

"Religion!" said the King, scornfully. "Yes, 
there is a peace, a divine rapture religion besto\^s 
upon her votaries ; but she demands an undivided { 



worship, and I cannot give her the first place in 
this heart. As for England I I hate, I could almost 
curse her." 

"Say not so," replied Elgiva, turning deathly 
pale ; ** say not so, my husband. Remember thou 
art her sworn, anointed King. Remember thy 
solemn vow of devotion to her mterests !" 

"Pause," cried iiie youthful monarch; unable 
longer to restrain himself, feeling so stung by con- 
tending emotions as to experience a momentary 
anger towards liie gentle being whose words of 
truth seemed to threaten the annihilation of his 
love dream ; gaining, perchance, in this brief frenzy, 
power to pour forth in all their unsoftened harsh- 
ness words which dealt a death blow to her heart 
and his. "Pause, Elgiva, thou knowest not what 
this England thou wouldest have me prefer to thee 
has done. This morning Odo presented me with a 
mandate from the church, sigaed by the Earls 
Ordmer, Surrey, Gloucester, and twenty other 
nobles, to compel me to dissolve our union, to 
separate from thee for ever, on the grounds of our 
near relationship ; and in pain of refusal I, their 
King, and the land are to be placed under the ban 
of excommunication. These treasonable peers were 
charitable enough to give me one month to consider 
my reply. What thinkest thou of England now, 
Elgiva ?" 

Every word fell with fearful distinctness on the 
Queen's brain ; yet by her rigid face and fixed gaze 
she seemed to hear nothing. 

The shock had stunned her faculties. It is im- 
possible to cheat sorrow of her first overwhelming 
blow. Anticipate the hour as we may, paint it with 
the harrowing vividness of an acute imagination, 
dream of it, ponder over it ; we are but taking 
to ourselves additional trouble ; assuredly when 
the appointed time arrives the sword of doom will 
not be blunted of its poignant edge. Like death to 
the lingering sufferer, and those dear ones who 
attend the couch of sickness, its long-expected 
approach is always sudden. 

Elgiva spoke not. Her heart beat too agonizingly 
for words. She turned to the casement and looked 
forth. Her eye fell on the beauteous autumn land- 
scape ; it was as fair as ever, but no longer her's. 

JShe shuddered, moved away, and then glanced at 
her husband. He stood there pale, stern, despair- 
ing, in all his kingly beauty ; all his outraged 
love. He was no longer her's. 

What would his fate be when her loving inflaence 
was withdrawn ? Would he harden into a living 
embodiment of that dark expression lowering on his 
brow ? Would he break forth into blind rebellion 
against the Omnipotent decree— losing, perchance, 
eternal happiness in the vain earth struggle ? Such 
thoughts flashed like lightning through her mind, 
but the crushed reason was powerless to answer 
them. Wilder emotions swept in. She was of royal 
birth, that lovely lady ; her father was a proud 
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Saxon Prince ; her mother a haughty child of the 
Sea Kings. From both she inherited the deep, 
strong f eelinffs of a ^gly line, minted with latent, 
yet lofty priae. They rose up in this moment rebel- 
Hously — struggled and fousht aeainst the cruel 
decree. She would not yisM to Sie insolent com- 
mands of subjects ; she refused to credit the evidence 
of her senses. 

Gliding to the King, she laid her white hand on 
his arm, grasping it with convulsive force, and fixing 
on his face her bright, flashing eyes, which seemed 
to pierce his very soul, said in low clear tones — 

** Tell me what the mandate of the Church said. " 

''It said that thou must be my wife no longer ; 
no longer England's Queen," replied Edwy, the 
words rising obediently to his lips, in answer to 
those lustrous eyes. **But I, thy King, thy hus- 
band, thy lover, say that every Church in Christen- 
dom shall not tear thee from my side. I said so in 
the Council — I repeat it here ;*' and he folded her 
closely to his heart, with the wild tenacity with 
which weak mortality seeks to guard its doomed 
and passing treasure. 

"No longer thy wife,*' she echoed in tones so 
strange and clear ; they seemed to fall from lips 
far off, and unconcerned in the great struggle. 

"No longer thy wife !" Breaking from his en- 
circling arms, she stood forth alone in the despair 
that was blindly surging round her. 

** No longer England's Queen !" She pressed her 
white hands to her brow to still its throbbing pain, 
and clear away the mists that clouded thought. 
The mocking circlet of gems weighed too heavily on 
the fair head. She tore it away, and flung it on the 
ground. She snatched the diamonds from her 
lovely arms and throat, casting them away in 
shining showers. She shook herself free from their 
gilded fetters, seeming to experience a momentary 
relief from this outbreak to her feeUngs ; then fling- 
ing herself on her knees, still mute and tearless, 
bowed her head upon her hands in silent, prayerless 
sorrow. Around fell heavily the long dishevelled 
tresses, .veiling the slender form. 

Far off the sounds of busy feet, and merry voices 
broke in upon the stillness ; but reached not the 
dread silence of that stricken soul. 

Edwy, cut to the quick by the sight of this wild 
emotion, and remorse stricken at his own rash hasty 
way of breaking the tidings to her, advanced to 
Elgiva, and gently sought to raise her, whispering 
words of the tenderest comfort. 

Like echoes of a lost Paradise, visions of vanished 
happiness which smile upon us in dreams, those 
tones pierced the closing organs of sense, and 
thrilled through her very soul. 

Not then could she bear their sweetness. She 
must be alone ; alone to conquer, or be conquered 
by the tide of grief. 

Gathering up her energies into one great effort, 
and xiisisg slowly, Elgiva, pale as death, with large 



Strang eyes, said in a low, calm voice, ** I must 
be alone to reflect and pray ; when I am calmer 
we will discuss this matter. Now let me leave 
thee." 

Those eyes could not be resisted ; their fixed look 
revealed a depth of suffering only One Eye could 
gaze upon. 

"Silently Edwy allowed her to withdraw. 

Down upon her knees, in her oratory, sank the 
Queen, kneeling there before the frail image of the 
Divine Sufferer. 

Minutes passed on ; crawled on ; formed them- 
selves into da^-k leaden hours ; and still found her 
kneeling — ^but no sound escaped the white lips, no 
tears flowed from the burning eyes : prayerless, 
hopeless ! She knelt, and the great anguish held 
its sway. 

" Too close," she murmured, glancing at the rich 
drapery and costly adornments of the oratory, 
which seemed to weigh upon her senses as the gems 
had done. 

" More air! more air !" — gliding from her chamber 
like a spirit, she seized a long cloak, and, wrapping 
it round her, moved swiftly away. 

None saw her save Hilda, her faithful bower 
attendant and nurse. She noted the Queen's pale, 
rigid, face : and cautiously stealing after her mis- 
tress, resolved to follow her and guard her from all 
intrusion. 

Passing like a pale ghost — unknown and un- 
noticed — down the long corridors and halls, darken- 
ing beneath the evening shadows ; through the stir 
and splendour of the palace of which she was no 
longer queen — the wronged and wretched one ! — 
thrust out from her husbands home and hearth, 
bore her anguish to the sacred chapel. The burden 
might be lightened there ; power might be given her 
to think. 

The high altar gleamed dimly in the light of the 
silver lamps hanging near its pillars. Before it 
knelt that slight form. Her eye fell on the costly 
decorations of the jewelled and golden shrine. Tlie 
gems — ^the marble pillars — ^the tall candlesticks — 
the wreaths — ^the emblazonry — the fretted workman- 
ship — ^the rare carving, and wealth lavished on the 
temple of the Most High. She saw the rich offerings 
on the altar — the gifts of the pious and credulous 
worshippers : her own had joined the pile in happier 
days ; but now, in this dark hour, no comfort, no 
support, came forth from the gorgeous pyramid. 
The crucifix was hidden by the splendour around ; 
the weight of sense and materialism seemed to 
obstract the free road to Heaven — ^to mock the 
purity of that worship, which is commanded to bo 
given in spirit and in truth. 

No, the guad and pomp of the Komish Church 
might suit the proud, the happy ; but it had no 
balm for grief like Elgiva's. Mute, mute and 
prayerless she knelt, and the burden weighed upon 
her still. 
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*' More air I more light !" she moaned, aad almost 
despairingly gliding from the chapel, passed swiftly^ 
but tremblmgly, into the open air. 

The calm evening breeze revived her ; but the 
palace gardens were too j^ainful a site to liilger in. 
Rapidly she reached a private door, leading into the 
country, and lightly &a a roe-deer, fled over the 
greensward, and ascended a rising hill, wooded on 
one side, and looking down on the peaceful plain. 

On the summit of this eminence, far D*om the 
haunting ^sights and sounds of men, alone in the 
solemn stillne«»s of eve ; 'neath the light of the pale 
rising moon ; Elgiva's heart grew calmer. A lull 
came over those tumultuous throbbings, which 
raged all the more fiercely within, that they found 
no outward rent. She sank exhausted upon the 
turf, and buried her face in her hands. How long 
she remained thus she never knew. A touch 
aroused her, not the touch of human sympathy 
(too agonising then), but the soft paws and licking 
tonffue of her dumb friend — ^the dog ! 

That mute caress broke the dread spell of apathy, 
which was fast turning heart and brain to stone, 
and must have ended in madness or death. 

With a throbbing cry she clasped the little 
creature to her heart, and burst mto passionate 
floods of tears. Lands ! crown ! husband I snatched 
away ; but none would care to rob her of this 
dumb companion. 

When tkoae wild tears ceased flowing ; those 
blessed tears which soothed the inward fire and 
cooled the burning brow. Elgiva's heart turned 
heavenward with a mighty throb ; turned from the 
darkened earth to the Infinite compassion. The 
pale face, the clasped hands, were lifted up to the 
blue vault of heaven. The vast expanse seemed like 
God's temple ; the moon and stars His ministers. 
Prayers which had failed her in the structure made 
by man, rushed to her Ups — not to saints and 
angels ; not to the Virgin Mary ; but to One alone — 
the mediator between God and man, who has borne 
our humanity, died for our sins, and who alone can 
sustain the stricken soul. 

Her's was indeed a trial, which only He who sent 
it could fathom. 

To leave her palace, her favourite maidens, the 
people she had benefitted and grown to love, would 
nave been a keen sorrow to one less gifted and 
affectionate than Elgiva ; but to this was added the 
life-long parting from a beloved, almost worshipped 
being ; tne going forth alone into the world — degra- 
ded, scome^ and stripped of the sacred name of 
wife. 

At the foot of the cross, seen rising clear and 
solemn over that quiet blue ether ; seen as it had 
never before met her vision — ^the only comfort, the 
only refuge — Elgiva's heart poured forth its anguish. 

The unveiling of the woman's soul ; the wrest- 
lings of the proud young spirit, crushed to the 



into words ; but that fervent ppul cry for strengtii 
was abiindajitly answered. 

A, holy calnl su^eeed<$d ihe wild tempest df grief. 
A dtvind love, aye ! even joy shone into her soul, 
joy so foreign to earthly interpretations of the 
'^ord, that only those, can understand it who have 
gained it in the fire of martyrdom. A Hand, mighty 
to save, strengthened this shrinking sufferer to take 
up the cross of suffering with unmurmuring for- 
titude ; to walk firmly and trustingly on the thorny 
road, so rudely severed from the gilded highways df 
worldly joys, no longer resting on the bosonl of 
love, but leaning on the fiverlasting Arms. Endowed 
with faith from above, which never afterwards 
forsook her, Elgiva rose from her knees, and sitting 
down on the lone hill-side, prepared to look fully 
and quietly into the terrible prospect before her, 
and to consider what was the best course to pursue 
in the present difficulty, not for her own happiness, 
but the honour and welfare of the King. Setting 
aside every personal feeling, she weighed the subject 
carefully, and discovered no available means for 
enabling Edwy to resist the mandate of the Church. 
Did he appeal to his many friends and partisans, 
they might and would espouse his cause ; but their 
services, though important in waging war against 
their opponents among the laity, would be powerless 
to stop tiie threatened excommunication. 

Elgiva's enlightened mind, peculiarly imbued 
with pure spiritual faith, stood m no awe of this 
papal denunciation ; but she knew how the lower 
classes believed in its ill effects, and would groan 
under the calamity. The consequences to them 
would be dreadful. Disrule, discontent, and rebel, 
lion would take the place of peace and plenty- 
which were beginning to flourish around. No ! she 
would never suffer Edwy to retain his own hap- 
piness at such a public cost. If he refused to yield 
to her persuasions, and consent in the same meek 
and humble spirit to sacrifice themselves for the 
welfare of England, and separate on earth, she must 
oppose him for the first and last time. 

The human heart trembled and sickened, the lips 
quivered, and the small hands convulsively clasped 
each other, as if stiflins some inward pain, as she 
thought of her husband and Ethel, and all she was 
to leave ; but the will remained umdiaken ; the 
Queen's decision was taken ; she would be England's 
Queen no longer. 

The hour grew late. 

The Queen's absence from the evening banquet 
cast a gloom over her attached suite, and the usual 
mirthful gathering was dispensed with. 

The King had judged aright ; the mandate of the 
morning had quickly spread over the palace, and 
created consternation in many loyal, devoted hearts. 

The good Lady EtheUng of Kent felt keenly for 
the youthful Queen, and divining her wish for 
solitude, took upon herself to account for the sove- 
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ntion. She summoned the maidens together in the 
royal bower chamber, and bade them occupy them- 
selves with their embroidery, but the usual acerbity 
with which she watched these gay damsels was 
quite gone ; indeed, it was not needed, for they 
were a sober and saddened crew that evening. Glad 
was the heregal lady to leave the melancholy apart- 
ment, and join Lady Sussex, who could not restrain 
her tears at the cruelty of the wicked Archbishop 
in wishing to separate the King and QUeen* 

Judith sat ixl a deep l*ecessed window, gazing 
sadly forth. Her Spirits had never been the same 
since her strange betrothal. The startling event of 
the morning set her thinking whether any change 
might occur to break her fetters ere they became 
irrevocable. She was a warm-hearted girl, and felt 
srieved for the distress her royal mistress must be 
Feeling ; but girlish sorrows are absorbing, even to 
selfishness. Their very unreality and self -creation 
(being nothing more than shadows, cast by a vivid 
imagination over a cloudless existence) renders the 
heart incapable of sympathising with the real griefs 
around. The rendmg cleft of true sorrow had not 
yet struck the rock, and made the heart bleed for 
others' wounds as deeply as its own. Besides, she 
deemed the King would never part with his idolised 
Queen, and the brief storm would soon blow over. 
Therefore her thoughts fell naturally into their old 
channel, her own hated nuptials. 

Not so with Ethel. Ethel ! who had pushed 
aside her illumiuated missal, for the blinding tears 
were washing out the rich tints of the brush. That 
single-hearted maiden mourned for her beloved 
mistress. She coupled Elgiva's strange words that 
morning with the unexpected announcement of the 
mandate, and viewed them as a true presentiment. 
She knew the Queen's nature too well to doubt for 
one moment what her decision would be in such a 
crisis ; she knew it by her own responsive nature, 
which would have sacrificed all personal happiness 
to save the honour of Ulric. No thought of regret 
did she cast on the delay which this sad event would 
cause in her own approaching bridals. Never did 
she question whether Ulric would approve of her 
entire devotion to the Queen's cause, for follow 
Elgiva's fortunes, should she leave the court, Ethel 
determined she would. Selfishness was a feeling 
unknown to that true, generous spirit. Ulric of 
Freeningham was never worthy of the treasure of 
such a noble heart ; his volatile nature could not 
discern one half of its worth. At the very moment 
that his richly dowered heiress bride wept over her 
Queen's sorrows, he strolled carelessly to and fro 
through the cool parterres, talking to one of the 
young knights, and inwardly hoping — ^yes, we must 
confess it—hoping that this court event would post- 
pone his nuptials. The Lord of Freeningham was 
a brave, loyal subject, devoted to his King, and 
0)od-natured in his careless way. Had he wedded 
Ethel he would have made her a good husband, in 



the easy going fashion of that adjective ; clad to 
see her surrounded with all external needs and 
appliances, but lamentably indifferent to the iimer 
cravings of her deep sensitive nature ; capable of 
being amiably kind, mcapable of loving. Nay, his 
warmest feehng? of admiration, to use no stronger 
term, were b^rtK)wed on the proud daughter of 
Ordmer, which made him shrink from permanently 
sacrificing his liberty. It was, however, but a 
passing, superficial sentiment, and in his calmer 
judgment he Would never have exchanged Ethel for 
Algitha as a wife. In that sober region of wedlock 
wliich the butterfly lord dreaded entering, the Lady 
of Herewood was a better companion through its 
clouds and storms, than the wild bright huntress. 

The privacy of the maiden's bower was broken 
by two privileged knights, who had gained that 
permission from the Etheling of Kent. One was 
Adalbert her son, the other ^bert the stranger. 

The young Earl eagerly sought the retreat where 
his betrothed sat musing, callmg a smile to many 
serious faces, by his undisguised and unretumed 
devotion. 

Albert approached the Lady Ethel, who quietly 
resumed her seat before her missal, but not to con- 
tinue the occupation, even though the silver lamps 
borne in by pages, cast almost as clear a radiance 
on the subject as daylight. Her heart was too 
heavy for this favourite pursuit. Leaning her cheek 
on her white hand, she listened to the low tones of 
Albert. He was speaking of the one painful topic ; 
pouring forth the tide of noble indignation at the 
cruel, insulting mandate ; hoping, praying with all 
a brave heart's enthusiasm, that as long as one man 
rallied round England's banner, the King would 
fight for his fair Queen, and never let mortal man 
wrest her from him. And Ethel, carried away by 
these inspiring words, was almost inclined to hope 
it too ; almost tempted to disbelieve her prophetic 
heart, which told her that if all England rose in 
arms the Queen would never yield. 

**Thou art pale, ever pale, my Judith ;" mur- 
mured Adalbert, in low impassioned tones, gazing 
at her young face with eyes steeped in southern 
fire ; **pale and cold as the icy glacier on the snow 
crowned Alps. Will the warmth of love ever melt 
those impenetrable snows ; surely mine is strong 
enough to do so ? No matter; thou art mine, mine 
only. No priestly threat or armed host should 
snatch thee from my loving grasp ; no, not even 
thine own will, my strongest opponent. Surely if 
the King loves as I love, he will lay that prelate's 
head low in the dust, for daring to breathe a word 
against his wedded wife. A man is not a man who 
would not fight and die for her he has chosen out of 
all the world ; ay, and sacrifice for her thrones, 
honours, all !" 

He spoke as ardent love speaks, ere it has grappled 
hand to hand with the daily, hourly foes of custom 
and experience. He spoke, not knowing whether 
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the strength of tme affection and esteem lay be- 
neath the quickly passing fire of passion, which 
would enable it to oomeforth triumphant and undying 
from that trying contest, that fatal ordeaL Judith 
turned away her face and smiled haughtily. 

" It seems a dream," she said, *' a dream to hear 
such words ficom thee ; and like a dream may as 
suddenly be broken.'' 

But her heart echoed not the mocking words. It 
was no liffht thing to break from ihe love of 
Adalbert ofEent. 

<* A dream," he answered softly, raimng one of 
the dark curls of the maiden to his lips; ''the 
waking from that dream will be in immortality." 

The lone watcher on the hill side felt not the 
growing chill of night, or marked the rising and 
brightening moon. She heard not through the 
brushwood a stealthy step, and scarcely started 
when a touch was laid upon her arm. 

In hours of deep sorrow, surprise and fear lose 
their accustomed power. 

The intruder was Hilda. 

**RoyaI hidy," said the faithful attendant, "it is 
growing late, and I feared thine absence from the 
palace might cause alarm, and perchance unpleasant 
surmises, so I ventured luther to entreat my sove- 
reign to return." 

"Thou did'st well, Hilda," replied the Queen, 
laying her snowy hand on her nurse's arm. " I had 
forgotten the short duties that remain to me of my 
Queendom. Hilda, there was a trouble weighing 
heavily on my heart which brou^rht me here. It is 
lighter now, through the blessmg of One above, 
but still so grievous that if thou knewest all, thou 
wouldest say that when thou rocked'st me in thine 
arms, a happ^ infant, it would have been better to 
have laid me m my grave, than to have reared me 
to life. Another time I will tell thee, for I can 
confide in thy love and prudence ; but not now, not 



now. 



She repeated the words slowly and painfully, 
gazing into .her nurse's faoe, with eyes so full of 
patient suffering, that Hilda bowed her head to 
hide the tears which mingled with the kisses she 
pressed on the royal hand. 

The two walked homeward, followed by the 
faithful dog. 

What a change a few hours had wrought. The 
Queen I the fairest in the land ! the idolised wife ! 
walked in her desolation, leaning on the arm of 
that humble friend ; and when others, nobler and 
dearer, stood aloof, Hilda approached that great 
sorrow, and threw around it the arms of com- 
fort. 

As they neared the royal sardens a slight fi£;ure 
hastily drew near. ElgiviTs heart beat quickly, 
and then ahnost stopx^ ; through the gathering 
darkness she had recogiised that form. Her hands 
clung convulsively to Hilda's arm. Was her forti- 
tude already giving way! 



A brief, earnest prayer for strength was breathed ; 
the emotion passed ; and when the King joined her 
she was pale, but calm. 

" I was becoming xmeasy at thy long ramble, my 
fair Queen," exclaimed Edwy, in his. usual sweet 
thrilling tones ; ** let me conduct thee to the palace. 
Oood mlda thou shouldest be more watchful of thy 
royal lady. Go now to the Queen's apartments, 
and await thy sovereign's return." 

With a low obeisance the nurse withdrew, and 
was soon lost to sight. 

Edwy clasped Elgiva's hand in his, and threw 
his arm around her. He gazed fondly at her beau- 
tiful face, and pressed his lips on her white brow, 
and the long dishevelled curls, which had boon 
blown about so rudely by the night wind. 

"My dearest one," he whispered in the tenderest 
accents, "foigiv^ me for wounding thy sensitive 
natare, by the hasty recital of an idle imd insolent 
mandate, the work of an old enemy, and the off- 
spring of revenge for the banishment of the traitor 
Dunstan. Think not, mine own, I attach anv heed 
to such a message. Odo shall share the ute of 
Dunstan ; nay, a sterner one will suit his blood- 
thirsty nature better; and those who have been 
won round to support him shall learn a lesson how 
to respect the throne — a lesson that will need no 
repetition. I was unduly annoyed at the matter, 
but any allusion to my Eigiva seems to render me 
no longer master of nr^ reason. The subject will 
soon be laid before a Witenagenot of all my nobles, 
and settled forever. The few poisonous traitors 
who have been lurking about my path since my 
accession to the throne, shall be unmasked and de- 
graded. I have given too much rein to an unruly 
realm. It is now time they should feel the bit. 
The monarch's unsheathed sword shall be a guaran- 
tee for our future freedom from priestly inso- 
lence. Speak to me dearest Eigiva, and smile once 
more 1" 

" Edwy,'' said the gentle being who had leant 
upon his arm, " thou sawest my wild emotion at 
the mention of our parting. It must have told 
thee something of my love ; something, but not all. 
The deeper, truer depths thou wilt nev^r know on 
earth. In Heaven only, wiU be the full revealing, 
the full completion of our fated love. Oh, my be- 
loved one ! let us look forward patiently, hoperally, 
to that time of never-ending joy, even though 
sorrow for ever cloud our earthly happiness. 
When I left thv presence I knelt a long time in 
mine oratory and the chapel, but no comfort came 
to me till I gained yon hill. There I found speech, 
and prayed — ^prayed as I have never done before. 
My prayer for strength and for resignation was 
answered. I can beiur my cross now, Edwy, and 
thou must not shrink from thine, even though it be 
to part from me." 

" Part from thee 1" echoed the King, clasping her 
fiercely to him* 



"Tea, hMT me," ihe cried, bimrtiiig ftway, 
"thou mnrt part from me. Hoiunir I relwoii I 
thv ooonti; demand it. I kaair the worth ■» the 
■ubtle reoBoningi, with which thou seekeKt to atiU 
the voice of conscieiice, and cmuale tiiytelf and loe. 
Odo'« bate, and Doubm'B revenge^ have guided the 
MTOW aimed at our happiness, Wt the ihaft has 
been penuitted to pierce na tiy a IKvine Power, we 
moat Mibinit to Him. The nobles wlu> signed the 
mandate are doubtless malcontents (ofTended by t^y 
too rigbteons judgmenta) and partiaana of Earl 
Ordmer, who has never forgiven hia daaghter's dis- 
^ipointed hopea, perciiance they could be easily 
ornabed, or executed as traitors. But cb, my bus- 
band* tbinkeet thon that I could live and smile, 
and dare to face the pure Heavens, feeling that for 
me,' for tliee, for our limited ranse of happlneaa we 
bad saorificed. the lives even of enemies ; Uiat thoo, 
tbe professed anointed servant of the blessed 
Sanonr, bad disobeyed the injunction of bis sacred 
yroti, ' to oveic<»ae evil with good.' Onr union is 
illegal in tbe eye of tbe Bomisb Chnzch. To n« 
snoh a decree — like many otbers of our Cburcb — 
may aeem an overstrained preceptof man's wisdom. 
We may recognise no teal crime in the marriage of 
■uch distant relations ; we may feel ourselves as 
■acredly one in the eye of Heaven, and before man, 
u those i> wboae veins kindred blood has never 
flowed, and yet Edwy, aa a member of the Catholic 
Church, crowned by its rituals, solemnly vowed to 
■npport iteteneta; thonart boundtodoBo,eventhough 
fles£.and blood ahriuk from the sacrifice. Edwy, my 
lover, ray kindred spirit, companion of mychildiood ! 
here on mvknees I plead before thee, and she threw 
barself □nhel' knees, and raised to hia face her lovely 
entreating eyes. "If thoulovestme, if thou would' st 
not make me for ever rep^t that I was won by tbine 
entreaties to be thy bride ; that we ever snatched 
for one brief hour on earth a blias which belongs 
only to Paradiae, hear me. Be true to thy nobler, 
better self ; pause not, falter not in the triaL 
Prove thyself a hero and a King, Qo amongst those 
enemies, and conquer them with kindness. Bow 
thy pride to yield to the decree of man, for thou 
art only yielding Co the vrill of thy Maker. Leave 
a glorious name to glow on history's page of one 
who loved his country better tbon himself. Port 
from Elgiva on earth, that we may be eternally 
united in the land where there is no parting." 

The mantle had fallen to the ground. There she 
Itnelt, in her bine robet, with her wiiite hands 
clasjieti in iirnj c!i-, Ir'i- luinriont hair falling rpund 
her like a vciJ , in all tier onadomed lovelin^s — the 
fairest one who ever pleaded before man, and 
pleaded in vain. 

Can we blame Edwy, if unmindful of hia better 
nature, and forgetful of bis kingdom; he felt tbe peti- 
Umec too fair to g:iLu the boon iixc which she sued. 
B King's arms wore folded round Elgiva ; his 
d to ben iriQt an intensit; of affeo' 
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tion which told she was loved more than mortals 
sliould be. But tbe request waa not granted. Yelie- 
mently, even sternly, Edwy commanded that the 
subject abcmid drop for ever, as no persuasions 
would induce him to resign Elgiva. So it closed, in 
the worm ardour of young love ( buc the Queen's 
decision remained unaltered. 

That night when Eilwy slept, Elgiva aat in her 
oratory, and mused deeply. 

She felt that when her entreaties failed no human 
power would make Bdwy pav the sacrifice for his 
country ; it must be left to her unaided streogtb. 
She shrunk not from the self-appoiuted task ; but 
with woman's quick perception formed a plan 
which would save Edwy's honour, and spare hia 
loving heart the pain of voluntarily resigning her. 

Vihea she laid her head upon tiiat kmgly breast, 
soon to be her jiillow no loiter, and felt his encir- 
cling arms folding her in their tmstang affection, 
something like a shadow of remorse and questioning 
doubt crrased her heart, but was soon dispersed by 
her devoted love, and she alept calm and happy, 
lejoicing in her woman's heroic sacrifice. 

CHAPTER XVII. 



Tbn days had elapsed since tbe address of Odo ; 
ten days marked by no outward commotion. The 
palace life relied on in its usual routine of duties and 
honours, and ao calm was the demeanour of tbe 
King, and smooth the smilins brow of his Queen, 
that those not favoured with their confidence could 
arrive at no passible solution of the question. How 
was the sovereign going t« act 1 The news of the 
daring mandate had spread far and wide over the 
kingdom, causing umversal discussiou, and mnoh 
real sympathy, even in spite of the terrible reault 
atLachiDE to the King's refusal to resign his Queen. 
Those whose naniea were ^fiixed to Uie document 
waited and watched for the issne with mingled 
interest and fear. Though a mere youth held tbe 
sceptre, one whose early years and generous nature 
has made him a fitting mark for their shafts, t£ey 
knew a lion's spirit beat beneath his breast, and 
trembled at tbeir possible fate, if that lion qpirit 
arose to defend his home temples. 

Ordmer, the ringleader in this attack, lingered in 
his castle, gatheriiu adherents round about the 
country, practising bis troops, and swelling their 
ranks ; while day by day he anid his fierce daughter 
fretted at tbs long delay, and burned to know the 
resnlt of their schemes. One saw in their accomplish- 
ment, a reinstated honour, an added dignity ; the 
other, her voduu'b bate gratified j her woman's 
love (if such a wild tigress feeling deserves the 
name), crowned with suooess. 

The halls of the chieftain were filled with nobles, 
many of them partisans in the ^ot for the disao- 
iDtidn of the royal maniageb Sithiio was among 
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the number. Odo also, and other prelates (his sup- 
porters), visited the Ea^l, and held dark midnight 
conferences, too treasonable to be breathed in less 
lawless shelter. 

The ]^ad Dane's ancestors night well hide their 
faces with shame, and tiie lustre of his colden shield 
turn pale at the sight of their descendant lowered 
to the level of a base plotter ; a plunderer seekii^ 
to j^nt his maw with spoils wrung from his 
anomted sovereign. Not among, those recreant 
Thanes ; not mid the thronging armed bands ; not 
by the proud evening blaze, was one young form. 
Absent from bower and hidl, was Cedrio, the youth- 
ful heir ; the idol, still the idol of his sire. 

At the first announcement of the mandate of the 
church, the first indignant surprise on seeing his 
father's name among its supporters ; he had 
hastened to his king to show how entirely he disap- 
proved of any act which was wanting in respect 
and loyal love. Hastened, grieved and contemp- 
tuous that his father should, so far, have yielded to 
the canting superstitions of a bigotted priesthood, as 
to beUeve any evil could accrue to England from the 
King's marriage, for as yet the brave youth could 
put no other interpretation on his father's conduct, 
the real motive of the earl's actions, and the 
treasonable height to which his policy was tending, 
Cedric neither knew nor could have conceived. 

What, meanwhile, had been the inner life of 
those ohiefly concerned in this momentous question ? 

Had the tide of fate which broke in upon the 
royal love-dream surged round the King in desola- 
tion and unrest ? No, it had flowed on calmly — even 
gladly. 

There are marvels in the endless phases of human 
f eeUng as well as marvels in the book of Providence. 
Events so dread and startling, that in contemplation 
they seem impossible to bear, are, when realised, 
endured with comparatire ease, supported by those 
delusive hope buoys of the soul, which have strange 
power to communicate joy, even in despair. 

The King was firm in his resolve never to part 
with Elgiva ; he determined sooner than do so to 
renounce his kingdom. But with the sanguine con- 
fidence of youth, deepened by love, he felt sure of 
succeeding in retaining his queen, and resisting the 
decree of the Church without this alternative. He 
trusted in the zeal and devotion of his noble friends 
and the people at larce, and resolved to assemble a 
full Witenn^genot a few days before the expiration 
of the month given for his decision, and then lay his 
determination before his subjects. All those who 
remained rebelUous should be placed under close 
arrest ; Odo, first and foremost. 

Pending their imprisonment, he reHed on the 
co-operation of a large body of ecclesiastics to plead 
Ms cause with the Pope, to whom he was personally 
known. 

These plans, and their further enlargement, were 
confided to some of his trosty nobles, and met their 



full approvaL They were all eager to avenge their 
outraged sovereign, even to the cost of war. 

The King looked forward impatiently to meeting 
Wulfstan. An attack of illness had prevented the 
bishop hastcLiln^ to Winchester to see his sovereign, 
and had caused his son's wedding to be postponed a 
week. 

In consequance of this, the King determined to 
defer the complete arrangement of his plans until 
he had oonsulted his valued preceptor at Ardmer's 
nuptials. To these Edwy was gomg ; but without 
Elgiva. She reprasented the impolicy of appearing 
in public at such a juncture, and the outrase to her 
own feelings ; and Edwy, unable to combat these 
reasons, and willing to gratify her earnest request 
that he would be present himself, consented, though 
reluctantly, to leave her for a few days. 

Who can describe Elgiva's feelings ? Outwardly, 
she was calm and slad as ever. 

The impassioned entreaty she had made on that 
sad night had never again been renewed ; and, 
apparently, she had relinquished all thought of dis- 
puting her husband's will — apparently so, only, for 
aeep in her heart the decision she had formed on 
the lone hill side, remained unaltered, and the plan 
woven in her mind to accomplish it had strengthened 
day by day. 

To one person only did she confide this project. 

Not Ethel, her true, fond friend ; that loving 
heart woidd certainly have opposed it. Nor 
to the Lady of Kent, or the fair matron of 
Sussex — ^their minds would have shrunk appalled 
&om such an amazing sacrifice. 

To one humbler in rank, but near and dear, who 
had nursed her in her bosom, and would have laid 
down her life for her. To Hilda she laid bare her 
heart ; and after, with some difficulty, overcoming 
the scruples of the faithful attendant, gained her 
promised assistance. 

With a delicacy of feeling, though in this case 
unfortunate, since it left Elgiva undisturbed with 
her feelings, the attached Court never breathed to 
their Queen a word of the painful topic, occuping all 
hearts, and on which she maintained a strict silence. 
Only by a deeper reverence and affection was their 
sympathy conveyed to Elgiva* 

Her tender heart appreciated their kindness. 
Never was her love ana care for their welfare, her 
concern for the comfort of all around, so apparent as 
at this time. To one gifted with deep insight into 
human nature, the very tenderness of her manner, 
the calm beauty of her brow, the pathos of her 
silvery voice, would have seemed breathing of fare- 
well. But those around her knew it not ; knew 
not that she was passing away, like the sweet 
melody of song, the trembling hues of the rainbow ; 
knew not that the words, the loving actions, 
treasured up in their hearts, and remembered — oh ! 
how painfully, at a later period, were like the last 
gleams from the wings of some angel visitant, sud- 
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denly severed from mortal joys and sorrows, and 
shedding around the loved ones below the sunset 
glory of his parting. 

Yes, if mortals may seem to assume angelic attri- 
butes, while wearing the earment of earth, it is 
when they walk humbly and lovingly on the path of 
'suffering, and she was one of them ; but not yet 
summoned to wing her flight to Heaven, destined to 
pass through much sore tribulation, to seal her life 
m martyrdom, ere the rest was eained. 
- Once to Ethel the Queen broke through ber 
reserve, and touched slightly on the mandate of the 
Church. She spoke of it calmly, as the long ex- 
pected consummntion to a cham of events, but 
made no allusion to its effects upon her own 
destiny. Whether she deemed it too well known 
to need explanation, or a reason which had once 
flashed through Ethel's mind rendered her silent, 
the maiden of Herowood never knew ; but it struck 
a chilli upon her heart to hear Elgiva speaking of 
herself as one freed from all personal share in the 
question. Vainly she tried to breathe of hope, of 
the opinion of those around, that the CSiurch would 
be defeated. The words died upon her trembling 
lips, and Elgiva, pitying her distress, changed the 
topic. 

It was autumn — ^rich, solemn autumn — wild sun- 
set of the year, binding a crown of radiant glory 
on the brow of fadine Nature, flinging a golden 
gleam athwart her ruddy garments, ere she £:oops, 
and sinks into the winding shroud of winter. 

Autumn — strange, sad Autumn ! — breaking into 
wild tempest blasts, and heavy rain bursts ; moan- 
ing pitifully through the breete ; stealing tiie 
lingering pnde of the forest ; breathing through all 
the glow of short-lived splendour, the minor note 
of sadness — the still, sure whispering of decay and 
death. 

Bright and clear rose the autumn sun on the day 
preceding Sir Ardmer's nuptials. It dawned in glad 
hoped to the hearts of the young lovers ; they saw 
across the coining winter an everlasting spring of 
love and joy to them. It smiled upon the eager 
anticipations and glad excitement of the bridal 
guests ; it blessed the parents' hopes ; it found the 
young King eager to hail its successor, as a means 
of hurrying on tiie accomplishment of his heart's 
desire. It ])roke upon Elgiva a day of doom — a day 
whose rayless night made the dark shadows she 
was destined to traverse seem almost bright. 

It was mom. 

The Queen sat in her private apartment. Before 
her was a table, on which lay several folds of parch- 
ment, some of them already written, and only 
waiting to be folded and tied with silken bands, 
and secured by a massive seal, ere they were des- 
patched on their mission. One of them bore the 
superscription of Odo, Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and the other of the Princess Ulrica. The young 
Queen's snowy fingers idly held the stained orna- 



mented pen ; but she leaned her head upon her 
hand, and seemed absorbed in thought. 

Now that the smile had faded from that fair face, 
the eye could detect the change that sorrow had 
wrought in its lineaments. Not that its beauty was 
diminished ; no, it appeared rather to have gained 
a new and higher character. Time and sorrow 
come with gentle footsteps to some ; satisfied with 
imprinting meffacable marks of suffering on the 
heart, they respect the outer slirina 

The transparent pallor on the oval face was too 
fragile for earth; it spoke of burning thoughts, 
wasting away the bloom of life. The fathomless 
depths of sorrow in the larce dark eyes, told of the 
bitter conflict raging within. Truly it was a sore 
conflict, a death struggle ; fought every minute of 
those ten days. To listen to the tones and words 
of the beloved one ; to treasure every glance and 
caress ; to long for, yet dread, the precious hours 
of intereourse ; feelmg how soon they would be 
ended ; knowing that this very parting was un- 
dreamed of by Edwy ; that a barrier for the first 
time interposed between their free communion of 
thought ; that while he looked forward hopefully, 
trustingly, to long days together, she knew the 
life-parting had almost dawned, and through her 
own act and deed. 

All this was torture, which would have driven a 
weaker nature from its resolve ; but Elgiva had a 
firm will ; a will which made her suffer and be 
strong. 

With a deep sigh the Queen turned her backward 
glance from tne days which had so quickly flown, 
and rousing her faculties, drew the white parch- 
ment towards her, and commenced to write. It 
was a brief epistle, addressed to the Bishop of 
Winchester, and ran as follows : — 

** Noble Bishop and Keverend Father in the 
Lord, — I send thee and thine a good greeting, and 
all prosperity to the union of thy noble son. It is 
much to my regret that circumstances prevent my 
being present on the occasion of his nuptials, but 
my lord the King will make ample amends for mine 
absence ; and I pray that thou wilt give Sir Ardmer 
and Lady Fredegonde my good wishes for their 
future happiness. 

"Touching the mandate of the Church, which 
seeks to dissolve my union with the King,— it is a 
hard trial, but one from which there is no way of 
escape. The safety of the King and the welfare of 
the state, demand the sacrifice. I pray thee. Holy 
Father and valued friend, to use thme influence 
with the King to induce him to submit patiently to 
this dispensation of Providence ; to bear up bravely, 
like a kmg, and to fulfil all his royal duties ; not to 
water England with unavailing blood ; for our mar- 
riage must and will be dissolved. Next to the con- 
solation vouchsafed me from above, I am solaced by 
the thought that thou who hast known and loved 
the King from childhood, wilt strengthen him in 
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this tronble, with thy wise and holy oounsel. Be- 
seeching thee to fulfil this my request, and remem- 
ber me in thy prayers, 

" Thine in the Faith, 

**ELGrvA." 
Elgiva rang a silver bell by her side. 
'*Raoul," she said to the page who entered, 
"seek Sir XJlric Freenin^ham, and tell him the 
Queen desires to speak witn him in a quarter of an 
hour, in the west chamber. Send Hilda to me 
now." 

Hilda stood before her mistress. 
'*Fold and seal this missive carefully," said 
Elgiva, pointing to the parchment addressed to 
Odo. 

Hilda disappeared, and returning with a wax 
taper, carefully bound up the despatch with silken 
ribbons, and dropped upon it the burning wax. 

The Qneen handed her the royal signet from her 
snowy fore-finger, and after it had been affixed to 
the parchment, dipped her pen in the ink-horn, 
and rapidly but calmly wrote the address. 

** Let this be forwarded by a trusty messenger to 
Archbishop Odo, and delivered into his own hands. 
See that the bearer resign the scroll to none other 
than his grace, and wait for the reply. ^' 

Hilda bowed, and placed the fatal document in 
her bosom. The Queen watched her move away to 
obey the command, without a shadow of hesitation 
crossing her face. Elgiva was not one of those 
painfuUy irresolute beings who torture themselves 
and others by hanging in the balance between to do 
or not to do, and in the end generally fix upon the 
wrong course, from over anxiety to secure the best. 
Once resolved upon a line of action, whether right 
or wrong, she never wavered — ^never hesitated from 
fear, flmere was not a line in that beautiful face, 
with its clear truthful eyes and arching lips, which 
spoke of weakness or timidity. The Queen, the 
heroine, breathed through all ! 

"Hilda," said Elgiva, as a sudden thought struck 
her, ** send Lady Judith to me." 

The reluctant betrothed entered the royal 
boudoir, with a beating heart and heightened colour. 
"Come hither, Judith," said the Sovereign, 
kindly smiling on the timid girl, ** Come and sit 
beside me," and she pointed to a low seat near her 
own. "I want thee to bear a letter from me to 
thy noble father, and deliver it to him after the 
nuptial ceremony, not before" and she handed 
Judith the folded parchment, which the young girl 
received respectfully. "We have also something 
to add to our good wishes for the bride, which thou 
must be the bearer of as well. Bring me yonder 
casket," said the Queen, indicating a rare golden 
one, which stood on an adjoining table. " This box 
contains a souvenir from the Queen, which Frede- 
gonde will value for my sake." The gems within 
were indeed beautiful, but the young bnde esteemed 
them priceless, as the gift of her idolised Queen. 



"And now," continued Elgiva, when these matters 
were ended, " I must scold thee, cruel little maiden, 
for being so cold and wilful to "^y faithful lover." 

"Judith !" and her voice took a serious pathos, 
" trifle not with thine happiness ; do not hold it, as 
too many hold a rare gem, in so loose a grasp, that 
it may slip from thee, and be only valuea when lost 
for ever. The love of a manly devoted heart, bound 
to thee by the closest earthly ties, is a deep joy 
which few are privileged to possess, and only those 
can appreciate who have once enjoyed it. Mine 
eyes read deeper than thou thinkest, and I know 
that thou lovest Adalbert of Kent, though too 
proud and wilful to idlow it, but for this strong 
conviction I would never have sanctioned thy 
betrothal to the Etheling. Confess, now, Judith, 
am I not right ? and promise for the future to be 
true to thyself." 

Drawn yet closer to that noble lady, her arm 
flung kindUy around the fair girl, Judith^s proud 
heart melted, and in a gush of warm tears she 
breathed a secret to that loving breast, which to 
none on earth, and scarcely to herself, had she con- 
fessed. But that secret we leave with Elgiva. 
Sir Ulric waited impatiently in the west chamber. 
There was a light step, a rustle of silken garments, 
and the Queen entered. 

Advancing to the Knight, she frankly extended 
her hand, which the young man raised to his lips. 

"Sir XJlric," said that silvery voice, " I come to 
speak to thee, openly, on a subject dear to both of 
us — thy betrothed bride, Ethel. Your happiness 
is a matter of deep concern to me, and fain would 
1 see its early completion. The period fixed for 
your nuptials was a month from this time, and wo 
had hoped to have celebrated the event at our 
Court. But other reasons, which thou wilt shortly 
know, render this plan impossible. In this case, 
then, it will be more expedient for Ethel to be 
wedded at Herewood, and will prove very gratify- 
ing to her attached dependants. As it is necessary 
for thy fair orphaned bride to have a kind pro- 
tectress, we have written to our royal mother, to 
beg her to undertake that office, and join Ethel a 
little before her bridals, the exact time of which 
will be a happy matter for you to setiJe together. 
Does this arrangement suit thy views. Sir Ulric ?" 

What could he say in the presence of tnat royal 
lady ? He, a belted knight, pledged in good faith 
to a noble Thaness. What could he say or do more 
than murmur his entire acquiescence, and gratitude 
for the Queen's kindness ? 

"Nay, mine is a selfish kindness," she answered 
with a sweet smile ; " for I love Ethel as a sister. 
Though it will be a sore loss, relinquishing her 
society, I rejoice in the thought of her Increased 
happiness with thee. And Ulric thou wilt make 
her happy ? she is indeed a treasure." 

"My life shall endeavour to do so," replied the 
young man ; carried away by the persuasive charm 
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of that lovely being ; and he believed what he said, 
at. the moment, sealhig it with a kiss on that snowy 
hand. 

Later that afternoon the King was in his private 
apartments, engaged in important affairs. All day 
he had been engrossed in state business, and strict 
orders had been given to keep his privacy unbroken. 

One ventured to disobey these commands I One 
met with no repulse from the faithful servitors who 
gttiuded the ante-chamber ! 

Passing through the heavy curtains which divided 
the private apartment from an inner recess, moving 
^ong with a step so lights that it seemed scarcely 
to press the rush strewn floor — Elgiva stood close 
beside the King, ere he knew there was an intruder 
on his solitude. 

Attired in a tightly-fitting blue riding dress, with 
the skirt and boddice bordered with gold ; wearing 
a velvet cap of the same colour, and a waving 
plume of snowy whiteness ; her bright brown hair, 
usually, according to the custom of matrons, bound 
into coils and volutes, now gathered loosely into a 
golden caul ; — she looked, like a radiant vision. 

'* Elgiva," exclaimed the King, looking up with 
a slight start, at the touch of the fair muid laid 
upon his shoulder; **how camest thou hither? 
Ihdstthou not hear I was engaged in important 
affairs?" 

"Busy, too busy for me," murmured Elgiva, 
kneeling by his side ; and with one hand laid upon 
the parchments scattered upon the table, amongst 
which Edwys pen had been so busy ; raising to 
him her beautiful bright face, with its rosy smBing 
lips and cloudless brow ; "Thou wilt never be too 
busy for Elgiva." 

"No," he answered, throwing aside the pen, and 
gazine into those strange radiant eyes ; till over- 
come by their impenetrable light, he bent down to 
press a long kiss upon the beautiful lips of his 
bride Qfleen. " No, never too much engaged for 
love and thee. Speak, dearest, what dost thou 
desire, and the King is ready to fulfil it." 

"'Tis a slight request," she replied smiling; 
" thou must leave these state affairs, and take me 
forth alone, to breathe my palfrey by thy side, for 
a last ride. 

A last ride ! And yet no shadow over that child- 
like face ! 

" A last ride before our parting for this wedding," 
added the King ; "'tis a brief severance, dearest, 
too brief to call this ride a last one !" 

They rode forth alone, attended only by two of 
the King's mounted servitors. Bode over the 
bree2y downs, through the keen air of the closing 
autumn day. Ic waved the white mane of Elgiva's 
snowy palfrey ; it scattered her sun-tinged tresses 
from their confinement, till they swept over her 
glowing cheeks. On, on ; faster she urged her 
steed ; flying as if from some unseen pursuer. And 
the King rode by her bridle rein, gazing at her 



with passionate devotion ; feeling more and more 
each golden moment, the entire lUI-sufiSciency of 
his love for her. 

At last, drawing bridle, the King proposed their 
homeward return. ** It is growing late, my Elgiva, 
and the evening air is chill for thee, ^lall we vary 
our ride by coming home through the wood; or 
dost thou fear the forest shadows are too dark." 

"No, I fear nothing,*' she replied; "nothing 
with thee by my side." 

"Edwv," and she broke the silence in which she 
had ridden, with an earnestness of voice that 
seemed almost abrupt ; " Promise me to be kind to 
thy brother Edgar, lliy well meant wishes for his 
welfare, have proved too irksome for his wayward 
temperament. Turn not his love from thee by over 
harskuess, for there are those among tiiy courtiers 
who will endeavour to improve any feeling of 
bitterness between ye, and play upon his impres- 
sionable miud for their own interests. For his sake 
and thine avert the misery of a family feud. How 
I wish he had never gone away with that Brithric, 
who, methinks, is a pernicious counsellor for 
Edgar; and for my sake," she continued, laying 
her small hand on his arm, " endeavour to subdue 
thy proud spirit. It is a noble pride, impatient of 
let or hindrance from any lower motive, in the ful- 
filment of a lofty purpose ; kindled into fire by 
aujyrht mean or unworthy ; but it suits not the 
spirit of the age — a spirit not yet elevated or intel- 
lectual enougl^ to appreciate the higher qualities of 
human naturo. For a few years, till thy throne is 
established by time, conciliate the warring elements 
which surround thee. Seek not to urge thy high 
views for the redress of wrongs and the improve- 
ment of the land, against the prejudices of so 
many, as it were, at the very sword's point ; but 
rather soften those prejudices by patience, forbear- 
ance, and example. Yes ; let them see their King 
a model of unselfish devotion and lofty virtue ; let 
him shine as a light set on high, and assuredly that 
light will yet illumiue the darkness of the land. 
Example is the thing needed, and my heart tells 
me it must be given ;" she added with a deep sigh. 
Then observing the King buried ia gloomy thou^t, 
she continued in a gayer tone,^" Thou wilt think 
me a very Father Confessor for talking so seriously, 
but Edwy thou art so dear and precious to my very 
soul, that I am tremblingly alive to aught that 
concoms thy welfare. I have loved thee with a 
love few women would dare to feel, for it is one to 
which I would sacrifice all save Heaven." 

On through the shadows of the forest, over the 
crackling bushwood, and dried damp leaves, strew- 
ing the well-known path, where mey had ridden 
forth in bridal gladness, 'mid all the woodland 
melody of summer days; on in the gloom of fading 
autumn, rode the two kindred spirits, soon to be 
torn asunder. The King's arm was round his be- 
loved ; he listened in silence to the jsilv^iy music of 
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hot eloqaent words, flowing forth with an earnest- 
ness which would haye conveyed a pxophetic mean- 
ing to one not so stnmgely blinded. All the far- 
seeinic counsels of a true-hearted woman ; the 
{pfted powers of a noble intellect ; the love of a 
hfe, blended in those words; words remembered 
— ^faithfolly, agonizingly remembered for ever, 
thgngh not at furst actM upon, as Elgiva praved and 
hoped ; not nntil sorrow had aocompliwed its 
pariMng mission. 

'*The shadows have fallen round us," said the 
yonng Queen, suddenly pausing in her discourse, 
with a shudder running through her veins, as their 
horses turned into a path almost darkness, ''ours 
has been a bright love-dream, Edwy ; too bright for 
earth. But see," she added, feeling the tightening 
pressure of his encircling arm, which warned her 
that she was betraying too much emotion, ^ see, the 
light streams on us again," as a moonbeam stole 
through the branches, ''and it is a light from 
Heaven." 

"Elgiva," exclaimed her husband, "wherefore 
apeakest thousostrangely; that ill-fatedmandate still 
clonds thy spirits. Wilt thou not trust in my 
devoted love, my husband's right, my Sovereign's 
power, to protect thee ? If thou, dost not promise 
to confide m this, I swear never to leave thee to- 
morrow — ^nay, not for one day," and wildly reining 
in his steed, he checked Elnva's palfrey, and with 
flashing eyes bent down to daim tne promise. 

As he caught the half -whispered assent, the first 
and only deceit stealing from the lips of his trusted 
bride, me young King drew up his slight figure 
haughtily, .and urging on their steeds, exclaimed in 
defiant tones, "I long^for the day to dawn when in 
the full Witenagenot of the people I can show the 
land, the world, that Edwy of £n£land only loves 
those who love his Queen. Ay, and .can avenge her 
even unto death. " 

" Edwy of England only loves those who love his 
Queen," echoed a voice, and a pale but beautiful 
face,^ unseen by the royal pair, rose from a neigh- 
bouring covert, and meeting the straggling light of 
a moonbeam, revealed the features of Govinda. 
"He only loves those who love her," she murmured, 
sitting down on the turf- beneath a spreading oak, 
with clasped hands, and falling tresses, mingling 
tibieir rich wealth with the withered forest leaves ; 
lingering there in deep thought long after the sound 
of horses hoofs had died away &om the wood. 
" She is fair and gentle enough to deserve even the 
treasure of his love ; soon dark fate will have 
snatched her away ; soon she will need a friend. 
And I love him ; love him who idolizes her ; love 
hnn better than life ; for him would I sacrifice 
faith, country, my people, all I Surely mine hour 
of vengeance has come ; surely my woman's hate 
should join in castii^ the stone at her, the outcast. 
Ko^" she added, springing to her feet, as if to repel 
the thought with soom, "To the baser herd I leave 



that baser passion ; I love Edwy of England better 
than my life ; for his sake Govinda will love and 
serve his Queen." 

• ...•. 

Never had Elgiva's voice sounded so thrillingly, 
so hopefully through the palace halls, as she sbruck 
her golden harp, in the presence of tiie spell-bound 
listeners. The closing strains of the rich melody 
breathed of a celestial calm, which shed a rapt 
peace over the hearts of all. 

...••■ 

That night Edwy dreamed a strange dream. 

He was parted from Elsiva. Suddenly an un- 
accountable impulse wamea him to look for her ; 
and endowed with the power of invisibility, his 
soul sped through space, and sought her in the 
palace, and among her accustomed haunts. She 
was not there. At last, after long searching, he 
discovered her in a dense forest, surrounded by d 
pack of ferocious wolves, drawn round her in a 
circle, gazing upon their victim with gleaming rc^l 
eyes ; for a moment held at bay by the undaunted 
look shining from her face. Blood flowed over her 
white garments, from a deep Tvound in her arm. 
He struggled to clothe himself with bodily shape, 
andruab to Elgiva's aid. He called to her with 
supernatural power. The voice seemed to reach 
her, for she raised upward her beautiful dark eyes, 
— calm even then — and with a faint smile, said — 

" Thou can'st not help me here, Edwy ; seek to 
join me in Heaven !" 

The wolves closed round her with savage cries ; 
the white form was borne to the ground, and lost 
to si^ht beneath their grisly shapes. 

With a groan of horror the King awoke ! 

So vivid was the dream, that he scarcely believed 
his senses when he saw Elgiva sleeping, calmly and 
peacef ally by his side ; sleeping like an angel ; and 
heard the sounds of busy life stirring through the 
palace halls, Warning him to arise. 

The royal party, who were to start for the wed- 
ding soon after day-break, consisted of the Ladies 
of Winchester, the Etheling of Kent, Cedric, and 
other kniphts and nobles. The bustle cf prepara- 
tion speedily absorbed the youthful monarch, and 
banished for the moment the memory of his dream. 

How madly unconscious we are at times ; how 
we let the tide of happiness slip away from our 
bark ; the golden sands of life run through our 
fingers. And what long hours of vain regret, avenge 
this brief blindnes<^ ; what ceaseless self-reproaches 
for this fatal remissness. Surely there is but one 
cure for the sting of remorse ; to bring our aclung 
hearts in humble faith to the footstool of a Higher 
Power, believing that iu these cases we are but im- 
consciously following out an inscrutable purpose, 
whose meaning we shall never understand on earth,, 
but whose aim and end is our eternal good. 

The Countess of Kent, the Earl of Sussex and 
his Countess, Ethel, Sir Albert and the other ladie» 
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and nobles of the household, remained with the 
Qneen. 

To Ethel's care and affection the King especially 
confided his beloved consort. 

**Thou must cheer thy lady's spirits, Lady Ethel," 
said the young monarch, when on his way to take 
leave of Mgiva, he saw the maiden bathed in tears, 
standing in the Queen's ante-chamber; *'I leave 
thy royal lady to thy watchful care ; charging thee, 
should ought occur to disturb the Queen, to send 
for me at once. We shall only be three days absent, 
and I will take care Sir Ulric returns with us, 
therefore be not thus overcome at our departure," 
he added, obseiving her increasing emotion, and 
affectionately pressing her hand. " Thy knight will 
need no commands, we know, to forego the plea- 
sures of the hunting party." 

Ethel, indignant at this misinterpretation of her 
emotion, longed to disclaim it, and confess the true 
cause of her grief, sprung from a dread of disas- 
trous consequences arising to Elgiva from the King's 
absence ; but a timid fear of bemg thought too pre- 
sumptuous in revealing to her sovereign what might 
only be an imaginary dread, held her speechless, 
and the King strode rapidly on. 

With a l^ating heart he entered the Queen's 
private chamber. Elgiva's face was turned from 
nim ; it was hidden by her long unbound curls, as 
she stood bending Over her little dog, in a remote 
comer of the room. 

"Farewell, Elgiva," murmured EJwy, in agitated 
tones," folding her closely — very closely — to his 
his heart; "Heaven protect and bless thee, my 
beloved one, and speed my hasty return. Once 
more near thee, we will never part again." 

fie bent down and pressed his lips to her brow, 
her cheeks, and her beautiful lips ; — pressed long, 
passionate, devoted kisses ; which told more plainly 
than words of his undying love. Blmded by emo- 
tion, he saw not the deathly pallor ef the face 
which shrunk from his caresses, to hide in his 
breast. 

"Farewell," he muttered gently, releasing her 
from his embrace. With a mortal trembling, like 
the trembling of approaching dissolution, Elgiva 
clung to him ; living m that dread moment through 
the agony of years ! — an agony too deep for uncon- 
sciousness, too maddening for tears. Again Edwy 
pressed her to his heart, and sought to raise her 
head ; but she buried it yet closer in his breast. 
She dared not lift to his tne face that had deceived 
him — the face that would never greet him more ! 

The King, alarmed at this speechless grief, felt 
tempted to relinquish his journey. 

"Speak to me, dearest," he cried with deep 
emotion ; "I will never leave thee since it grieves 
thee thus. Let me go and despatch the party by 
themselves." 

"No," muttered the Queen, stifling her awful 
sorrow ; but not daring to raise her face. She knew 



that a tale was written on its white anguish, which 
would bind him at all costs to her side. 

"No; oh, no! Leave me, leave me! It is a 
brief parting, Edwy ; but I loved thee so !" 

Clinging yet once more to him with a convulsive, 
almost death-like, embrace ; then with a mighty 
heart-throb, rallying her royal endurance, Elgiva 
withdrew herself from his clasping arms, and bury- 
ing her face in her handkerchief, turned away. 

How she made that supernatural effort was a 
marvel to herself. The King followed her once 
more to fold her to his heart, to press his lips to 
her brow ; and then rushed away to conquer a 
vague feeling of horror, which he could neither 
account for or repel. 

Gone ! without a farewell kiss from her — a fare- 
well glance at that face, which was the day-star of 
his life ; for she had kept it all too faithfully hidden. 
Gone, for ever ! 

She had cast herself forth in her mistaken spirit 
of self-sacrifi6e ; forth, from the shelter of his 
husband's heart — ^the warmth of his devoted love ! 

Too much of the heroine ; too little thought of 
self beat in that woman's heart ; too little for hap- 
piness or peace. 

Ethel found the Queen, but not till long after. 

No human eye gazed on the story written on that 
face ; the story which the husband might not read. 

Elgiva remained alone till it had gone back — 
back to the bleeding heart, to be branded there for 
ever. 



CHAPTER XVIIl. 

THE LAMB IN THE POWER OF THE WOLF. 

Odo sat in the upper chamber of the rich Abbey 
of Lindisfaim, belonging to Gnesius, the relative of 
Dunstan. His host (the Prelate we have named), 
Anselmo, and two other Ecclesiastics, were gathered 
round a sumptuous board from which the good cheer 
had been removed by the keen appetites of the 
reverend guests. 

Fruit, manchet cakes, and delicate confitures, with 
huge flagons of the choicest wines, formed their 
dessert. 

With a lavish hand Odo filled his deep, golden 
goblet ; his spirits rose with the copous draught ; 
his flushed cheeks glowed with excitement, while 
his heart throbbed with a fierce desire for some 
bloody battle-field, on which to wet his sword with 
human gore. 

" By heavens !" he cried, striking his hand on the 
table, " I am weary of this dull, puling life. My 
very soul rusts in such inglorious peace. Would 
that the Danes, mine ancestors, could hoist up their 
* raven' banner against the * white horse,' and stir up 
some amusement. I long to draw forth my sword, 
and recall the wild days of old, when mine armoui* 
dripped with gore, and my heel trampled the crest 
of the fallen ; when I listened to the shriek of the 
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dying, and the battle cry, and drained the skull 
wit^ the blood of mine enemies. Not for me is the 
slow, wily policy of the Benedictines. Were I 
Dunstan's age, my younff blood would burst its 
swellingheaH ere I could (main myself to such a life." 
*' Gnesius, pray the fates, this mandate may 
Btir up the King's manly pride, and make him go to 
war aoout his bride. Kight glady would I lead on 
the insurgents, and fight for his golden-haired 
Queen. A jolly fight is a civil war, well matched, 
and hand to hand. England's fair fields are drying 
up for lack of the true fertilizing water — ^human 
blood. Surely it will not tarry long." 

Gnesius answered not. His heart responded not 
to the sentiments of the warlike Prelate. He 
trembled at the very prospect of his rich Abbey 
being dismantled by savage soldiery. But, belonging 
to the rebellious party, and inspired by his avaricious 
hopes of aggrandizement, he feared openly to check 
the fierce ringleader in any project — a ringleader 
who every day grew more ferocious, more craving 
for cruelty, and could be governed only by the 
master mind of the absent Dunstan. 

At this juncture there was heard a low knock at 
the door, and a cowled Lay brother entering the 
chamber, presented a scroll on a silver salver to the 
Archbishop, making a low obeisance. Odo care- 
lessly broke the seal, and opening the parchment 
hastily with his jewelled fingers, ran his eye over 
the contents. A muttered oath of surprise ; then a 
sardonic smile crossed his face, as he pressed it. 

Waving the monk to depart, and return in a 
quarter of an hour's time for a reply he flung the 
scroll on the table, triumphantly exclaiming — 

'* The game is ours ! The Queen leaves her hus- 
band !" 

'* What I what !" cried all in amazement. 
* * She leaves her husband, " repeated Odo. " Here 
it is written in her own hand, and signed with the 
royal seal. Never was billet-doux from the fairest 
damsel so welcome as these lines from my royal 
lady. She has summoned me to escort her from the 
palace to the monastery of Elkham, and bring with 
me a large detachment of soldiery, for fear any objec- 
tion should be raised to her leaving the palace. 
She departs without her husband's knowledge or 
consent, possibly with a view to save her boy lover's 
ci-own. Odo is the right man in the right place. 
He will bring an escort aU England shall not be 
able to defy. This will be good news for Dunstan ; 
soon he will hear of it. Now I must reply to the 
letter. Come, Anselmo, with me," and he turned 
to depart, all a glow wilii fiendish joy. 

"Stay," said Gnesius, timidly, as he drew 
towards him the parchment, and glanced at the 
contents. ** There may be some ruse in this, per- 
haps to, entrap thee, and betray all of us. I cannot 
believe the Queen would ever leave her husband, 
and even if she thought of doing so he would pre- 
vent the step." 



**Tush!" replied the Archbishop impatiently, 
*' the King is absent ; read the letter. She says he 
is never to know of her place of retreat, and confides 
in me to escort her thither as a person not likely to 
betray it. Such a letter is quite capable of being 
written by one of those weak idiots called women, 
in a fit of that dizzy sentiment styled love, which 
we men know how to profit by. There is no ruse 
in the matter. Now I am a party to the pretty 
plot, it shall be carried out successfully ; the King 
never shall know where she is. Here's to the disso- 
lution of the royal marriage, and a better Queen for 
England." 

Draining his goblet he strode away, leaving the 
Abbot and his friends reading the missive with 
their visual organs, but utterly confounded in their 
minds, and unable to comprehend how any human 
being could have written tneir own death warrant, 
and resigned themselves willingly into the hands of 
the executioner. 

The Archbishop retired to his private chamber, 
and dictated a reply for Anselmo to write to the 
Queen's missive. 

"There shall be no ruse in this," he said, in low 
determined tones, when the letter was filnished ; 
**we must see that the King never can meet her 
again. The fit that caused the fair lady to run 
away, might cause her to run back, unless we 
effectually prevent their reunion. That weak 
Gneius must know nothing of my plans, but 1 can 
trust thee, Anselm o. " 

"In all thin^, my lord ; with due deference lu 
the superior will and counsels of Dunstan, to whom 
I am pledged by a prior oath. " 

" Go, then, when this scroll is despatched, with 
Blached, my trusty emissary, and order a vessel to 
be in waiting on the western coast, at the mouth 
of the Severn, two days from now. Then haste 
thee without a moment's delay to my private house, 
in Somersetshire, which he will show thee, and get 
my band in attendance, for I expect to be there 
to-morrow evening, with a fair guest to entertain. 
All further projects I reserve till our meeting there." 
Anselmo departed with a renewed promise of 
fidelty and despatch in the mission entrusted to him. 
Shortly after Odo bade adieu to his abbot host, 
and repaired to Dunstan's house. He had work on 
hand which could only be carried on in that retired 
quarter ; work, which detained him till a late hour 
at night. 

Can any heart unravel the mystery that left the 
Abbots in a state of wonderment, from which they 
never satisfactorily emerged. 

From our last chapter it is well known that 
Elgiva had resolved to leave the King, and aware 
that his devoted love would oppose the project, de- 
termined to do so unknown to him, and never to 
inform him of her place of retreat. 

Her selection of Odo for a confidante in this 
scheme sprang from a knowledge that he would be 
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the best person to keep her secret, as it accorded 
with his interests. Feeling' him also to be an enemy of 
her own and the King's, she trusted that this oon- 
fiding in his honour, and yielding to his wishes, 
woold enlist his sympathies and support, and thus 
win him to the King's side, and secure peace and 
prosperity for the tlm>ne. 

Acting on these heroic impulses, Elgiva dreamed 
not of evil ; knew not the utter powerlessness of the 
pleadings of innocence and g^oodness to melt the 
luad heart of men like Odo. 

The day of the King's departure passed away 
quietly. The Queen was serene as ever. The fierce 
struggle of that dawn parting seemed to be her 
last. Now that she had lived through the anguish 
of that dreaded interview, a weight of care seemed 
removed from her heart ; all else seemed licht to 
endure ; and she was animated by the glow of feel- 
ing tiiat Bhe was saving Edwy's honour and welfare. 
In spite of Elgiva's calm demeanour, a dull fore- 
boding of evil lingered on Ethers heart, and would 
not be dispelled. All the avocations of daily life 
failed to interest her — ^restless and dissatisfied she 
wandered up and down, or sat musing for hours. 
It was with a feeling of relief she woke up the fol- 
lowing morning, and found one day had gone, and 
only ^o remamed ere the King's return. 

It was a wild, wet morniuff. The ladies sat 
together in the Queen's bower chamber, busy with 
their embroidery. In a comer of the room, on a 
rich pile of cushions, reclined the minstrel boy, his 
hai^ beside him. It was his custom to wait there, 
to touch its chords for the young Queen, when she 
graced the circle with her presence. 

This mom she came not. and the boy's voice and 
ham were mute. 

The rain beat heavily against the casement ; a 
mist clouded the distant landscape; and the few 
remaining flowers in the royal gardens, which the 
Queen's apartments overlooked, were crushed down 
by the ram drops. 

The eyes of Leolf were bent to the ground ; his 
long lashes fell heavily on his cheek , apparently 
his thoughts were wandering far away from the 
dreary present into song-regions, joy-lit, and cradled 
in melody, diviner ai^ sweeter, than the earth 
whispers which soothe us here below. 

It seemed so, for the young cheek and the dear 
brow were calm and still as a slumbering lake. 

But the boy's thoughts were not in son^-land. 
They were gathering round a silent spot m tiie 
forest, where an old man slept — the last of his race, 
unhonoured and unknown ; a royal chieftain, with- 
out crown or warrior shield beside him. They 
were busy with that last vow to avenge his death, 
fleeting far into possible chances as to the means of 
its fulfilment ; they were fighting a sore battle 
against a rising struggling sentiment of affection and 
esteem for the doomed Saxon, antagonistic to the 
bloody vow of vengeance. 



A ringing trumpet blast, the signal of some U^y 
visitor ; the clang of arms, and tramp of many 
chargers, suddenly broke through the stillness, 
startling the ladies in the bower chamber. 

The heart of Ethel beat to suffocation. The great 
dread was at hand. 

Eudora started up. 

'*It is the King!" she exclaimed, **the King 
returned!" 

** Leolf," said the Lady Etheling in more hurried 
tones than usual, "Haste thee; see who cometh." 

A few minutes elapewd — very slow to the anxiously 
expectant hearts. There was heard the sound of 
many footsteps echoing through the hall ; next the 
approaching tread up the grand staircase ; then the 
boy return^ with flushed cheek and kindling eye. 
"^'Itis the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury," he 
said, in reply to the enquiring looks. The Primate 
of England is come by appointment of the Queen. 
His Grace is now with our royal lady. Odo, in the 
palace by appointment of the Queen. The well 
known enemy of the King, entertained by Elgiva 
during his absence, and the lady of the household 
not informed of the matter! Such wondering 
thoughts Hashed through the good Etheling's mind, 
and rendered her speecliless. Ethel felt a crisis was 
at hand — a time to break through all reserve. She 
rose, and hastily approached the door, redolved to 
seek the Qaeen. 

** Whither goest thou, young lady ?" said the 
Countess of ]^nt. '* Leave not the apartment so 
abruptly." 

*'Iam going to the Queen," replied Ethel reso- 
lutely, her dark eyes expressing determined will. 
** During the King's absence it behoves us to watch 
with double vigiUmce over our Queen. It is unwise, 
nay dangerous, to leave her with that crafty 
Prelate. If thou see'st not the propriety of joining 
our Sovereign, and dost not intend doing so, I do, 
and shall." 

*' Lady Ethel," said the Etheling haughtily, thou 
art overstepping the bounds of respect to me, and 
reverence to thy Sovereign. Thou^ mayest have 
been the friend and playmate of ' the Pr'meese 
Elgiva in her mother's nome, and, as such, privi- 
leged to seek her unbidden, but a wide barrier 
severs thee from England's Queen. Recollect thou 
art acting now on thine own responsibility." 

Ethel scarcely waited for the speech to end. She 
was flying down the corridor distractedly. In her 
hurry she stumbled over something, and recoverinsj 
herself found it was the Queen's dog. The animM 
bounded up to Ethel, wagging his tail and licking 
her hand; then siezinfl ner robe in his mouth, 
dragged her on in the direction for which she was 
bound — ^the Queen's apartments. At the door of 
the ante-chamber he whined, and scratched loudl}'. 
Ethel was at first amazed at the dog's behaviour, 
and tiien interpreted it as a warning of danger that 
the dumb animal had divined. 
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She hurriedly knocked. 

The door was opened by a page. Two attendants 
stood within. 

"Where is the Queen?'* enquired Ethel, almost 
breathless with agitation, and trembling violently. 

** The Qaeen is in her private apartment," replied 
the youth. 

Ethel hurried on. 

" Pardon me, lady," said one of the chamberlains, 
extending his golden stick as a sure reminder, of the 
impracticability of pursuing her course, " thou 
mayest not pass within. The Queen's orders are to 
admit no one." 

**My business is life and death," urged Ethel, 
** The King will reward thee for admitting me." 

*• It is in vain. Lady Ethel. I dare not disobey 
the Queen's commands. Her Majesty will doubtless 
see thee anon." 

Ethel must submit. Poor Ethel ! Sad and down- 
cast she turned away. The dog went with her to 
the door of the ante-room, tried to hold her by the 
dress, then mournfully throwing up his head uttered 
a lon^ melancholy wail. 

Too distracted to heed the comments that might 
await her failure, Ethel retraced her steps to the 
bower chamber, longing to rouse up others to share 
inher feelings. On the way she oucountered Sir Albert. 

** Oh ! Sir Albert," she cried, grasping his arm, 
"do assist me. The Archbisliop of Canterbury is 
with the Queen. His coming bodes no good ; no, 
only evil my heart tells me. I have been denied 
admittance to her presenoo. Do rouse up the palace, 
and force an entrance." 

"Calm thyself, Lady Ethel," replied the young 
man ; with a tone of hope, his heart echoed not ; 
for it misgave him ^at the sight of the numerous 
armed retainers who thronged the halls and sur- 
rounded the gates. " There may be no cause for fear ; 
doubtless the Queen desires to discuss this maodate 
with the prime Investigator, and may arrange 
matters amicably. He comes by her wish, t dare 
not interfere, and arouse idle suspicion , we can 
only watch and wait." 

Ethel burst into tears. 

" Oh, what will the King say," sho cried piteously, 
wringing her hands. " Go, (Sir Albert, I implore 
thee, and try and find out some news of this visit, 
I will await thee'here." 

"I will do my best," he replied,. warmly pressing, 
her hand. " The sight of those tears commands my 
devoted service, and willingly would I die for my 
gracious Queen." 

A half hour passed in that mj/sterious conference, 
which roused such cniotion in the palace. 

None saw or heard the young Avife pleading her 
husband's cause m queenly words of gentle rebuke, 
loving wisdom, and innocent trust. None listened 
to the false promises uf tJie traitor Prelate, to whom 
the generous words of that true-hearted woman 
were like precious odours thrown upon the wind. 



Lost to earth !----aye, but assuredly heard axi9 
remembered on High. 

Ethel watched anzionsly in . tho oomdoi for 
Albert's return. 

" I like not the looks' and words of these men,"^' 
he said ; " and have spoken to the Chamberlain and 
Lord Sussex, and bade them collect the royal gnaxd, 
should it be necessary to despatch these intruders, 
by force." * * \ 

He told her only half what he had h3ard or feared. 
He dared not disclose the loud boasts, amongst Odo's 
followers, of the Queen's leaving with the prelate ; 
or his own hasty glimpse of two litters moving 
round. 

Ethel's agonised face told she was enduring suffer- 
ing enough. 

" Ethel !" cried a young voice, " Ethel, the Queen 
desires thy presence," and Eudora's slight form for 
a moment appeared, then as suddenly vanished. 

Ethel darted along, followed by Albert. 

In the bower chamber, surrounded by her ladies 
and maidens, stood the Queen, attired in a dark 
dress, for travelling, with a long velvet cloak and a 
black veil. Her face was pale as ivory, and her 
eyes shone with a strange lustre. 

Ethel rushed forward, fell at her feet, grasping 
her robe — " My Queen, my gracious Queen, has he 
gone — that dreadful man ?" she gasped forth. 

** Ethel," replied Elgiva, laying her white hand 
on the maiden's raven locks, "arise, and calm this 
emotion — hear what I am about to tell thee. The 
archbishop has not yet gone, but he will soon have 
left, and I depart with him. At my request he 
will escort me to Elkam Nunnery, whither I am 
about to pay a visit. I was telling the Etheling of 
Kent this intention, and bidding adieu to my 
maidens. 

There was a dead silence. 

Then a wild piercing cry. Ethel, clinging closer 
to the Queen, exclaimed in frantic agony : — 

"Thou shalt not go ; thou shalt not leave the 
King. He charged me to watch over thee ; to ap- 
prise him of danger. Albert !" she shrieked, " call 
call out the guards ; be true to thy King ; never 
let the Queen depart." 

The knight vanished to obey her bequest. 

The soimd of uproarious voices was heard 
below. 

"Nay," said the Queen, smiling -with a kind yet 
queenly smile, "thou canst not detain me, my 
warm-hearted and trusty Ethel. Cheer thee, dear 
one ; for my sake be strong, rise superior to the 
weakness of thy sex. Lady Etheliug," she con- 
tinued, *' mention to the King the circumstances 
of my departure ; and now farewell, one and all." 

She held out her arms in loving greeting. The 
Queen, melting to the woman, as one by one they 
were folded to that heroic heart, which masked its 
anguish at this parting ; masked it so grandly with 
that serene aspeufc. A kiss, a murmured blessing on 
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each brow, received by the a^tated maidens on 
their bended knees ; and the farewell was taken. 

" Let me go with thee/' moaned Ethel, as those 
fflsntle hands that ooold not be resisted raised her 
{ram her knees. *'Let me go with thee; I ask 
nothing further." . ■ 

** It may not be," answered the Queen in low 
tones, that for the first time trembled. *' Ethel, 
my diildhood's friend, thou hast- nearer duties to 
fulfil for me ; remain at the palace, and give this to 
the King," and she pressed a small packet into the 
maiden's hand. 

Ethel, speechless with dismay, clung to her royal 
mistress, and passionately kissed her cheeks and 
hands; then, half unconsciously, she was borne 
away by Lady Sussex ; and the Queen moved on, 
followed by the lap-dog walking close beside her, 
with its silken tail drcoping to the ground ; and 
surrounded by the weeping I^es. 

Ethel joined them, and pressed up to the Queen, 
who whispered as she clasped her hand — *'Be 
strong, or thou must not come.'* 

At the door stood Hilda, dark and inscrutaole. 

Hilda, who alone was to go with Elgiva I 

At the head of the grand staircase, Odo waited, a 
sardonic smile of triumph on his swart features. 
The pages and attendants stood near. 

The primate offered his hand 'to the Queen ; she 

five it to him, and he conducted her down rtsirs. 
ut not without a struggle went England's Queen 
and Edwy's worshipped bride. Not without a 
stru^le went she forth — ^that gentle, lovely lady — 
not if England's chivalry deserved the name. 

Drawn up in the lofty vestibule stood the faithful 
cnards and trusty nobles, with Albert at their head. 
Opposite, with hau^ty faces and daxk looks, were 
Odo's myrmidons. 

The ^een paused and gazed in surprise. Odo 
looked irresolute. 

Albert, the Queen's own knight, rushed forward, 
followed by Sussex and Ethelwolf , and stood in the 
way, drawn sword in hand. 

'* Advance one further tread, false priest,'' ex- 
claimed the knight, ''and I will run this sword 
through thy body." 

"Prating youth," roared the Dane, **out of my 
path, or my followers shall cleave thee from it." 

"Ay, let them try." yelled the Saxon men-at- 
arms, drawing their swords and HAaliiTig for- 
ward. 

"Peace," cried Elgiva, advancing between the 
hostile parties, and extending her white hand. 
" Peace ; Lord Sussex and Sir Albert, put up your 
swords. They are not needed for thy Queen's de- 
fence. Thanks, friends, for your affection ; but on 
the present occasion it is ill-timed. The Primate of 
Ei^^and deserves naught but respect. He comes 
at my bidding to escort me on a visit. Retire, I 
pray ye j and lot us depart in peage. Fwre-ye-well, 

pa9 Mid all,'* 



With a wave of her hand and a glance of her 
bright eyes, expressing more eloquently than words 
the tendemels of farewell, she moved on, and 
none dared to molest her. 

How could they ? Was she not England's Queen ! 
Was not her word law in the parlaoe of him who 
loved her better than his life ? Ay, England's 
Queen ; sooA to be England's victim I 

Elgiva entered the royal litter ; Hilda and the 
dog were placed in the second one; Odo and the 
tr(X>ps mounted their chargers. 

The deed was done. 

One long look*the young Queen tamed upon the 
palace. A look, tearless, but full of silent sorrow. 
Then the curtains fell around, and the litters moved 
rapidly away. Amid the tears and grief of the 
paralysed spectators, she was borne away like a 
bright vision from her husband's darkened home. 

A wild shriek rang through the palace halls, all 
dark and desolate now that their star had set — a 
shriek of agony — a woman's cry — ^and Lady Ethel 
of Herewood sunk senseless to the ground. 

An hour later a reeking horse and pale ridei* were 
speeding like the wind on the road from Winchester 
to the bishop's country mansion. 
^ It was Albert the stranger. 

• •...• 

The Queen and her escort reached the nunnery of 
Elkam early in the afternoon. After alighting and 
partaking of refreshments with the Lady Abbess, 
the Queen took leave of the Primate, and continued 
her journey westward, under the escort of half a 
dozen of his followers. It had never been Elgiva's 
intention to remain at this nunnery, which she had 
oidy named openly as a pretext to her court. She 
meant to travel to a distant sanctuary, formed and 
and presided over by a venerable Saxon princess, 
once Queen of England. The retreat was in Dorset- 
shire, amoi^ its secluded hUls ; and so famous was 
the reputation it held for sanctity, that not the 
most lawless noble, nor even the King himself, 
dared to cross the threshold unbidden. Here Elgiva 
felt she was safe, even if discovered. 

To Odo she confided her destined retreat, who 
fully approved of the plan. The archbishop re- 
gretted much that he was unable to accompany the 
Queen thither, but he warmly pressed her to accept 
the escort of some of his faithful servitors, the 
road being wild and dangerous. 

Elgiva, who had thought of travelling disguised 
in nun's garments, under [charge of a lay brother, 
and on horseback, gladly accepted the proposal, 
being wearied both in mind and body. 

It was near midnight when the Queen's train 
stopped before the portals of a dwelling. Lone 
and tedious had been the journey, dark and cold 
the weather. The weary Elgiva had laid her head 
upon the cushions of her litter, and slumbered for 
many hours, A sluiaber refreshing to naturte's 
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oyer-taxed energies, but fatal to the mind ; for in 
those dreams me was again with the forsaken 
Edwy. 

She woke up with a start, to find the ourtains 
drawn aside and the glare of torches flashing on her 
gaze. Hastily leaning forward she glanced out — 
glanced eagerly — then pushed her hand across her 
brow. Surely she was dreaming, still I Where 
was the peaceful asylum, sheltered by woody hills; 
the gentle veiled nuns, waiting at the holy gates ? 
Stem and srim rose a blackened tower, on a lonely 
moor. BeK>re a heavy iron gateway stood a group 
of fierce dark men, muffled in Ions cloAs, wearing 
large low hats. The sound Of HiMa's voice, raisea 
in entreaty, and broken by sobs, roUsed her from 
the bewildered surprise. 

''Soldiers," she said in calm tones, ''ye have 
mistaken the road. This is not the sanctuary of S. 
Hertha. Proceed at once." 

"Pardon, royal lady,*' answered one of the band ; 
"we were ordered to come hither by our noble 
ma^r. Will it please thee to alight?" and he held 
out his hand. 

"Never," replied Elgiva. "The Archbishop of 
Canterbury churged ye to conduct your Queen to 
the priory." 

"His orders were to come hither, madam," con- 
tinued the man gruffly;" but here is some one 
coming who can j>rove that I am right," and he 
pointed to a figure issuing from the tower, wearing 
a black mask. 

In the ghastly midnight, from which the moon 
had retreated in shame, by the red gleam of the 
torches, that tall form approaching the litter might 
well have been mistaken lor a demon ; but Elgiva's 
eyes quailed not with terror. They fixed their proud 
questionin;? gaze full upon the stranger. 

"Lady," said the figure, in low sepulchral tones, 
"Odo, of Canterbury, bade me receive Queen 
Elgiva here as his guest. If thou refusest to 
alight, his commands are that we compel thee. 
Thou art Odo's prisoner, madam." 

She was entrapped ; helpless in the power of a 
false enemy. Her liberty, her life were in his 
hands. 

For a moment the woman's heart quailed — only 
for a moment I She saw, in one lightning glance, 
the tremendous nature of her mistake ; but re- 
solved to face it with a warrior's heart. 

"Back," she cried, waving aside the men ; "Lay 
not a hand upon your Queen ; from the Primate of 
England will I receive an account of this conduct. 
!Lead me to his dwelling." 

She alighted firm and haughty, and beckoning to 
the*weepmg Hilda, crossed the portal an4 entered 
the fatal hall. 

A dark rude place it was, with rough stone floor, 
and stone walls ; filled with wild savage-looldng 
men ; some wearing black masks like their leader, 
some holding pine torches, all armed to the teeth. 



A wild fierce scene for that gentle frail creature ; 
tooj^olluted for th^ light touch of her fairy feet. 
Elgiva leaned on Hilda's arm, but trembled not. 
The dog followed close behind, fiercely growling, 
furring ni£( tail, and looking as if he would bite 
any one who approached his mistress, 

"Shall yon cur enter V said a rough man raising 
his battle aze. 

"I tell you yes," cried his comixanion, "it is the 
Queen's dog ; ^we dare not touch it." 

The shaou)w of that royal dignity fell upon those 
lawless beings, awing even their savage natures ; 
as she passed imcrowned and helpless among them. 

Wondrous is the power exercised by the hi^er 
spiritual attributes of our nature over the ammal 
mass, swaying the tide of force with the mysterious 
influence of the moon. Surely this knowledge 
should make us long more ardently for the full per- 
fection and free exercise of these Gkxl-like powers', 
when in the freedom of another world, the fetters 
that bind the soul shall be loosened, and for ever ! 

Elgfiva was conducted up a narrow staircase, to a 
large low chamber, rudely furnished with stone 
benches, an uncouth table, and lit by a dim lamp. 

"I wUl command refreshments to be brought for 
thee and thine attendant, royal lady," said the tall 
figure ; and retiring he drew a bolt across the door, 
and left them alone in that chill solitude— prisoners. 
Prisoners, in the hands of rude lawless men ; with 
none of their own sex near them. 

Elgiva's mind embraced all the real and possible 
horrors of her situation, and her heart beat wildly ; 
*not from fear, for she was of a race who knew it 
not, but from indignation at finding herself netted 
by the enemy ; ay, and through her own act imd 
deed. Incapable of baseness, her noble nature had 
blinded her to the depths of villainy in otiiers. 
Now that the veil was withdrawn, she panted vainly 
against the treachery which enveloped. 

One thought calmed her. 

Even if death snatched her away, Edwy was 
safe. Edwy would rei^ long years of peace and 
happiness. 

Was she so blinded by the glare||of self-sacrifice 
as to believe that Edwy could enjoy happiness at 
the cost of her life ? 

Kefreshments were brought in. A mockery to 
Elgiva, but for Hilda's b&b she strove to taste 
some, and so induce her companion to break her 
fast. Poor Hilda needed some support. She had 
completely broken down, imder terror from her 
own fate, and grief for the Quean. She could only 
wring her hands and weep piteously, crying to 
Heaven for assistance. 

An hour passed. 

The soumls of horses' hoofs were heard. The 
door swung heavily back, a lusty greeting rose 
through the tower, footsteps sounded hither and 
thither, doors were unlocked and furniture moved 
about. Then rose the clatter of goblets, the cUsh 
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of feasting, the sound of npi'oarions voices and 
load laoghter. The banditti^ were revelling over 
their success. 

Elgiva knelt on the cold floor, her hands folded, 
her eyes upraised to Heaven. To her the rude 
chamber was bright with angel visitants ; in the 
midst of those savage men she felt protected by an 
Invisible Presence. Oh, the might of faith ; 
realised only when the dark waters of affliction are 
around us; and, in the wild temi>est no human 
powercan allay, we see the form of One coming 
towards us, who of old stilled the raging billows. 

The door was thrown back, and a tall, portly 
figure — ^masked and muffled in a black cloak — 
s&ode in. It needed no hand to raise that mask to 
reveal to Elgiva the .traitor Odo. Rising, the 
Queen stood pale and calm. 

** Rise not so soon, fair one,'' said the intruder, 
in loud grating tones of jocosity he cared not to 
conceaL ** Thou may'st have to kneel to me for 
liberty ; nay, more, for life. Thou art my captive, 
Queen Elgiva,'' and he folded his arms on his 
brawny chest, and glanced down sneeringly upon 
his victim. 

**I bend the knee to One alone, ^ replied Elgiva 
calmly; ** in His hands are my life and fate. Odo 
of Canterbury, thou seemest careless to conceal thy 

g*esence : that mask is easily penetrated. I demand 
om thee, as a servant of the Church, and a subject 
of the Crown, an explanation of thy conduct in 
violating a sacred promise of protection, and seizing 
captive thy Queeo, who trusted in thine honour and 
allegiance." 

' * When the lamb goes into the wolfs den, thinkest 
thou it will ever leave scatheless ? Does it not 
deserve any fate ?" and the bad man laughed. 
" We "^1 not waste words. Thou sentest for me, 
and I am not lightly cast aside. Now thou art in 
my power. I might murder thee, and none could 
save thee. It would be well to conciliate, and not 
. goad me on." 

The Queen was silent — silent in her proud con- 
tempt. 
Odo continued. 

'* A ship is waiting to convey thee to any shore it 
may please thee to select. I will see thee dafely 
conveyed on board ; but one thing is necessary 
to ensure thy liberty. Thou must swear on the Holy 
Crucifix never to return to thy husband, or set foot 
again on English soil. On these conditions thy life 
depends." 

"I will take no oath," replied Elgiva proudly. 
"Of mine own free will I left the King ; by mine 
own free will my future course shall be deter- 
mined." 

'* Torture shall force thee to take the oathj" 
cried Odo, fiercely stamping on the ground. 
"Torture shall break thy spirit. Thinkest thou 
those dainty limbs will bear the rack. Will not 
that make thee swear ?" 



**No," repeated the Queen quietly, "I will 
never swear. Thou can'st torture my body, but 
thou can'st not force these lips to speak against 
their will. This earthly garment of flesh is in thine 
hands, but the soul — ^the immortal within — ^is beyond 
thy touch." 

The Prelate foamed with rage. 
Hilda groaned with horror. 
** Tou, wench, shall have your tongue slit, to 
keep silent," said Odo, scowling at the attendant, 
and thou, proud woman, shalt be forced to do what 
I wish. Ho ! soldiers ;" and he furiously stamped 
on the floor. 

** To the torture chamber," shouted the Chief, as" 
the dark myrmidons rushed in. 

On through winding passages, down steep stairs, 
swept the ruffian crew and the royal victim, walk- 
ing still firm and proud, shaking oS the touch of 
their polluting hands. On to a dark damp dungeon, 
supported on black grimy pillars, with heavy rings 
and iron chains hanging from the shafts, and instru- 
ments of torture scattered round. A black group of 
masked figures stood in the centre, round a ghastly 
rack, holding naked swords in their hands. 

One iron lamp hanging from the vaulted roof shed 
a lurid light over the awful scene. It li*-. up the 
black forms of the dungeon guard ; their gleaming 
eyes, like coals of fire, shining through the holes of 
the masks. It revealed the tall, portly form of 
Odo, swaying with tempestuous passion, and another 
shadowy figure standmg near. It glimmered on 
the two female figures, surrounded by their dark 
jailers — one, shrinking, cowering, her face hidden in 
her robe ; the other, the cherished bride, the 
idolised Queen, standing confronting Odo in her 
fearless courage. The cloak fallen from her shoulders, 
the veil torn aside, the glittering tresses flowing in 
all their unbound wealth, her peerless beauty 
making the very dungeon bright. 
Odo paused in wonder. 

Could that fair form be a woman ? One of the 
sex he despised ? A warrior's cheek could not have 
gazed on death or torture more unmoved. 

"Again I charge thee, lady, and for the last 
time," said the Archbishop in milder tones, *'to 
take the required oath, or thou shalt be cast on 
yonder rack. " 

The Queen fixed her large and clear eyes on his face. 

** My Lord Archbishop of Canterbury, thou hast 

heard my resolve ; it remains unsnaken. The 

perfidy of torturing a helpless woman will wound 

thy conscience far more than it can hurt me." 

" Bind and cast her on the rack," yelled the 
Prelate, **we will bandy no n?,ore words with the 
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** No," said a voice, and the hand of the shadowy 
mask was laid on Odo's arm. *'No, it would be 
safer not." 

'* Then seize and brand her ; brand that hellish 
beauty, and if she comes back to her dainty palace 



EDWT AND KLGIVA. 



lod 



tlie love-sick boy King will never know his bride. 
That will be an effectual barrier to their re-union. 
Bind her, my men, and brand her face, as ye 
brand the slaves. Not men or angels shall again 
interpose between me and her," and with an oath 
too deep and terrible to relate, Odo thrust aside the 
mask's hand. 

The black forms closed round like the dark waves 
of the sea. Hilda in vain clung to her mistress. 
She was draped assunder, gagged, and thrown on 
the ground ^an adjoining celL 

EJgiva shook herself free from the lawless hands. 
She stretched forth her white arms with a gesture 
of supreme command, and bade the ruffians do 
their work. She needed no hand to bind her. 

The men shrunk abashed, spell-bound at this 
noble fortitude. For a moment Odo paused. Only 
for a moment did that Christian heroism quell his 
savage soul. The foul fiend returned with ten-fold 
fury to crush that reproving virtue. 

The hellish brand was brought — ^red and blazing. 

But the oaths and threats oi their leader failed to 
make the awe-struck ruffians touch the instrument 
of doom. They dared not. 

Mad with rage, Odo seized it himself, and rushed 

on his victim. 

♦ ♦ * « * « 

Let US drop a veil. 

History keeps the record of that terrible branding. 
It branded a mark of infamy on Odo's name more 
fearful than that he inflicted on the hapless Queen ; 
and, alas, we fear for Odo, that brand still sears his 
soul in the regions of everlasting doom. 

If the proud, sensitive heart did not burst beneath 
the two-fold horror, and indignity of such a fate, it 
was owing to the super-human strength imparted by 
Him who is with His beloved ones in the fiery trial, 
making them endure, even to the end. 

In the grasp of the tormentor Elgiva leaned on 
the bosom of Infinite Mercy, and the torture lost its 
Bting. 

A form lay on the dungeon floor — still and sense- 
less. Over the scarred mutilated face a black veil 
was thrown. Its sight was unpleasant, even to 
those familiarised wiUi bloodshed. 

Odo and Anselmo (for h6" it was who sought to 
arrest Odo) stood gazing in silence. 

The work was done. 

Did remorse cross the pitiless breast of the 
Prelate ? Was his vengeance sated ? 

No ; his thirst for blood was scarcely slaked. It 
needed more. He panted for the full accomplish- 
ment of hatred. The world seemed too small for 
him and the woman he had outraged. 

A low whisper broke his bloody thoughts. 

*' Dunstan will not like this," said Anselmo. It 
is better he should never know it. He desired no 
violence to the Queen. We must have her safely 
removed to a ship, and conveyed with every means 
of comfort to a foreign land.'' 



"And yon woman," muttered the Archbishop, 
*' shall her wagging tongue run loose to betray me ? 
She shaU have it slit ?" 

**No," said Anselmo, decisively; "thou hast 
wronged the Queen enough. Her attendant shall 
pass unscathed. Put any threat and oath on her 
thou likest, but I protest against further violence ; 
I protest in the name of Dunstan." 

Odo ground his teeth, but dared not object. 

"Bring her hither," he said to Anselmo. 

The tremblinjz Hilda was brought to him, half 
dead with grief and terror ; boimd, and held by 
four men. 

" Remove the gag," said the Archbishop. 

It was done. 

"Woman, see ye yon instrument of torture," 
and he pointed to a large hook suspended from the 
ceiling by a chain ; '*that hook shall pass through 
thy back, and thou shalt be roasted over a burning 
cauldron." 

Hilda screamed, and flung herself at hi^ feet, 
imploring wUdly to be saved. 

* * There is only one ehance of escape, " said Odo. 
"Thou must swear by thy hopes of salvation and 
by the Holy Mary, never to breathe one word of 
what thou hast seen or heard." 

" Oh, I swear, I swear !" cried the terrified 
Hilda, "never to speak one word to mortal." 

"Mark ye, woman," added Anselmo, "Spies 
will watch thy movements, even on a foreign shore, 
whither thou wilt go with thy mistress. When we 
find thou hast broken thine oath, the Church shall 
curse thee eternally ; thou shalt end tny life in the 
way we have shown thee ; and thy soul shall burn 
in everlasting fire." 

The panic-stricken face of ELilda, her wild glance 
of agony at the ponderous hook, as she repeated 
the required form of oath, showed that too indelible 
an impression of horror had been stamped on her 
memory, ever to render it possible for her to break 
the compact. 

At this juncture a sound was heard. 

All turned. 

The little dog had forced its way into the dun- 
geon, and approaching the senseless form, raised 
the covering, and uttering a low cry, commenced 
to lick the bleeding wounds, 

Hilda sprang forward, saw the fearful sight, then 
with a piercmg shriek, sunk senseless on the 
ground. 

Ere another sunset had tinged the autumn woods 
a party quitted that grim fortress, and wended 
their steps to the sea coast, which was not far 
distant. 

They bore thither the faint, suflfering Elgiva, 
still scarcely aroused from the stupor into which 
she had fallen, after that terrible dungeon scene ; 
and with her the scarcely less ^tupified Hilda. 
The way to the shore lay through a clear open 
country, but the Queen's litter diverged into a 
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longer route, leading throngh' a dense forest ; and 
dajDLger larked in the forest. 

l^e peril was not over. Anselmo^s words had 
failed to quench the burning hatred, or remove the 
haunting dread of the guilty prelate. With his 
lips he acquiesced in the monk*s project, and im- 
pressing him with his sincerity, despatched Anselmo 
from the tower as soon as the litter departed. But 
in heart he rebelled. 

When the path grew dark and the trees dense, 
the litters hadted to rest. The men were dis- 
persed. 

in the brooding stillness of the impenetrable 
wood, a dark form stole' near, and drawing aside 
the curtain of the litter, raised a gleaming knife. 

Elgiva lay in deep slumber, her white hands 
folded on her breast. Another moment, and that 
tortured breast would have throbbed no longer to 
the troubles of time. Well Tipuld it have been for 
the royal lady ; but it was not to be. 

Like a lightning flash the man's hand was seized, 
the knife struck from his grasp, and a stroke 
aimed at his side, which would have proved fatal, 
but for the steel armour worn beneath his gar- 
ments. 

A young stalwart man was the providential de- 
liverer of Elgiva. A party of his comrades, seem- 
ingly Britons, gathered round. 

The baffled murderer drew his sword, and shouted 
to his followers. 



A desperate fight ensued. Seven of the Quedn*s 
treacherous bearers fell to rise no more ; the eighth, 
who attempted her life, escaped unhurt ; and he 
was the false Odo. 

Elgiva, aroused by the clash of armS) gazed 
wildfy around ; then weakened by her wounds, 
relapsed again into unconsciousness. 

When she recovered recollection, she lay upon a 
soft bed of skins, in a large cavern. Soothing 
balms were poured- into her wounds — balms, and 
gentle tears. Bending over her was a female form, 
with a face of moonlight beauty, akin unto her 
own in its pure lovely outlines, ere those linea- 
ments had been seared by the traitor's hand. 

If there is any truth in the theory of kindred 
spirits, sent on earth in pairs, destined in their 
rare union to attain to the highest happiness below, 
and doomed, too often doomed to pine through life, 
in loneliness of spirit, among beings of uncongenial 
nature, these marvellous resemblances of feature, 
and above all, expression, the soul's exponent, 
which often occur between those of different kindred 
and station, are a beautiful truth woven through 
the mystery of life, giving a dim conception of the 
divine harmony pervading the glorified ranks above. 

In the features of Govinda,tne Queen's preserver, 
Elgiva gazed with mingled pleasure and surprise, 
as if a dream of the past had greeted her ; then 
with a feeling of sweet security, closed her wearied 
eyes, and sunk into deep slumber. 



PART THE SECOND. 



CHAPTER XIX. 
Seakoh for the Lost. 

The wedding was over ; the destinies of Ardmer 
and Fredegonae were united for life ; the splendid 
ceremony, enhanced by the presence of royalty, 
the gutter and pomp of luxury and wealth, had 
passed like the bright vision of a dream. The 
bride in her white and silver robe, with the diamond 
bracelet, given by a kingly hand, sparkling on her 
snowy arm, and the white and red rose by turns 
gaining the ascendancy in her changing face, looked 
fair enough to justify the deep devotion of her 
young husoand, whose eyes, beaming with protect- 
mgfondness, dwelt ever on her graceful form. 

The good Bishop of Winchester, as he placed his 
ward's hand in that of his son's, prayed inwardly, 
but fervently, that Heaven's choicest blessings 
would rest on their heads ; but there was a nervous 
tremour in his mannei, a restless, unquiet look in 
his kind eyes, which spoke of deeper chords having 
been struck in his soul than mere natural parental 



anxiety for his son's future happiness. The youn^ 
Queen's note had aroused strange misgivings in his 
mind, but he did not like to breathe them to his 
sovereign, and tried to cheat himself into the belief 
that nothing could possibly transpire during such a 
brief absence. 

Judith and Ursula, with other noble maidens, 
stood near the altav, as attendants on the bride, 
and the young Earl of Kent's heart beat wildly as 
hisimpassioned gaze rested onhis beautiful betrothed, 
and he loneed for the hour when a nearer, tenderer 
tie would firmly bind the capricious maiden as his 
own for life. 

The young King looked unusually handsome, 
though his face was pider than its wont. This first 
parting from his Queen was deeply felt, though he 
resolutely kept down a haunting oread that some- 
thing unforeseen would occur before his return. The 
doubt assumed no definite form, but was more terri- 
ble perhaps from its very vagueness. We can combat 
with the known, the.seetf; it is the unknown, 
the unseen, which crush down the bravest heart I 
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Cedric's watchful eyea were rivetted on his 
monarch's face, and the young knight longed for 
the power to cheer Edwy's sorrow ; lon^^, but 
vainly, for the youth knew full well that one glance 
from the bright eyes of Elgiva could alone chase 
away the cloud from the brow of her liege lord. 

But these varied feelings appeared not on the joy- 
ous surface of the bridal mom. 

Kature did not smile on l^e nuptials, but her 
silent tears were smiled away by warm young 
hearts. 

Fredegonde and Ardmer have left for the bride's 
castle in Northumberland, where they intended to 
stay a month ; and then in accordance with a 
friendly invitation from the King, pay a visit at 
the coturt. 

An hour before the evening banquet, Edwy was 
seated in his private apartment, which overlooked 
a nice garden, with high yew hedges, and a foun- 
tain which threw its jets of cool water over the 
green turf. The rain had ceased : and the King, 
gazing from the lattice, saw a beautiful rainbow 
spanning the horizon. It cheered the despondency 
-which had been crowing on him since the morning, 
as it whispered of hope, and it spoke truly, 
though the nope it typined was not earthly but 
heavenly. Hie rooms appropriated to the Saxon 
monarch in the comfortable mansion of the Bishop, 
had been refitted with the utmost care and taste 
for his reception, but Edwy heeded not the decora- 
tions, as he leant his head on his hand, whilst he 
reclined in a deep embrasure of the window on soft 
velvet cushions. 

A gentle tap broke the thread of his musings, 
and Wulfstan of Winchester entered. 

He advanced to the King, and seeing his youi^ 
brow shadowed by more care than became his 
years, a sigh escaped him. 

** Take a seat, good Wulfstan," said Edwy. " I 
am glad to have a brief space to speak freely with 
thee, and derive benefib from thy kind counsels, so 
often bestowed in days of yore. The crown seems 
to stand like a barrier between even tried friendship 
such as thine, and the duties of a King render him 
at times unable to cultivate the chosen associates of 
the past. I must tell thee, mine old friend, the 
sorrow lying heavy at my heart, and for one short 
hour think of, and advise me, not as England's 
sovereign, but thy dutiful pupil," and Edwy took 
Wulfstan's hand, and kindly pressed it. 

Affectionately was the grasp returned, and the 
Bishop's soul yearned towards the King, though he 
remained silent, waiting for the promised commu- 
nication. 

"Thou hast heard," continued the monarch, 
passing his hand, blazing with dazzling rings, 
wearily across his white brow, as if to drive away 
some painful thought '* of the insolent mandate of 
my suDjects, presented by Od»of Canterbury, com- 
ir>anding me to separate from my Queen, and 



threatening me, their King, with excommunication^ 
should I rSuse to comply. They gave me," with a 
bitter smile, *' a month to deliberate on the subject, 
presuming to think that I could ever become recon- 
ciled to such a proposition. I refused it with scorn, 
and longed, good Wulfstan, to lay all those daring 
traitors under arrest ; but I restrained my just 
choler for policy's sake — ^just Heaven ! to be 
obliged to briole xul the righteous indignation of a 
man and husband, merely because a crown binds 
my brow, say crushes me with its iron weight. To 
imagine, for one instant, because I married my 
cousin Elgiva, any set of priests have power to lay 
the land under a curse is too preposterous, and yet 
the ignorant men, whose Sovereign I am, firmly 
believe it. Tell me, good Wulfstan, for my excited 
feelings may overpower my calmer judgment, how 
thou would'st advise me to proceed, for never will 
Edwy of England yield to the ChurcVs imperious 
mandate." 

Wulfstan of Winchester paused. It was a most 
difficult matter to decide rightly upon ; his clear 
mind had srasped the f uU bearings of the case, and 
he saw what disastrous results a decided refusal 
might bring. Civil war was the last evil he 
dreaded, for knowing the influence of the clergy 
upon the people, he feared it might end in the King 
being driven from the throne of his ancestors ; at 
the same time the Bishop could i^ot for a moment 
tolerate the idea of Edwy resigning his young 
Queen to gratify an idle superstition, for the prelate 
knew it was nothing more, and he could sympathise 
in his old pupil's feelings from imagining his own 
distress, if Dunstan's ^nedictinc reform had been 
carried out, and he obliged to separate from his wife. 
He paused solely to reflect on the best means of 
conciliating all parties. 

**My noble Sovereign," replied Wulfstan, at 
length, * * thou hast reckoned rightly on my sympathy 
and counsel, which will ever be thine. None feel 
more deeply the unjust mandate thou hast received 
than I do ; unjust I call it ; for though a servant 
of the holy church on the point in question, I think 
she has strained her prerogative too far. Your 
marricige is unfortunately within the prohibited 
bounds, which gives evil disposed people a strong 
salient point to seize upon ; otherwise who would 
dare to raise a dissentent voice against your Queen, 
fitted by blood as well as rare beauty and virtue to 
adorn the Saxon throne. I do not conceal from 
thee, my King, that unfortunately the ignorant 
I)eople (in which category I reckv^n many of the 
nobles) would feel horritied at tho idea of tlio ban of 
excommunication being laid on the land ; and I feel 
convinced, from my knowledge of Odo and Dunstan, 
that on your refusal that extreme step will be 
resorted to. Yet " (seeing an indignant glance, half 
surprise, half anger, flash from the eyea of his 
listener) " think not I advise thee to yield the point 
l;o your people. It is a bacrifico thou ai*t not called 
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upon to pay, either as a man or as a Christian ; my 
advice is to lay the matter before the Pope, either 
personally or by letter, and implore him for a dis- 
pensation : that dispensation, onee obtained, the 
subject is at x^st for ever. The holy father is both 
wise and kind, and when he hears the particulars of 
the case, will yield to your wishes. 1 am willing 
to undertake the journey, and plead thy cause, if 
thou wilt entrust it to my hands ; and then, at the 
expiration of the prescribed time, thou, my gracious 
Sovereign, canst produce the Pope's absolution, and 
retain thy wife and Queen in spite of every machina- 
tion devised by the malice of your enemies." 

" Wulfstan ; my good Wulfstan," answered Ed wy, 
his blue eyes sparkling ; his heart springing up like 
the elastic heart of youth from the pressure of 
sorrow, **thou hast indeed given me sound counsel, 
I will follow it to the letter ; to-night I will write 
to his holiness, the Pope, and then entrust my cause 
to thee as confidently as to myself. It wiU be a 
long and tedious journey ; but aU expenses shall be 
defrayed from the royal treasury ; and I pray thee, 
good bishop, set out as speedily as possible, for I 
long to have my fair Queen's mind set at rest — in 
her noble unselfishness she actually proposed to 
leave me ; but I peremptorily forbade it, and since 
then she has not renewed the subject." 

"I will set out to-morrow," replied Wulfstan 
eagerly, his own weak health forgotten in his 
generous impulse to save another from a fate he 
knew would be worse than death. 

So the details were settled, and Edwy resolved to 
set out next morning by break of day that he might 
the sooner clasp his Elgiva to his heart, never again 
to part from her. -* 

Alas ! for the plans of mortals ! even while the 
young King and his kind preceptor were talking of the 
future, the treasure had been stolen from the casket ! 

The banquet was very stately. The Saxon 
Monarch sat by the gentle wife of Winchester, 
whose quiet countenance was illumined by a smile 
as she thought of her favourite Ardmer ; occasionally 
she glanced anxiously at Judith, whose beautiful 
face was flushed angrily, as she turned half im- 
patiently away from the devoted whispers of her 
young lover. 

Ursida, with Wilfrid of Surrey next her, felt her 
calm heart beating more quickly than its wont, as 
the first breath of earthly love disturbed its dreams 
of Heaven. 

All were in high spirits, Edwy particularly ; he 
looked forward now confidently to a happy ending 
of his present difficulties, and his bright smile aud 
winning words fell arouui like sunshine. 

1 hei'j was a paus^ in the hum of conversation, 
then t\^ King rose, and holding a golden goblet in his 
hand, tilled with sparkling mead, bowed to the 
conii'^ny, while all listened in respectful silence : — 

"^My Lord Bishop of Winchester, allow me to 
return our thanks for the hospitality thou and thy 



wife have extended to us during our visit. We 
would wish to propose the health of Sir Ardmer and 
the Lady Fredegonde, whose marriage we have 
witnessed to-day, and trust that the bright hopes, 
all hearts must weave for the youthful pair, may be 
abundantly fulfilled in their future happiness, and 
none more sincerely desire this than Edwy of 
England. This union is peculiarly interesting to us 
for two reasons — the bridegroom is the son of our 
faithful friend and preceptor, as well as one of our 
chosen knights , the first, though not the last ** 
(with a meaning smile), ''to assume the silken 
fetters of beauty. Let us, friends and noble 
knights, ail unite in drinking long life and happiness 
to Sir Ardmer and his fair bride." 

Draining some of the rich mead, Edwy resumed 
his seat. 

High were filled the golden goblets, as the guests 
arose, and with reiterated cheers, drank repeated 
** Waes Hael " for the Saxon bride and bridegroom. 

The worthy bishop was just rising to return 
thanks, when he observed a slight commotion at the 
lower end of the banquetting hall, and the head 
servitor, the comptroller of his household, advanced 
hastily towards nim, saying in a whisper : — 

*' My Lord Bishop, a messenger has arrived from 
the Court, and demands instant speech with thee." 

A pallor overspread Wulfstan's face, a sure fore- 
boding of evil seized him, but he tried to appear 
calm, and turning to the King, remarked in an in- 
different tone — 

*'Will your Majesty excuse my absence for a 
moment from the banquet ; I have just been sum- 
moned on business of importance." 

"Certainly," replied Edwy carelessly, "we will 
await thy return, and then leave the feast our- 
selves." 

Cedric had noticed the interruption, and the 
sudden change in Wulfstan's face, and turning to 
Sir Ulrio, by whom he was seated, observed — 

*' Ulric, did'st thou mark that message ^Iven to 
the Bishop of Winchester ; I feel sure it is some- 
thing about the Queen." 

** Nonsense," replied Ulric indifferently, " what 
could have happened to her? Left in safety, in 
the royal palace, surrounded by suards and attend- 
ants. I never fancy trouble, Cedric ; it comes fast 
enough, without our lending it a helping hand on 
the road." 

** I have no reason for what I said," answered the 
young knight, ** except mine own heart, which in- 
voluntarily often prophesies the coming hour ; and 
1 know thisit this summons is connected with the 
Queen ; and for the King's sake I deeply lament it, 
for I know what a fearful blow it would be to our 
Sovereign if the separation from his bride really 
took place. " 

*'Folly," said Ukic, with a light laugh, *4t is of 
little use to be a crowned monarch if one cannot 
retain possession of one's lawful wife j but I know 
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Edwy of England intends to stand firm, so I have 
little fears for the result ; and as I have no dread of 
excommunication, I anticipate with pleasure the 
thought of fighting a battle or so for the sake of the 
fair and roys2 Elgiva, even though I must baptise 
my sword blade with Saxon blood." 

The Bishop had been conducted into a small room 
dimly illumined by a heavy bronze lamp ; it was 
his favourite chamber. The shelves on the walls 
^were full of rare illuminated manuscripts and 
missals, for Wulfstan was a learned man, and was 
engaged in emblazoning and writing an interesting 
volume of the days of ** Alfred the Great." The 
large chair, with its soft cushions and embroidered 
footstool, was untenanted ; but pacing up and down 
with hasty strides was a tall knight, in complete 
armour, covered with dust, even to his nodding 
plumes. 

The Bishop advanced, gazed one moment, then 
extending his hand, exclaimed — 

•* Sir Albert, I am indeed surprised to see thee 
here. I trust no ill news brings thee hither." 

**I am the bearer of sad tidings," replied the 
knight mournfully ; "the Queen left the palace at 
noon to-day, escorted by Odo of Canterbury, and a 
strong body of men." 

"Left the palace with Odo," gasped his listener, 
** with Odo, the King's deadliest foe! Sir Albert 
thou jestest ; or if thou dost not thou makest me 
blush for England's chivalry. Was there not a 
knight or man left in the royal palace brave enough 
to defend a helpless woman, far less the Queen of 
England ? How could'dt thou allow the Archbishop 
to tear her thence ?" 

**My Lord Bishop," replied Albert, while a flush 
stained his pale sorrow stricken face ; " I would 
have defended my royal lady with ths last drop of 
my blood, would she have permitted it. I drew 
out the palace guards, but the Queen commanded 
US to let her pass, and said that she had herself 
summoned the Archbishop, to escort her to the 
convent of Elkham. We dared not resist further, 
though all entreated her not to go, still she was 
firm in her resolve, and left as I have said. Lady 
Ethel of Herewood, suspecting treachery, told me 
to go instantly and iinorm the King ; so I have 
never drawn bridle or broken m^'^ fast since I left 
Winchester. Now," cried Albert, clasping his 
hands, " delay not a moment in letting our royal 
master know what has occurred, that the Queen 
maj* bo saved ere too late, for my heart misgives 
me she has fallen into some snare of that crafty 
prelate." 

Wulfstan sunk into a seat and covered his face 
with his hands. Well might he tremble ; knowing 
Odo spared neither rank, youth, or beauty in his 
cruel path. He durst not think what inight be the 
fate of the beautiful Elgiva, in the hands of such an 
enemy. But minutes were passing, and the Bishop 
knew it was cruel kindness to keep Edwy longer in 



ignorance. With a desperate effort he rose^ and 
turning te Albert, said in a choked voice : — 

** Thou has done well, Sir Knight. I go to in- 
form the Kiuff, that steps may be instantly taken 
for the Queeirs recovery. Await my return here 1" 
What a contrast I The light, the merriment o£ 
the banquetting hall, to the scene he had lately 
quitted. His face was so pale and his gait so un- 
certain that he looked Uke a spectre ! 

Eiwy of England, engrossed by conversation, 
heeded not his entrance ; but Judith, who sincerely 
loved the Bishop, tmrned as white as death, while 
she trembled with agitation. 

" Something dreadful has happened to my father," 
she whispered to the young Etheling ; '* look how 
changed he is." 

The Earl obeyed, and then said tenderly to Judith, 
** Do not agitate thyself so, my beloved one ; the 
Bishop may have heard some unpleasant news, and 
being m delicate health it has aSected him strongly, 
but Judith," taking her white hand in his, "Ke- 
member, dearest, whatever happens whilst I live, 
thou hast one fond heart to lean upon, and one 
strons arm to defend thee" — ^his dark, beautiful 
eyes, beaming with affection, bore out the truth of 
his impassioned words, which sunk deeply into the 
maiden's heart. 

Wulfstan resumed his seat beside the King, and 
without turning his face towards him remarked, " I 
should like a few moments' private conversation 
with your Majesty when thou leavest the banquet." 
'* Certainly," said Edwy, *' we are ready now." 
The King rose, and all the guests rose also, and 
followed the youthful monarch and Bishop from the 
hall. Conducted by a page, Edwy sought his private 
suite of rooms, accompanied by Wulfstan, then 
throwing himself on a low couch, exclaimed — 
** Speak on, good Bishop, I am ready to listen." 
A sigh, a heavy sigh, escaped Wulfstan. Edwy 
was so strangely unprepared for the shock that he 
scarcely knew how to break it to him. 

'• My noble Lord and King," he said at last, " the 
summons I received at the banquet came from the 
Court, and concerns thee deeply." 

*' Me, deeply !" cried the King, starting up and 
fixing his blue eyes on the Bishop with a look that 
piercjd his very soul, "tell it to me at once, without 
a shadow of concealment, I charge thee, on thine 
allegiance." 

"Sir Albert the Stranger," replied the Bishop in a 
low voice, ' ' has come from Winchester to inform 
thee that thy Queen left the palace this morning 
with Odo of Canterbury. 

The King sprang to his feet like a wounded deer, 
and the Hood rushed back to his heart so suddenly 
that Wulfstan feared he would have fallen ; but 
with the effort that makes the dying gladiator smile 
as he sinks on the blood-stained arena — the super- 
human courage of despair — ^he stood calm and erect 
before his old preceptor. 
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'< This is passing: strange, my Lord Bishop," said 
the Saxon monarch, in icy tones, ** that my Qneen 
has left my palace with the Primate of England. 
Passing strange ! There is some treachery at work, 
even on onr very hearthstone. Send Sir Albert 
here, I will examine him myself. 

Without daring to breathe a word of consolation 
or hope, the Bishop obeyed, and soon returned with 
the Knight. 

With a self-command which was astonishing, the 
King questioned Sir Albert clearly and minutely, 
as though on some ordinary business, not as if each 
question and answer were tearing his bleeding soul. 

When the knight had told (as well as his own 
intense agitation would permit) every particular of 
that eventful morning, Edwy mused for a moment, 
and then said, '* Give orders to have our attendants 
prepared and steeds saddled ; we return to Win- 
chester within the hour. Thou, Sir Albert, can'st 
remain the guest of the Bishop, if too fatigued to 
proceed.** 

"Fatigued,** answered the young man, flinging 
himself on his knees before his Sovereign, *' I know 
not the meaning of the word ; let me follow thee 
wherever thou goest — ^that is my only boon ; save 
one other, that any mission thou should'st desire to 
be imdertaken, however hazardous or perilous, may 
be confided to me.*' 

** Be it so," said the monarch, ** we will remember 
thy re<juest. Now depart, and do our bidding.'* 

Itaismg Edw^s hand to his lips, Sir Albert with- 
drew, and Wulf Stan hesitated whether to follow him 
or not ; for he dreaded to intrude on that awful grief, 
though hidden imder the calm brow and fixed eye. 

" I regret, good Wulfstan, to leave thee so sud- 
denly," said tne King, turning to him, **but I 
cannot delay an instant in finding out the whole 
truth of this mysterious business. It will be need- 
less for thee now to depart on thy mission ; remain 
here quietly till I summon thee." 

*' My li^e, my King, my dear King,'* cried the 
worthy BiSiop, while his tears fell like rain, ** God, 
his Holy Son, and the blessed Mary comfort thee, 
for I cannot, and oh, believe me, that my heart 
bleeds to its inmost care for thy distress ; but,*' and 
he paused, **for the sake of thy fair Queen do not 
give way to useless despair or grief, but struggle to 
bear up, as she would have thee to do, against this 
heavy cross." 

"Thanks, thanks," replied Edwy, waving his 
hand with an imperious gesture, "for all thou 
would'st urge, it applies to the dead, but not to the 
living. I have much to do, and would prefer not 
discussing the subject further ; it is sacred to mine 
own heart and Heaven. I speak not in bitterness 
to thee, mine old friend, and trust me, whatever 
trials I am called upon to undergo, I shall never 
forget I am a King, and must Hve for my country.** 

The next half -hour was passed by the Saxon king 
alone ; alone with His great sorrow, his mighty 



despair ! which grew, and grew, into more ooloasal 
proportions the longer he gazed upon it. He must 
nave died in the stru^le, but for the fair, though 
false promises, of ramoow hope, that he would 
eventually regain his lost queen and wife. 

The chattermg of steeds, the braying of trumpets, 
the clash of steel, brought him back to the world 
once more ; he seemed to have lived through a life- 
time of misery. 

Mechanically he responded to the knock at his 
door, a» Cedric entered to summon him to horse. 

The boy*s large eyes were full of anxious grief, 
but he did not obtrude his afifection. " Your Ma- 
jesty,'* he simply said, "your attendants and steeds 
are prepared.' 

"We* are ready," answered the king, as he took 
the youth's arm : then, for an instant, his self con- 
trol gave way, and he staggered heavily against the 
wall ; but again the undaunted soul awoke, and with 
the aid of Cedric, he descended to the entrance hall 
There stood his nobles, knights, and attendants ; a 
pale, agitated group, far more so than Edwy ; and 
yet his very heart was breakiug. 

Judith, dissolved in tears for the fate of the queen 
whom she sincerely loved, stood with the Earl of 
Kent, in a deep recessed window of the hall, whilst 
he pressed his lips repeatedly to her white brow 
and sunny hair, whispering words of soothin^^ 
endearment. The young noble, though absorbed 
in his own love, did not forget the suffering of 
others ; and, indignant for the injuries of his king, 
resolved to tear nimself from the side of his be- 
trothed, and follow and avenge his royal master. 

The last farewells were said, and the Bishop of 
Winchester, as he pressed the King's hand, mar- 
mured in a stifled tone : — 

" The blessing of God and all holy angels, go with 
thee, my son, and guard thy way." 

They moimted. 

Edwy sprang to the back of his white Arabian 
courser, and, plunging the rowels into its sides, 
started off like an arrow from a bow. 

The young Ethelin^ and Cedric, who were 
splendidlv^ mounted, idone could keep pace with 
tnat headlong speed. 

Not a word was uttered, save when the King 
occasionally gave a word of encouragement to 
his matchless steed, as mile after mile flew by, 
and the distance lessened between hiin and the 
goal. 

The moon rose in the clear heavens ; but her 
mild beams cooled not the fever heat in Edwy*s 
veins ; stayed r.ot the Avild throbbing of his heart ; 
which made him urge faster and yet faster his 
willing horse. 

Still they sped on ; now the grey of dawn, steal- 
ing o'er the sky, told that sable night had passed 
away and another day was born. 

The steeds, covered with foam, and reddened by 
the blood flowing from the sharp rowels, toiled 
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pantingly on their way, their heaving sides and 
drooping crests telling tney were almost spent. 

C^lric's and Adalbert's chargers began to fail 
under that dreadful race, the white horse of Edwy 
kept np, like a true child of the desert, its flying 
speed. 

Five miles only remained between the King and 
Winchester, and he madly plied the spur, while his 
beautiful steed put forth its utmost strength to 
answer the call, though its labouring breath, which 
came in short quick gasps, told too truly it was its 
last earthly course. 

Nearer and nearer they draw to the town ; the 
streets are entered j the bewildered guards recognise 
their King in the flying horseman, and fling open 
the gates ; with one bound he traversed the Falace 
Court, and drew bridle at the grand entrance, where, 
flinging himself from the saddle, he was about to 
rush up the steps when an almost human cry 
arrested him. 

Edwy turns back and sees his white charger 
covered with blood and foam, with rapidly glazmg 
eyes and distended nostrils, heaving and quivering 
in mortal agony. 

In great distress the King stroked its head, whilst 
he gave orders that every care should be taken of 
the poor horse, but it was too late. Feebly licking 
its royal master's hand, the noble creature fell 
prostrate on the ground, dying, as it had lived, 
faithful to the last. 

One look of deep regret the Saxon monarch cast 
on his steed, then slowly ascended the steps. The 
loss of the horse was but another drop in his full cup. 

The Earl of Sussex (pale and careworn), the 
chamberlain, and other officers of the household, 
crowded round him ; the words of welcome dying 
on their lips as the gazed on his face, from which 
all trace oi human emotion seemed to have died out. 
But who could guess the gloom, the gnawing 
angnish, the despair of the young King as he re- 
entered his darkened palace with its light — its sun- 
shine — ^fled for ever ? 

Truly it was worse than death ; to that we bow, 
as it comes from above ; but when the hand of our 
fellow mortal deals the blow, then our faith falters, 
and we daringly arraign Divine Justice. 

The bereaved monarch sought his own apartment, 
where one by one he questioned the palace attend- 
ants ; but they all conflrmed the same story, — that 
the Queen had voluntarily quitted her husband and 
kingdom, in company with Odo. 

'" " ' lards were despatched to bring the 

^ '^witerbury to the King's presence, 

at's delay. 

picked men, by fifties, each com- 

3ty captain, were ordered to scour 

north to south, east to west, to 

the lost Queen. Albert, the 

\ihe]mgf and Ulxic, accompanied 

urties. 



Gedric, with some trusty followers, went at his 
own request, to the convent of Iglkb am^ to discover 
if the Queen, in accordance with what die said to 
her household, had really gone there. All had been 
done that could be done, and Edwy was now left 
to tbink of his parting intervie win that veiy palace, 
and the anguisn of Elgiva, which indeed betrayed 
it was a last farewell. 

**0h ! Elgiva, Elgiva," he murmured, "I would 
have believed you true though a world proclaimed 
the false ! But to let me leave thee in perfect 
trust — qji, it was too cruel. Why did I ever eo ; 
why let my priceless treasure slip from my .tight 
grasp for a single second ? It was madness, lo^- 
ness ! Elgiva, my beautiful, my boloved one^ 
return to me once more, and I will gladly surrender 
throne and country for thy love I " 

Thus wildly raved the wretched King. No tears 
came to his relief ; he could neither weep nor pray, 
for he would not resign nor submit himself to his 
dark destiny. 

A gentle knock at the door startled him. As- 
suming the mask of stony apathy he had dropped 
in solitude, Edwy ordered the intruder to enter. 

With a slow hesitating step the threshold was 
crossed, and Ethel of Herewood stood before her 
sovereign. 

Edwy glanced at her pale tear-stained face, and 
holding out his hand, bade her approach nearer. 

Ethel flung herself on her knees, . choked with 
sobs ; the King raised her, and the Lady of Here- 
wood, restraining her tears by a violent eflbrt, 
faltered out, — 

**0h, your majesty, how can I forgive myself 
for not speaking openly on the morning of thy de- 
parture. I dreaded then some approaching evil, 
but had not the courage to breathe my fears in 
words. Oh, had I done so all this sorrow might 
have been averted." 

** Lady Ethel," replied her sovereign, in a kind 
though serious voice ; " regrets are worse than idle ; 
true aflection always speaks in actions. Tell me if 
thou hadst any reason besides thine own surmises 
to imagine anything^likely to befall the Queen during 
my brief absence." 

**No, your majesty," said Ethel, earnestly; 
"never did my royal mistress give me the slightest 
hint of her intentions till the fatal morning arrived. 
But, my lord and king, I came not to intrude on 
thy seclusion ; but merely to fulfil a sacred com- 
mission ; the Queen bade me give thee this," and 
she put a packet into his hand ; "and also," con- 
tinued Ethel, crimsoning with emotion ; ** in a 
' conversation I lately had with the Queen, she de- 
sired me, in case anything should ever separate her 
from thee, to beg thee not to give way to useless 
despair, but to live on in the hope of meeting her 
in a better world ;" and Ethel burst into tears. 

The King took the packet, and was about to 
request to Pe 1^^ alone, when the maiden, ontici- 
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pating his intention, flung herself on her knees, 
and impetuonsly exclaimed, 

"Grant me one boon, my noble Eling, and I 
will bless thee for it all my life. Let me leave the 
court to-dav, and seek out the Queen's retreat ; let 
me haye tne happiness of restoring her to thee 
once more. I solemnly vow," she added, with such 
impassioned fervour that Edwy noticed it even in 
the midst of his own grief, ** never to rest day or 
night till I find my royal mistress, even should she 
have bten decoyed from the convent's safe retreat. 
Give me thy gracious permission, my lord and king, 
and a missive to bear to thy Queen, and i wul 
never see thy face again till I have brought back 
certain news of her." 

Edwy paused ; Ethel's love was so sincere that 
he did not like to check it. At last he replied : — 
** Lady Ethel, even if I grant thee permission to 
leave the Court, I see not how thou can'st carry out 
thy generous resolve. These are perilous days, and 
a young maiden cannot travel alone in safety; 
besides, the Queen, whether decoyed or not, has 
been led to leave me of her own free will, from a 
a too generous feeling of self sacrifice, which is not 
likelv to yield to thine entreaties." 

" Oh, your Majesty," said Ethel, ** I have plenty 
of means, and can easily procure a safe escort to 
attend me ; let me only have the satisfaction of ^ 
assisting my beloved Queen in my humble way." 

"Lady Ethel," answered the King kindly, '^thy 
generous friendship shall not be wasted ; thou hast 
our permission to search for the Queen, and should' st 
thon find her," witii a bitter smile, "before her hus- 
band does, give her this, and rising Edwy hastily 
traced a few lines on paper, which, after securing 
with a silken thread, he handed to Ethel, saying, 
** Four soldiers shall accompany thee to Here wood ; 
we will command them to be in readiness at any 
hour thou shalt name." 

" Two hours from now I shall be ready to depart," 
replied Ethel, as she turned to leave, and as Edwy 
took her hand in token of farewell, she whispered, 
'^"Mj gracious King, my prayers shall ever ascend 
to Heaven, as well as the Queen, for thee, and oh, 
strive to rise above this crushing grief, for the sake 
of one who loves thee better than her own life, for 
believe me, whatever thou may'st feel, thy Queen suf- 
fers even more intensely. God bless thee, my noble 
Soverign, and with starting tears, Ethel withdrew. 

"Farewell, Lady of Herewood," answered Edwy 
seriously ; ** may the blessings thou hast invoked 
on me rest on thine own he^, and all good angels 
prosper thy search." 

Left alone, the young King pressed the small per- 
fiuned packet a thousand times to his hps ; it 
breathed of Elgiva — ^his lost, his beautiful wife ; then 
he tore open the seal, cut the thread, and read these 
few lines, — 

** Edwt, my beloved Edwy ; when this reaches 



love will hover round thee. I loved thee better 
than mine own life or happiness ; therefore I have 
foosaken the shelter of thine arms and heart. 
Edwy ! Edwy ! thou art England's King ; thon 
hast vowed to sacrifice all to her happiness ; and to 
save thy vow, I must depart. I dared not tell thee 
my resolve ; but the moment the mandate of the 
church was issued, I determined to leave thee. 
Thou wilt never find out my retreat ; it is unknown 
to all, save one humble friend; but even if thou 
shouldest succeed in discovering it, I should still be 
firm. Mine own beloved one, if I yielded to the 
pleadings of love when I became thy bride, now I 
must attend solely to duty ; nerer shall England be 
bathed in ionocent blood for my sake. Farewell, 
Edwy, think of that moonUght evening, ere one 
cloud had crossed our radiant sky, when I asked 
a boon from thee, and thou, my King and husband, 
granted it. That boon was to persevere in all 
the duties of thy kingly station ; to be kind, and 
benefit thy subjects, even if I was taken from thy 
side, for my love, Edwy, and my memory fulfil this 
vow ; struggle not against destiny, but submit to it. 
Oh, Edwy I Edwy ! let us live so that we may 
meet in Heaven. 

" Thine tiU death, 

"Elgiva." 
Twice the King read the missive ; then fiingias 
himself on his knees, wept as if his heart would 
break. Elgiva seemed standing near him once 
more, the aching void in his soul was filled, and he 
saw, faintly smning in the distance, the star of 
Heavenly hope. 

** Ever noble and devoted, sacrificing herself for 
the sake of others, my beautiful, mine idolised one. 
I will not resign thee — no, no, I will yet draw thee 
back to my clasping arms," 

Not yet, not yet, could that warm devoted hejirt 
bow to the stern rod of duty ; not yet were the 
rebellious longings for earthly happiness quelled, 
and the cross of suffering meekly borne. 

The King's solitude was broken by the arrival of 
Ethelwolf the chamberlain, who announced that 
the messengers had returned from the Archbishop's 

Ealace, bringiag the tidings that Odo was from 
ome, but was expected early the next morning. 

Edwy's brow darkened with painful misgivmgs ; 
briefly, however, he commanded that a guard 
should be left in the prelate's house till he had 
explained his conduct satisfactorily before a council 
of peers on the ensuing morning. 

The arrival of Cedric from the convent succeeded 
this intelligence ; the monarch's heart beat wildly, 
for on this mission his last hopes depended. 

Flushed and breathless the young knight entered 
the royal chamber, and profoundly saluted his 
bovereign — 

** Your Majesty, T have returned in all haste from 
the convent of Elkham, where I saw the Lady 
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Primate of England where at lier convent some 
hours after noon yesterday ; and, after partaking of 
refreshments, the Qneen pursued her route north* 
wards, accompanied by a few servitors, while the 
archbishop retraced ms steps homeward. Further 
information I could not obtain, as the Queen left no 
clue as to where she was going." 

"Thou hast done wel£ Cedric," said the king, 
sitting down with a white expression of despair 
gathering over his handsome face ; " take our best 
thanks and leave us alone." 

Alone I with the dread despair that no human 
hope could lighten I 

The next morning Odo, the Archbishop, stood 
before the nobles somewhat as a criminal, though 
unbound and unguarded. 

The dark frown on Edwy's brow ; the meaning 
light in his blue eyes, made the fierce Odo remember 
i£at he was In the presence of an offended sovereign ; 
and he almost feared he should share the fate of 
Dunstan. 

Oh I could one have breathed of that dark 
episode in the torture chamber, tiiou mightest have 
had reason to tremble, Odo. 

"Odo of Canterbury, Primate of England," said 
Edwy, rising in the fidl dignity of his just indigna- 
tion ; " answer t^mly the questions put thee to-day, 
or thou mayest have reason to repent. Wherefore 
dids't thou presume to steal, like a wolfs in sheep's 
clothing, into the very heart of our palace during 
cor absence, and take from thence our wife and 
Quefen Blgiva." 

Odo hesitated ; then, in a subdued tone, replied — 
" I came yesterday to the palace. King Edwy, in 
obedience to a missive received from the Queen, 
sealed with the royal seal, and despatched by 
a trusty messenger." 

" Show me tluit note," said the King. 

The Archbishop complied, and Edwy perused it, 
his brow visibly darkening as he saw how his 
innocent wife, in her misguided zeal, had placed 
herself ; bound hand and foot in the power of her 
worst enemy. 

"How far did'st thou escort the Queen ?" asked 
the King, while the nobles and courtiers held their 
bieath in silent expectation. 

"To the convent of Elkham, where the Queen 
had refreshments ; there I parted from her." 

" And thou never saw her again, or knew which 
road she took," enquired the young King, fixing his 
look fuU on the Archbishop, who felt much 
embarrassed. 

" Nay, you Majesty, the Queen did not wish any 
one to know her destination ; so when I had 
attended her to the convent, I made the best of my 
way homewards." 

Edwy felt convinced that Odo knew where the 
Queen was perfectly ; how he longed to force that 
dark maiXf even at the sword's point, to give up hia 
inf OEDUKfeioiw-bat tke wish was Tain. 



Several of the nobles and clergy then quentioned 
Odo, but nothing further could be discovered ; they 
therefore waited for the Throne's decision. 

Edwy rose. 

" Odo of Canterbury," he sternly said, "well for 
thee that thou boldest that missive of the Queen's ; 
also that tiiiy assertion, rec^arding the convent, has 
been borne out by other testimony on which we can 
rely, for these reasons we do not banish thee from 
the kingdom ; still, thou hast incurred our serious 
displeasure in daring to remove the Queen from the 
Court without our commands, thus failing in alle- 
giance to thy sovereign. G-ranting thou wert sum- 
moned by thy royal ladv, still thou shoald'st have 
refused to proceed further, without consulting thy 
King ; but thou gladly seized on the pretext of a 
generous woman s mistaken sense of honour, to 
convey her from her husband's protection. For 
this we condem thee to be banished from our Court 
and presence till such time as suits our good 
pleasure, and look to thyself Odo of Canterburv ; 
that this slight chastisement is not followed up by 
more weighty marks of our disi>lea8ure. Guairds 1 
remove the Archbishop to his residence, and for the 
next few days set a watch upon him." 

Mortified and chafine, the Primate was oonduoted 
from the chamber, ana the King was leaving him- 
self, when Hialmar of Surrev, who had sat silent 
though not unmoved during the discussion, starting 
forwards, exclaimed, "Forgive me, my generous 
Sovereign, that my hand ever signed that cursed 
mandate, and hear me swear that should thy fair 
Queen ever return to this Court, Hialmar of Surrey 
shall be one of her most devoted adherents." 

"I pardon thee," said the young King coldly, 
"but permit me to observe, Lord Surrey, that a 
tardy repentance cannot always undo the results of 
our past actions." 

With a bow of dignified courtesy Edwy then left 
the hall. 

With that strange feeling that prompts us still fur- 
ther to lacerate our wounds, the monarch turned 
to the apartments of Elgiva ; the empty loneliness 
of those rooms struck to his heart with a death 
chill. 

There stood her golden harp ; the harp which 
had echoed her last lay. Frantically the King 
rushed towards it, and tearing the gilded wires to 
pieces, said: — 

" No meaner hand shall ever sound those chords 
again ;" then flinging himself on his knees he prayed 
long and fervently &at his bride might be restored 
— prayed wildly that the lost idol might be replaced 
on his heart's pedestal ! 

Wearily wore the hours of that long day. The 
ladies and maidens were sad and gloomy ; tears 
shone in many bright eyes, as they anxiously waited 
and listened for ti(Ungs. The departure of Ethel 
gave an added gloom, for all liked her ; and. the 
good EtheUsg ox Kent bestowed on the young girl 
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stftnces she might hare moumed deeply over this 
complete shipwreck of all her yoathfui hopes ; bnt 
Berthons^ts were too full of the Queen and the 
misery otthe Sxt^o have a thought to bestow on 
herself* 

The next morning Ethel, attended b^ Outhred 
and another servant, set fox^h on her difficult and 
almost impossible quest. 

So the Lady of Herewood travelled on through 
the length and breadth of the land, wandering over 
its hills and dales, but finding no clue of the lost 
Elsiva ; feeling in her despair almost tempted to 
beueve that Sir Ulric's prophecy was correct, and 
her search was destined to end in nothing but 
defeat, and the loss of her promised husband. 

So she wandered on, and on, till days grew into 
weeks with the letter of the King pressed to her 
heart ; unread, unseen by her for whom it was 
intended. 



CHAPTER XX. 

ANOTHER QUEEN FOR ENGLAND. 

Nearly a year had flown since the loss of the 
Queen, and no word or sign had given the slightest 
clue to her whereabouts ; whether she even lived 
was a dark mystery. Public and private enquiries 
had been set on foot, and were still continued., but 
with no result ; at last a settled conviction grew in 
the minds of nearly all, that the young Queen in 
her devotion to her husband's interests, had retired 
into some remote convent ; where the rare beauty 
that had been a world's marvel, was to fade and 
wither from the light of day. Some thought her 
dead. A few, very few, still clung to the hope of 
her return ; amongst these was the King, Albert 
the Stranger, and the devoted Ethel. But day by 
dav this hope grew fainter, till if it survived at all 
it nad but a feeble existence. The King, too, felt 
his pride wo inded as a man and a husband, by the 
thought that Elgiva had voluntarily withdrawn 
from him. This prevented him from personally 
joinine in the researches, though he anxiously fur- 
thered every fresh scheme that was set on foot for 
recovery. 

But vainly Edwy struggled to be resigned to his 
dark destiny, for still his anguished soul sent up a 
cry of hopeless grief for his lost bride ; his very 
heart seemed dying within him for one sound of 
that melodious voice, one glance of those dark eyes 
which had never shone on him save with the ten- 
derest affection ; faint and dispirited, he sunk 
beneath the burden of his great sorrow, which time 
only increased. 

There are most wounds that yield to the general 
healer, Time. This was not one. Had Elgiva 
really died, he might have learnt to look up in 
humble faitii to Heaven, and meekly tread his ap- 
pointed path till death, the consoler — the deliverer 
p^une to BOQimon him to join her. But in this case, 



^th the firm persuasion that his Queen still existed, 
his feverish gnef could not be allayed, and life each 
day seemed growing darker. 

In vain were different amusements tried to dispel 
this settled gloom. The King, after a short inter- 
val, presided at the couit revels as heretofore ; but 
he was more like a statue t^ian a being of fiesh and 
blood, and tears unbidden sprang to the eyes of 
many of the courtiers, as they saw the bright 
beauty of youth darkened by the thick cloud of 
grief. 

His harp, loved from the very cradle, never woke 
its sweet echoes in the dark and lonely palace 
halls. Edwy's sick soul turned from the sound of 
harmony. One form, with bright brown hair and 
soul-lit eyes — eyes too beautiful, too heavenly for 
earth — ever haunted him, and the memory of her 
divine strains was too vivid for the King ever again 
to wake the minstrel's lay. 

The only being permitted to approach the hidden 
chamber of the sealed heart, was the faithful 
Cedric ; and the fresh, warm love of that young 
nature fell like spring showers on the soul of his 
royal master. Though they never spoke about the 
Queen, on every ouier subject Edwy conversed 
oi)enly with the young knight. He told him his 
plans, his hopes for England, and his longings for 
an early death ; while on his part Cedric revealed 
to the King all the yearnings and aspirations that 
had ever haunted his soul, and his bright dreams 
of fame and glory. 

The Princess Ulrica never came to Court, but re- 
mained in deep seclusion at her own mansion. The 
proud Princess could not brook the idea of entering 
the palace where the beautiful Elgiva no longer 
reigned, so resolved to hide her mortification and 
sorrow from every eye. 

Edwy's mother had despatched him a missive 
full of affection, in which she tried to reconcile him 
to his loss, by saying that his bride's act of generous 
self-sacrifice had assuredly won for her an immortal 
crown ; but written words seemed cold when the 
sorrowing King would have liked to have flown to 
the shelter of a mother's arms and heart ; but the 
vow, the fatal vow, stood between the natural out- 
pourings of affection. Queen Elgiva had not yet 
learnt that vows of mortal strength are not binding 
when they interfere with the sacred claims of 
duty. 

Odo remained outwardly quiet, but his fierce soul 
was burning for more revenge ever since Elgiva had 
escaped from his blood-thirsty hands. Ite was 
haunted by the fear that she might some day 
return and betray him. Nothing short of her 
blood could allay liia savage wrath, but he dared 
attempt nothing farther ; a private message from 
Dunstan had sternly warned him not to take 
another step without his consent, and besides this, 
his own spies had been thoroughly baffiei in their 
endeavours to find the Queen's retreat, so he had t^ 
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bide the hour for accomplishing", to the full bent, 
his fiendship malice. 

It was nearly sunset, unusually bright and 
glorious for the late season of the year ; the whole 
heavens glowed with crimson and rich colours, as 
the su.i sunk into his western couch. The last 
reflections ^f the brilliant light played on the war- 
like decorations of Earl Ordraer's stately hatts, 
flickering on the burnished spears and shields ; but 
the rays lingered most lovingly on the golden 
tresses of Ebheldreda, who reclined on soft cushioniJ 
in one of the deep embrasures of the windows. 

Her deep blue eyes were fixed on the burning 
track left by the departing wheels of the day god's 
chariot. 

A close inspection might have discovered a 
shadow in those bright eyes, a less frequent smile 
on the rosy lip ; but this was all. The young girl's 
almost child-like heart could not be easily saddened, 
and if A sigh escaped occasionally it was caused by 
the natural longing of youth for some change and 
excitement, for the halls of the proud Earl were 
but a gloomy dwelling for this fair flower. 

Sometimes. tOvO, the image of a dark haired 
princely youth, far o'er the sea, shone iii the magic 
glass of memory, and a faint tinge rose to the 
rounded cheek at the passing recollection. 

The young maiden was not alone, for pacing up 
and down the wide hall, with the restless tread of 
the chained panther, walked her beautiful sister. 

Algitha's loveliness had only gained in depth, for 
the splendid matchlas-j eyes had acquired a softened 
light, and the pr )ui 1 cce wore a milder expression. 
Hope, the false syrou, whispered to the maiden's 
heart that the time was near at hand when 
Edwy of England, wearied with mourning for his 
lost bride, might awake to the power of her love and 
beauty. 

The two magnificent wolf hounds, belonging to 
the absent Cedric, were sleeping near Etheldreda — 
when their master was from home these dogs would 
condescend to allow themselves to be caressed by 
his golden-haired sister , bub never would they 
permit the white hand of Algitha to- rest for a 
moment on their shnggy coats. They did not 
actually molest her, but their fierce growls, when 
she approached too near, and bri.jtling necks 
betrayed that it would not be merely a dangerous 
but an immpossible task to win their affection. 

" Etheldreda, " said her sister, pausing in her 
walk, and laying her hand on the girl's shoul- 
der, "wouldest thou not like to return once more 
to court, and join in sorae of its revels ? Our 
father's castle ic not suited to thee, poor child, as 
thou can'st not accompany me in my wild rides, or 
form one of our hunting parties ; but Earl Ordmer, 
yesterday, mentioned to me that he intended to 
take us all to (Canterbury, where the King is 
staying; how thinkcst thou, Etheldreda, thou 
shalt hke the scheme ?" 



** Oh I dear Algitha, so much, so much," replied 
the beautiful maiden; **but," — ^and her voice 
suddenly lost its joy cadence — " I fear that the 
court is but a gloomy place now that the fair Queen 
has left it. I should not care so see it again when 
it is so changed, and the poor young King over- 
whelmed with grief ; — ^no, I would rather stay 
here, sister." 

**Thou talkest like a very child,*' remarked 
Algitha, her proud lip curling an 1 the bright blood 
colouring her cheek; **dost tli >u suppose that 
Edwy of England will sorrow all his ufe long for 
his lo§t Queen, who was never lawfully his wife, 
either? No, foolish Etheldreda, the heart of man 
changes like the ebbing tide, and a young handsome 
monarch will not always keep both his heart and 
throne vacant." 

" it may be so," answereil the maiden; "but I 
thought, during the short time I was at the court, 
that the King loved his beautiful bride in a way 
I should like to be loved myself ; a love which I 
dreamed would never alter with time or circum- 
stance." 

Algitha was about to reply, when the two wolf- 
hounds suddenly sprang to their feet, and with a 
low growl which displayed their white teeth, they 
ran towards the door. 

*• Somebody must be coming," said the Earl's 
eldest daughter. 

The bark of the dogs changed into pleased pries 
of recognition, and in another moment Cedrio en- 
tered the hall. He stopped for a moment to return 
the caresses of his hounds, who nearly overpowered 
him by their mute affection. 

**Down Wolf, down Hubba," he exclaimed at 
length, and at the word of command they crouched 
obediently to the ground. 

Etheldreda rose from her seat in the window, 
and threw herself into her brother's arms. Disen- 
gaging himself from her embrace, Cedric said — 

*• Well, Etheldreda, thou seemest glad to see me, 
and though I care not for too much foolish affection, 
T am wejl pleased to meet my fair sister ;" and 
kindly stroking her golden ringlets, he gave his 
hand to Algitha, enquiring at the same time — 

** Where is Earl Ordmer ?" 

*' Out at the chase," she answered, ** but he will 
be here anon. Thou hast been absent from home a 
long time Cedric." 

** Have I ?" replied the youth carelessly. Perhaps 
thou mayest see me even less frequently in the 
future, Algitha." 

Clattering hoofs now rattled into the stone court 
yard, and the earl's loud voice was heard addressing 
his followers. Soon his tall form strode into the 
hall. 

" Ah, Cedric, my boy," he exclaimed in pleased 
tones, as his eyes fell on the young knight, **I am 
right glad to welcome thee home," and the father 
and son cordially embraced. **We have often 
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wondered why Ordmer's halls never beheld their 
future lord and master ; let it not be so again, but 
dwell more with thy retainers, and less at the Saxon 
Court (- tell mehifyw the King is, and what is doing 
at CJuiterbury," and the stout Earl flung himself on 
an oaken beneh. 

**Fathefj" renlied the youth, looking straight 
into his face with clear honest eyes, which seemed 
to have power to search into the remotest comers of 
that dark heart, *'the King is well in body but 
sick in spirit ; the loss of the Queen is preying fear- 
fully upon him, for he loved her with an affection 
men ffive but once. 

**Earl Ordmer, why was thy name affixed to 
that mandate, which has been the cause of so much 
misery ? I would rather have had my ri^ht hand 
withered from the roots than have allowed it to sign 
so foiU a deed. And deeply do I regret that the 
house of Ordmer has sunk so low as to become a 
mere puppet in the hands of snivelling priests, and its 
proua banner is sullied with the dark stain of treason. 
The Earl's fierce brow reddened ; the veins on it 
swelled like cords ; another speaker would have 
measured his length on the oaken floor for those 
bold words. But Cedric was privileged, and could 
say more than any one else in the world. Stifling 
his choler, Ordmer answered — 

"Thou art over forward to take me to task, 
Cedric, or presume to question mine actions. I 
considered the King's marriage illegal, and knew 
that if it were not set aside it would ultimately 
endanger the throne. Therefore I signed the man- 
date from affection to my sovereign, not to please a 
set of monks, whom I despise as heartily as thou 
canst do. Thou art fond of thy King, boy — too 
fond, may be, for thine eyes are blinded to his 
faults — but I doubt not, with a different Queen, he 
will yet become a worthy Saxon monarch." 

"A different Queen," almost shouted the knight, 
in surprise, ''dost thou imagine, Earl Ordmer, that 
Edwy of England will ever wed another lady while 
Queen Elgiva lives? Did he do so he were less 
than man or king; but," subduing his tone, "we 
will talk no further on this subject, as our opinions 
are opposite, and must ever remain so." 

** We will see who is right," laughed the Earl, 
** I know a worthy Queen." Here he was 8top|)ed 
b^ a meaning flush from Algitha's eye ; so taking 
his son's arm he led him from the hall to inspect 
the various soldiers and vassals who were training 
for military service. 

Cedric was soon informed of the Earl's intention 
of taking his daughters again to Court, which he 
did not oppose, as he knew it would be a matter of 
perfect indifference to Edwy. Not one word did 
Ordmer breathe of his first resolve, which was 
never to return home till Algitha had been proposed 
as a bride for the Kin^. 

The Earl and his family went to Court. The 
marked- coldness of their reception was very 



evident ; the King merely tolerated the proud 
noble. How coula he be expected to do more, 
when he had been one of the agents in the destruc- 
tion of the innocent Queen ? Lady Algitha he 
never spoke to, save when courtesy compelled, and 
his manner was so reserved that hope ought to have 
died in the most sanguine breast ; but Aleitha 
only loved the young IGng in his grief and sadness 
better than she had done in his brightest hours of 
love and happiness. Her fatal affection, if possible, 
only increased in strength. But who was to ask 
the bereaved monarch to take another Queen for 
England ? Earl Ordmer felt he coidd not do so, 
yet to whose hands could he depute the mission. 
Odo dared not approach the Court, and the other 
nobles declined undertaking such a hazardous 
enterprise, merely to gratify the ambition of one 
nobleman, and which seemed, even to their blunted 
sensibilities, particularly inappropriate at the pre- 
sent time. 

** Marry," said one, a bluff hale Saxon, " we have 
snatched away one wife from the King, an' it should 
please him to take another bride, (provided she be 
not within the priestly limits) ; should ^e be the 
lowest serf maiden that ever buckled on a kirtle, 
Reiwald of Dorset will never interfere." 

At last it was suggested by Odo that Turketul 
should be sent for from his retreat at Croyland, and 
the task be entrusted to him. 

It was done, and the High Chancellor promised 
to do his best. 

It was the morning of the day on which the pro- 
posal was to be made, and Algitha knelt in her own 
chamber, her pale face clasped in her trembling 
hands ; the die for her life's happiness was to be 
cast, and her whole soul hung on the issue. 

The young King had just returned from the 
Council, and retired to hui private chamber. His 
thoughts were more than ever with Eleiva. The 
very contrast between the dark, proud A^tha, and 
the fair and gentle Queen made him cling still more 
fondly to her image. 

A knock was heard at the door ; a page gently 
entered, and with a low reverence craved an 
audience for the late High Chancellor. 

Edwy slightly started at the name ; it brought 
back the memory of the detested Odo. With a 
sigh of weary pain, he gave orders for him to be 
aojnitted. 

Turketul entered ; a look of suffering shaded his 
haggard face as he greeted England's King. 

" Be seated," said the King with a wave of the 
hand, and his blue eyes scanned the aged features 
with a look of intense earnestness ; ** what is thine 
errand, Turketal ?" demanded Edwy, ** we have 
little time to waste, as we would be alone," and he 
pressed his hand to his aching brow — aching I but 
not so sorely as the bleeding heart. 

*'I have come on an important embassy," 
answered Turketul, '* important to thee, Kmg 



EDWY AKD ELOIVA 



123 



Edwy, and thy loving subjects, who are all naturally 
desirous to promote thy happiness ; and it has 
grieved them to see the shadow resting on thy 
brow — the weight lying at thy heart. The palace 
is dark-and lonely, Kins of the Saxons, without a 
fair queen to grace its halls. Thou ha^ sorrowed 
long enough for the lost one. My gracious King, 
wilt thou not turn thy thoughts to supply the vacant 
place left in thy throne and heart ?" 

There are times when in our just indignation we 
want words to express our burning sense of wrong 
and injustice — this was the case now. 

Edwy's heart glowed as it had never done since 
the fatal mandate had been given, which had for 
ever severed him from love and joy — ^he felt, indeed, 
outraged. What would that cruel insatiable tyrant, 
Enghmd, next demand ? 

iShe had parted him from his bride ; darkened 
his life ; and now claimed another sacrifice — that 
he should give his hand to a new queen ! 

Contempt — indignant contempt — fired that young 
soul. No, that heavy sacrifice should not be paid ; 
his heart and mind should be left free to follow 
their own dictates. 

" As my kind subjects have taken such interest 
in my happiness,'' replied Edwy after a long pause ; 
* doubtless they have also selected a bride for their 
King ; tell me the name of the lady." 

Deceived by the calm manner which concealed 
intense scorn, Turketul, congratulating himself on 
the successful accomplishment of his task, immedi- 
ately said : — 

** Ring Edwy, not one of the Saxon maidens is so 
worthy of the throne as tie Lady Algitha, Earl 
Ordmer's daughter. '* 

"Lady Algitha, then,'* remarked the King, **is 
destined to be my future queen ?" 

Turketul made a sign of assent. 

"Tell those who sent thee on this mission," said 
the young King at last, as if he were duly consider- 
ing the subject, while his listener strained his ears 
not to lose a syllable of the reply, "that England 
will never have the power of loosing me a queen 
whilst I hold the Saxon sceptre. Silence I not a 
word more," added the Monarch imperiously, " we 
have borne and suffered enough ; let the subject 
never be named in our presence again, either by 
thee or thy emissaries, or ye will iQl have reason 
to repent it ; this is our final answer, now we dis- 
miss thee from our presence." 

The late chancellor retired chafing and discomfited, 
to seek Ordmer and tell him of his failure. 

He found that noble in one of the palace apart- 
ments in company with some of his friends ; but a 
sign from Turketul made him leave and follow him. 

When they were alone, Ordmer anxiously en- 
quired, — 

"Well, my friend, how hast thy mission sped ; 
nas the King acceded to the proposal ; und is my 
daughter, the Lady Algitha, to be his queen f 



Turketul ominously shook his head, and then 
^repeated word for word the interview with the 
King. 

The effect on his enraged auditor was startling ; 
at first the earl listened incredulously, as though 
the tale were false ; but when the truth gained ad- 
mission to his mind, he dashed his clenched hand 
with such violence on a small table that it fell to 
the ground broken to pieces. 

"Rejected I rejected!" he thundered; **my 
daughter Algitha twice refused by that insolent 
boy. Once I smothered my revenge, but now I 
swear by Thor and Odin — by the gods of my war- 
Uke ancestors — that this second insult shall be 
washed out in blood : aye ! in the heart's blood of 
that golden-hairied youth who wears England's 
diadem. Now, neither Odo, Dunstan, or a whole 
world shall hold me back. I will at once to my 
castle to summon my followers to arms ; and when 
Ordmer next returns, Edwy of England shall quake 
in his palace halls." 

Turketul tried to calm this wild outburst, by 
representing to the Earl how mistaken his views 
and hopes had been about his daughter ; how 
utterly groundless, in a reasonable point of view ; 
but all in vaio. 

G-rinding his teeth with rage, Ordmer rushed to 
the apartments of Algitha, and bursting into them, 
exclaimed in a voice that made the vaulted ceiling 
ring again : — 

" Girl, thou art scorned ; thy hand rejected with 
^ontempt ; the King thrusts thee from him ; spits 
on thee as though thou wert lower than the very 
serf who tills the ground ; but hear me," and he 
seized her arm with a grasp that would have made 
another maiden shriek or faint ; but Algitha stood 
erect and proud, the blood mantling to her face one 
moment, the next rushing back and leaving it pale 
as marble. " I will have no shrinking, no holding 
back, if thou art base enough still to love a man 
who turns from thee with loathing, thou art no 
daughter of mine. I have sworn to have vengeance, 
and I will have it ; for only the blood of the Saxon 
Monarch can remove the brand of shame from thy 
brow. Prepare to leave this cursed Court within the 
hour, thou and thy puny child sister; and trust 
me, broad England shall yet weep tears of blood 
for the evil day in which her King trampled the 
pride of Ordmer under his feet." 

The wild rage of Algitha knew no bounds ; for 
one moment she longed to bury a dagger in Edwy's 
heart to appease her maddened pride. There were 
no tears in her burning eyes — ^the woman, the love, 
had died out. Nothing remained but the Evil 
Demon. 

Algitha looked like her savage father, with her 
red lips drawn back so as to display the white 
teeth, and her dark orbs flashing fire. 

"Yes, my father," she gasped, "we nuisthave 
revenge ; revenge to soothe my maiden pride. My 
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hand twice rejected ! Would I were dead," slie 
almost screamed, '* but I will live to see him die — ^to 
see him torn from the throne, and then Algitha will 
be satisfied. Gods of mj native land, do ye not 
blash for the shame of a daughter of your proud 
line. Let us haste from this palace, and hear me 
swear, father," and she fell on her knees, *' that my 
life from henceforth shall be dedicated bub to one 
purpose — ^to work out Edwy of England's ruin." 

** Enough," said her sire, sternly, "every minute 
wasted but delays the just retribution," and he 
Btrode|f rom the room to summonhis followers to horse. 
In another hour the party, with their ill-omened 
banner — ^the dark raven — were speeding in hot 
haste to the EarPs castle, Etheldreda, timorous and 
tearful, looking like a white dove in the midst of 
birds of prey. 

The King heard of their departure, but it aflfected 
him not. Deeply wounded by the morning's pro- 
posal, he remained in his own apartments for the 
whole evening, and nobody was admitted to his 
presence, save Cedric. 

Edwy informed the latter of the proposiiion for 
him to select another Queen, suppressing Algitha's 
name out of delicacy for the boy's feelings. 
The young knight expressed his indigna- 
tion in no measured terms. To him it seemed 
little short of sacrilege even to moot such an idea. 
Ordmer, on his return to his castle, called all his 
followers around him, and first binding them b^ an 
oath to secrecy, told them of his intention to 
openly revolt against the King, when he had raised 
a sufficient force. 

For this purpose he spent the whole winter in 
training up fresh vassals, and levying men to follow 
his arms. Algitha assisted him to the utmost. 
Sithric, on a half promise of her fair hand, joined 
the Earl's standard with his followers, and private 
emmissaries were sent to other disaffected Thanes 
and nobles to urge them t6 join the revolt, and day 
by day fresh numbers were enrolled under the 
wings of the raven — for dark treason held its chief 
stronghold in Earl Ordmer's castle. 

• ••••■ 

Turn to the Court. Paler and paler grew the soft 
cheek of Ina, and heavier her youthful heart, for 
each passing glimpse of Cedric but confirmed her 
ill-starred afi'ection ; hopeless, as she knew it was 
from the first, she had no power to struggle ; every 
trifling anecdote which reached her ears of the 
young knight's superiority, his generous soul, his 
high sense of chivalry, only deepened this love, 
which, refined from all taint of earth, absorbed 
every pulse of her being. The maiden felt that the 
idea of passing her life by the side of Kagnar would 
be a species of sacrilege, and resolved to take the 
veil in the quiet convent where her youth had been 
passed ; thmking that removed from the strife and 
turmoil of the world, she might perchance regain 
her lost peace of znind. 



Vain, delusive dream, which has shipwrecked so 
many of the young and fair. 

This determination she had not mentioned to her 
brother, as she thought it right first to communicate 
it to her betrothed husband. Ina watched her 
opportunity, which soon came. 

One day, as she and Eudora w w alkin g in the 
palace gardens, sadly contrasting the present with 
the past, when the young Queen had been the 
bright planet of the court, they were interrupted 
by two knights, Ragnar and Cedric, who poUtely 
joined them. Eudora's heart beat violently, whilst 
Ina fiushed scarlet. 

'*! would speak a word with thee, my lord, 
apart," said Ina to Eagnar. 

** Certainly," ha replied, somewhat surprised; 
as he well knew the maiden's indifference equalled 
his own. 

** Lord Ragnar," began Ina when they were out 
of ear-shot ; * ' I would wish to tell thee that my 
heart h not in our engagement, formed for us, ere 
we ever met, or could tell if our affections would 
follow on the bestowal of our hands. I would re- 
quest, my lord, thou wilt allow me to withdraw 
from this compact, and retire to a convent, which 
is more suited to my taste than the glare aud glitter 
of the world. I feel less scruple in saying this," 
added the maiden, *^ as I am well aware that thou 
hast no love fur me, and only a sense of honour 
binds thee to my side. Let us part," concluded 
Ina, clasping her white hands, **as friends, and I 
will ever pray for thy happiness. " 

"Lady Ina, answered Ragnar, after looking for 
a few moments intently at her averted face, as if to 
read her heart ; " thou hast been frank with me, 
and I will be equally so with thee. I feel admira- 
tion for thy beauty and gentle virtues, but not love 
such as thou deservest ; stiQ, I would never have 
withdrawn from the compact, had'st thou not 
voluntarily done so ; thereiore. Lady, 1 agree to 
thy wishes, and release thee from thine engagement. 
But ere we separate l§t me advise thee as a friend 
never to enter a convent. Believe me, fair maiden, 
hearts ache as much within those quiet walls as in 
the outside world. Do not burjr thyself in the 
bloom of youth and beauty within that stony 
prison, for thou wilt surely find some one to whom 
thou canst give the heart that never beat for me." 
A vivid blush rose to the pure cheek, but Ina 
calmly said — 

** Thanks for thy kindness. Lord Ragnar, but 
my destiny is fixed ; I shall never be an earthly 
bride. I trust thou wilt win, now thou art free 
and unfettered, some fair being to be thine own for 
life. Farewell ; when thou next hearest of me, it 
will be in the peaceful convent !" 

The Danish noble raised her snowy hand to his 
lips, and fervently ejaculated — *'A11 good angels 
bless thee, fair Ina ; thou art a fragile lily, unfit 
to battle with the rude storms of life." 
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So they parted, never again to cross each others 
path. Ina obtained her brother's consent to her 
taking the veil, and shortly departed to the cloister. 

Li tile did Cedric guess or dream of the fervent 
prayers daily breathed to Heaven by one pale 
Hovice, a shield for his unconscious head. 

Eudora was little less sad than Ina. The Earl of 
Shropshire, in spite of two rejections, still persisted 
in taking no repulse, and determinately clung to 
the hope of winning the bright maiden ; though 
her lustre was less dazzling ; for one form, one 
face, shadowed her soul. 

The occasional conversations she had with Cedric 
were dangerous to the poor girl's peace. There was 
poison in the cup she bo freely quaffed, aye, even 
to the dregs. 

• • • • > • . 

In the beginning of November we find Ethel of 
Here wood in her paternal domain. The whole of 
the autumn of the Queen's departure this devoted 
friend had patiently and untiringly searched for her 
royal mistress, but without success. The severe 
weather compelled her return home, when she was 
attacked by a serious illness, which prostrated her 
during the spring and summer months ; then she 
slightly rallied, and resolved in the commencement 
of the new year to resume her quest, hoping against 
hope. She had, with great grief, communicated 
her ill fortune to the £ng ; but not her intention 
of resuming her search. 

Ethel had invited a widowed lady, a near relative 
of her own, to reside with her as a protection, and 
to prevent all ill-natured rumours. 

Sir Albert and Lord Kagnar had come to visit 
her at different times, and both begged her to 
accept their services as escorts in her perilous un- 
dertaking. From some strange feeling the maiden 
declined Lord Ragnar's courteous offer, but held 
out a hope to the stranger knight that he might be 
permitted to guard her path. 

One sultry evening in September, as the Lady of 
Herewood was returning from a walk, attended by 
Guthred, who now formed part of her household, 
she encountered a youth, who abruptly accosting 
her demanded— 

** Art thou Lady Ethel of Herewood ?" 

"1 am," she replied, somewhat startled at the 
sudden question. 

"Then take this," said the boy, putting a small 
packet into her hand, and, turning short round, he 
was out of sight before the astonished maiden could 
make a single remark. 

As soon as she was alone, Ethel opened the small 
packet : it contained these few words, — 

*' Lady of Herewood, thy search for Queen Elgiva 
is useless ; I alone possess the clue to her retreat, 
but am not at liberty to reveal it. Enough ; she is 
alive and well. Breathe not one word of this 
missive '^o mortal, or thou wUt never hear again 
from m^. Some future time I may be able to tell 



thee the secret ; till then remain where thou now 
art. 

*• A sincere Friend to the lost Queen." 
Vainly Ethel thought and pondered who could be 
the writer of this mysterious missive ; she could 
find out no one she could imagine likely to have sent 
it. At laist she resolved to act in accordance with 
the contents, and wait a short time in patience 
before she took any decided steps. 



CHAPTER XXi. 

A LEADER FOR THE REBELS. 

Winter melted to Spring. The dark standard Of 
revolt was not yet unfolded to the broad light of 
day. Powerful and feared as Ordmer was by the 
land at large, he was not sufficiently popular to 
take open field against his King, and lead on 
England's haughty Thanes. 

A nobler and a princely leader was wanted. The 
far-seeing mind of Dunstan had discerned this need 
in the opening of the new reign, when he fixed his 
hopes upon Edgar ; and Algitha's dark impatient 
spirit felt the wisdom of this counsel. Her father's 
adherents did not increase rapidly enough to em- 
bolden them to run the risk of battle. Neither did 
the majority seem inclined to fight with the sole 
view of advancing the Danish Raven. 

A variety of motives, all containing some personal 
source, bound the insurgents together ; and only a 
small minority of Danish adherents, with Sithric, 
and some ardent admirers of Algitha's, were inclined 
to risk their lives in fighting the lady's cause. 

Odo, sanguinary as he was, could urge no reason 
sufficiently powerful to advocate the success of at 
once undertaking war. 

The absent Dunstan, too, who watched their 
movements, and seemed to read all hearts with an 
almost magic power ;gave his influence in favour of 
delay. The monk told them that they never could 
t-ake the field until a grandson of Alfred led them 
on ; — further, he charged them never to commence 
hostilities until his return, which should be the 
signal to sound the war trumpet. 

'*When the time is ripe, Dunstan will appear," 
was his unfailing reply to all messages from the con- 
federates. It acted like a spell on the insurgents. 

The most difficult one to have kept within bounds 
of prudence would have been Ordmer, had not pri- 
vate motives rendered him amenable to the suspense 
of delay. These motives sprang from the tenderest 
feelings in the Earl's nature ; and were connected 
with Cedric. 

It was necessary, before the father took such a 
decisive step (one which might prove fatal to his 
fortunes), to acquaint the young heir of his house 
with his intentions — to bid him gird on the sword, 
and fight like a lion by his side. 

But the avowal of battle, which a warrior imfolda 
with pride to his child, caused a strange dismay to 
fill the Earl's breast. 
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The blood-stained laurels, with which he sought 
to crown his son's name, were dyed too deep 
with treachery to bind that noble brow. His 
schemes, plots, and movements were kept as care- 
fully concealed from Cedric as the injured King ; 
and the kuowledge of the boy's spotless loyalty, 
which made this precaution necessary, brought a 
dark foreboding of sorrow to the Earl's breast, 
making him accede with relief to Dunstan's plan of 
waiting to unite Edgar to their numbers ; and thus 
postponing an evil hour, which he had not the moral 
courage to avert. 

We have already stated that Ordmer was one of 
those wild impressionable beinga, swayed by every 
breath of emotion. This fitful, excitable tempera- 
ment was characteristic of the Norsemen, and ren- 
dered their career so stormy and lurid. In the 
Danish earl it was peculiarly marked. No restrain- 
ing principle of religion or high feeling of duty, 
had tempered his full tide of passions. Like a ship 
without rudder, he tossed helplessly up and down 
the breakers ; now wild with passion and cruelty, 
anon sinking into depths of remorse and despon- 
dency ; one time urged headlong by evil demons, 
then swayed by the better feelings of his better 
nature. 

Cedric was the companion of these nobler im- 
pulses ; Cedric, the child of his loved Saxon bride. 

The nobility of heart, the intellect, the stainless 
honour of the boy, were a pride to his sire ; yes, a 
pride ! though he could not imitate them. No 
wonder he dreaded the moment when his son's feel- 
ings and his own might be placed in antagonism ; 
and after the first outburst of rage at the King's 
rejection of Algitha's hand had subsided, he might 
possibly have relinquished the idea of open revolt, 
had not Algitha been ever at his side, dropping in 
poisoned words to keep the wound rankling. She 
also was his child ; her happiness was blighted, 
her name contemned. This ever present thought 
tended to weaken the natural rectitude of Ordmer's 
character and his love for Cedric, whose absence, 
of course, tended to lessen his influence over the 
earl. 

• ••••• 

In a conspiracy, as in minor enterprises, a spark 
is needed to set the smouldering elements in flame ; 
an opportunity is requisite for the accomplishment 
of an undertaking — an opportunity extraneous to 
and independent, as it were, of our own designs — 
which must be watched and waited for, and warily 
but determinately seized. 

Such an opportunity occurred at this time to the 
conspirators, unlocked for by them, but not unex- 
pected by the prime mover. 

At the close of the year, dating from the Queen's 
departure, Edgar returned to the court. He has- 
tened to his royal brother to minister comfort and 
sympathy. The news of the sad disappearance of 
the Queen aad the mystery of her fate had reached 



the Atheling before he touched the shores of Eng- 
land. It had not been conununicated by those 
chiefly concerned. The despatch of a messenger 
involved much time in those days of slow travelling, 
and the Prince's movements were too rapid and 
varied to give a messenger a good chance of reach- 
ing him. Besides, Edwy felt too much crushed by 
sorrow, to undertake the added pain of communis 
eating it to his light-hearted brother. The tale was 
breathed into Edgar's ear by one who well knew 
how to treat the subject — who sympathised suffi- 
ciently with the wrong done the Kmg to gain the 
confidence of the boy brother, and use it for his 
own purposes. That one was Dunstan, who in the 
most accidental manner contrived to meet the 
Prince. 

The personal grievance of the exiled, degraded 
Bishop of Worcester seemed swallowed up in his 
manly grief and sympathy for his sovereign. He 
warmly urged upon the indignant Edgar the neces- 
sity of an immediate return to his brother, the 
very plan which the boy's really afiectionate heart 
had resolved upon. He insinuated that the exces- 
sive grief of the King might become morbid if too 
long indulged in, and render him unpopular with 
his less sensitive subjects. A war would be the 
only cure for England and her King, and the ever- 
recurring depredations of the Northumbrian Danes 
was excuse enough for the Saxons to unfold their 
banner. Edgar would then have an opportunity of 
rising in miUtary fame, and oomman'S^g a /eat 
portion of the army. From a mere nominal knight 
to shine in the revel, he would become a warrior in 
earnest, whose redoubtable name would be a watch- 
word in the battle rolls of the land. The idea 
caught the volatile mind of Edgar. His pride, or 
rather vanity (to distinguish it from a nobler senti- 
ment of the same name), was dazzled at the vision 
of the pomp and homage which would await him 
as the successful leader of a campaign. Thoughts 
of his warlike ancestors, and the immortal Al£red, 
flashed through his mind, and he longed to emulate 
their fame. Burning with a desire for war and for 

flory, he hurried to the court, the last words of 
)unjBtan rinmng in his ears : — 

**If thy brother has ever loved thee, he will 
prove it now, by granting thy request to leave 
Oxford and head his army. 

The King received Edgar afifectionately, but with 
undisguised sadness. The sight of his bright 
beaming face recalled the days when he had last 
beheld it, in company with her, who shone the 
bright day star of his life. Checking his expres • 
sions of sympathy with the melancholy impatience 
of a proud spirit, which resents an approach to a 
deeply seated and inwardly bleeding wound, Ed^vy 
almost abruptly dismissed the Atheling from his 
presence. 

Well would it have been for the young King had 
he recalled the parting warning of Eigiya, to draw 
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<^ inraywaardi boy to bis heart witii alSeotion, to 
save him from the snares of the' dark enemies lying 
in wait to rain and embitter hiB yoong' life^ But 
met than* ware those words remembered. Wrapped 
in the mantle o£ gkiom and nnarailing regret, Bdwy 
maVpd on careless of oonseqnences,^ too nobiy nn- 
snspicions to dream of the web. of' dark* treaebery, 
alorwiy and snrdly spreading round his path. 

When the Prince again found an opportonity of 
oo»?ersing. alone with the King, .he lost no time in 
pourhig forth his whole heart with youthful oonfi- 
dence. First dwelling enthusiastically on his lo^e 
for t^ih^dseda^ which had. remained unchanged, 
and beseeching.the King's consent to his union. - 

That ootunnt wa6 withheld. 
. £dwy, feeling so keenly the wreck that love 
makes in .a > life, fwas desirous (and perchance, 
naturally) to save his youthful brother from so 
: early in life linking his fate and fortunes with one 
whose fair face seemed her only charm in Edgar's 
eyes. Besides, the contempt with which he 
regarded the sister, of Etheldima, made him feel 
less sympathy wit|i hiis brother's attachment to a 
maiden of that houae. 

Influenced b^ these feelings and believing he was 
acting in> the kindest manner for Edgar's welfare, 
the King bade him endeavour to banish his boyish 
love>dream, and postpone all thoughts of encumber- 
iog himself with so serious an engagement, imtil his 
mind and oharacter were matured by time. 

The Atheling, bitterly disappointed in his dearest 
. hopes, turned to the other subject on his mind, 
though less hopefully and bravely than when he 
had mentioned the first. 

The pnoposal of a war to cure Edwy's grief, and 
£dgar^s request to leave Oxford and jcdn the army, 
1^. wishes the boy let fall of glory axid excitement, 
pcoduoed a momentary surprise in Edwy's mind, 
succeeded by stem sadness. ..^ \ 

** Poor, boy," said the King, with a half-smile,» as 
he laid his hand on his brother's should/er, '^thou 
art indeed young in real sorrow, to suog^st suoh a 
solace for my mortal wound. When the Queen of 
England left her throne and husband,, it was to 
avert the dreaded calamity of war in her behalf. 
The sword was half -drawn from its sheath to avenge 
her injuries, but it was replaced there. by that 
angel touoh ; there it shall remain till duty and 
JUonaur— not caprice or personal feelings — calls it 
toth. For th^e, iEdgar, there need be no disap- 
pointment. Were, war j^rocl^imed to-mprrow, thy 
years are too teod^, and thy position to the throne 
jtoo important to allow me to risk thy fate in 
battle^ and join the Saxon King, who has now no 
tie, no hope to bind to life. No, Edgar, thou must 
return to Oxford, and strive in a round of study and 
exertion to forget the gay dr^ms of love and war, 
andfit thyself to be a noble, worthy priiic§ and ruler." 

The last words were half whispered, as if uncon- 
sciously following ati^ain of thought^ wh^Qh.str€^h>ed 



beyond the wrecks of a blighted heart, to that 
bright boy as England's King. 

But E(^^'s heart caught not the vague meaning 
of the word pointing to the coveted throne ; divined 
not the noble motive which made Ms brother (now 
more than ever) sdek to make him good and great, 
even at the risk of being teo severe. 

Wounded in his dearest wishes ; incapable in the 
first rush of disappointment to exert reason to calm 
his feelings ; he burst into an uncontrollable fit of 
passion, r^nroaching the King with cruelty and in- 
justice ; hurling at him a torrent of angry epithets. 
Edwy's dignity as a King and an elder brother 
were alike insulted. He ordered the Prince from 
his presence, and the following day dismissed hiw^ 
back to Oxford, with commands not to depart from 
thence till he was summoned. 

Without a word of reconciliation the brothers 
parted. 

Edwy felt it due to his position not to overlook 
the affifont without an apology. 

Eilgar \^uld have readily made this atonement, 
and sought to regain the affection of his brother, 
had he possessed one true friend to advise him 
aright. Alas ! for him, Brithric, ev&t at his side, 
only increased his indignation, by representing his 
brother's treatment as unjustifiable and tyrannical ; 
and Edgar believing himself te be an ill-used victim, 
left Winchester in proud defiance. 

The time had arrived for the great trial of Edgar's 
character; and the crisis in the fortunes of the 
insurgents. 

How was he fitted to meet it ? Young, inex- 
perienced; a prey to his own early roused passions i 
possessed of no true strength of character ; without 
one ^tex6 friend. 

. It seems strange that the King should have been 
so blinded to the dangerous weakness of his 
brother's character as to leave him to the doubtful 
chance of - self -developement^ instead of retaining 
him by his side ; and by example and watchful affec- 
tion endeavouring to mould his disposition to his 
own elevated standard ; giving him the King for a 
friend and confidante, instead of the base, cringing 
substitutes for that holy bond, who surrounded the 
Atheling'a course. 

Yet, perohanoe, had Edwy done all this, and 
more, it might not have altered the natural bent 
of Edgar's nature. Caprieious and exacting, affec-> 
tion and confidence might have fed his exorbitant, 
wishes and demands, tul he became uncontrollable- 
in his arrogance. It is difficult to pronounce with 
certainty on the right or wrong course adopted by 
our fellow creatures in . their individual responsi- 
bilities. We can all mark and lament over the bad 
results, and loudly egress our .censure ; but who 
dare assert that a different plan would have . pcat- 
duced better effects ; or that we ourselves, undem 
similar circumstances, and endowed with a sioular 
organisation should h^ve acted niore wisely. , 
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Above all, it is a yain task for any human bems 
to se^ to create a noble upright oharaoter %nt oi 
weak oonflioting elements, unless the direct blessing 
of the Lord goes with the endeavours. 

A few days after the Prinoe's arrival at Oxford 
he received a missive from £arl Ordmer, praying 
him to honour his castle with a visit, and be present 
at some military games. As Edgar dfsbated 
in his own mind whether he could venture to dis- 
obey the King's command and go, another scroll 
was placed in nis handa It bore no name, no sig- 
nature, but was brought by the same messenger, 
and ran as follows : — 

*' Prince Edgar will find sufficient support in 
Qrdmer's castle to set at defiance the commands of 
any one." 

The note was evidently written by a m<»mber of 
the earPs household, who was well acquainted with 
Edgar's position, and sought to set his fears at rest. 
It, oombmed with Brithric^s persuasions, and his 
own ardent desire to see Ethcldreda, emboldened 
the wavering youth to throw all scruples to the 
wind, and regardless of the consequenoes of this 
wilful act of defiance, accept the invitation. 

A stately welcome was accorded the youthful 
Atheling. 

His well-known love of pomp and parade seemed 
to have been carefully studied in every gorgeous 
detail of ceremony and costly assemblage of luxury 
and splendour. 

Honours, only due to the throne, were paid to 
the Prince. Nobles waited upon him with bended 
knee ; his very looks and words were courted and 
treasured up by the Thanes, and tierce warriors 
ffathered round. Odo of Canterbury, who had 
dared to defy his anointed Sovereign, bowed his 
haughty head in lowly greeting before the dark 
eyed stripling, softening nis harsh tones to the 
humblest accents of respect. 

Homage, flattei^y, and excitement, steeped the 
boy's senses in a semi-intoxication 

Proud and elated as Edgar felt, bravely though 
he lorded it, his heart was true to one fair image, 
and he looked forth anxiously, but in vain, for the 
maiden who had lured him luther. 

In the chase, the wild, hot chase, pursuing the 
foaming boar, or the fierce weir-wolf, plunging his 
sword mto the reeking hide of the tusked animal, 
and dashing his lance at the savage brute, while the 
huntsmen drew rein to leave him master of the 
field, the thought of Etheldreda rushed blankly 
through his mind, and the cheers of his comrades 
brought no triumph to his heart. 

In the knightly ring, where the feat of skill and 
prowess sent the warm blood rushinc through 
warrior veinn, and beauty sat enthroned to crown 
the victor's brows, the fair Etheldreda was not 
among those stately damsels, and the cbaplet had 
no charms for Edgar. 

Neither shone she in the evening revel. In all 



the bewilderinff whirl of pleasure, not one glimpse 
had Edgar of her bright young face. 

In reply to his repeated enquiries about her sister 
to Lady Algitha, he was informed that the maiden 
was indisposed and kept her chamber. 

Three days of feasting imd revelry had swept by ; 
the elose of the fourth mMl come. 

Ordmer's halls were lit up with lavish splendour. 
The evening banquet was spread with the choicest 
profusion of viands, and glittered with golden 
goblets, gem-bound drinking horns, and ricm gold 
and silver flagons, encrusted in jewels. 

The minstrels struck their harps in wild rejoicing 
strains, fitting the feast of warriors. 

Banners gleamed crimson and sold in the flood of 
festal Ugh^ and the skulls ana arms of departed 
chieftains looked grimly from the oaken wails on 
the mirthful banqueters below. 

Since early dawn the noble guests had been 
engaged in the chase. Tired and excited with the 
day's sport, they entered keenly into the pleasures 
of tha groaning board, emptying the wine cup again 
and again. Loud rose the launi, the jest, the ring 
of many voices, mingling wiw the sounds of the 
feast and jbhe strains of the hazps. 

Upon a chair of State, canopied and adorned with 
England's crown, beneath the shadow of the Saxon 
banner, the white horde, on a scarlet ground, sat 
the youthful Atheling. Golden lions formed the 
arms of his throne, for it seemed nothing less, and 
a cloth of gold footstool supported his royal feet. 

By his chair of State stood a stately Thane, 
attired with the utmost magnificence, who tasted 
the dishes which were presented to the Prince by 
two younger Thegns on bended knee. Near them 
waited the cup bearers — fair, graceful girls, ready 
with their jewelled flagons to pour forth the ruddy 
mead or sparkliug hippooras when the golden goblet 
of the boyish Prince needed replemshing. 

On one side of Edgar sat lus host, and on the 
other the Primate of England. 

The gorgeous pomp of the Danish Archbishop 
contrasted with tne warlike plainness of Ordmer's 
attire ; but in the fierce, dark countenances of either 
there was a national resemblance and impress of 
kindred qualities which made them fitted to co- 
operate in their dark schemes. 

Yet the deep, bright eyes of Ordmer had a nobler 
light in tiieir broad, fearless depths ; they could 
vet soften to pity, and kindle at a generous act, and 
had the Earl known (in that stafi;e of his downward 
career) the dark recital of the house in Somerset- 
shire, he would have thrown aside the sword in 
horror, satisfied his daughter was avenged enough. 

Edgar was arrayed in lavish finery. His doublet 
of cloth of gold, studded with gems of every hue and 
size, was chisped round the waist with a massive 
gold belt, in which glittered a daeger blazing with 
diamonds. His gold-coloured hose and shoes, 
studded with gems, oompleted his attire. His per- 
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famed ringlets, of dark chestnut, fell lightly around 
his glowing face; glowing with pride and excite- 
ment ; the pride of state and luxuiy ; the excite- 
ment of the fiery mead ; but there was a restless 
look in the large dark eyes— an unsatisfied look, for 
Etheldreda was not there. 

The banners wave, the minstrels strike their 
harps, the hundred retainers below the upper table 
feast and jest, hailing; Edgar their liege lord. The 
Prince leans his head upon his Jewell^ hand, turn- 
ing languidly from the flood of inoense pouring in. 
The revel is at its height. 

When lo ! a sound of trumpets, as welcoming a 
noble guest ; a gush of choral greeting, rich and 
sweet ; a simultaneous movement among the 
knights, and Sithric — ^his fair curls falling from his 
white brow, his blue eyes upturned to a dark 
gallery above — springs to his feet, and placing one 
foot on the board, raises aloft a brimnung goblet, 
exclaiming — 

" Waes hael to the daughters of the Castle !" 

Edgar's eye follows his glance, and sees bending 
over the carved oaken screen upon the revellers 
below, the daughters of the Castle, Algitha, in all 
her queenly l^auty, attired in a crimson robe, 
embroidered with gold, her black tresses falling to 
her feet, plaited and starred with gold and gems, a 
glittering zone encircling her slyph-like waist, and 
Etheldreda, the timid Etheldreda, half shrinking 
abashed by her side, in robes of stainless white, 
edged with swansdown, and clasped with pearl, her 
golden tresses falling beautiful around her fairy form. 

One alone attracts the Prince's eager gaze. His 
heart throbs with rapture. In the rush and rise of 
revellers, responding to the toast, the Saxon 
Atheling's voice rings the clearest. His sparkling 
goblet is held aloft the highest, as springing on hu 
gilded throne he drinks — 

*' Waes hael to the daughters of the Castle !" 

Algitha bowed low to the homaee of the 
banqueters, and with a wave of her -vniite hand, 
dropped these musical words — 

** Our thanks, noble lords, for your courtesy, and 
a speedy meeting at the evening revel." 

With a bright, parting glance the sisters with- 
drew, and the wave of their rich robes gleamed Uke 
sunlight through the oaken screen. 

The banquet had no charms for Edgar. He 
panted to join Etheldreda to pour forth at her feet 
the burning love of his soul. With an impatient 
gesture he pushed aside the jewelled cup from the 
approaching cup bearers, and half rose to retire. 

A restraining hand arrested his movement. Odo 
whispered — **Nay, my noble lord and liege, with 
aU due reverence I would pray thee to honour the 
banquet with thy presence, and not follow the ex- 
amjple of thy brother." 

The whispered inuendo had its effect. It recalled 
Edgar's |>unctilious sense of etiquette, and chained 
him though relnctftotly to tiie feast. 



Affain and again the sparkling cup had to be 
filled and drained, and the mad fever (drcled 
through his young heart and brain ere that fatal 
banquet ended. 

It was a point of merit among the Saxons to 
empty the greatest number of goblets. On *^it^ 
occasion the length of theijr potations was measured 
to a sinister purpose. 

Flushed with a delirious and unknown sensation 
of love ; stunff to a pitch of almost mad excitement 
which would nave driven him on recklessly to any 
fate, and rendered him oblivious to every restrain- 
ing principle ; the Athelinff premised among the 
stream of revellers to the naU where the ladies 
waited. A brilliant scene of gorgeous decorations 
and florad decorations, soft strains of harmonious 
music, a flood of chastened lamp light, the Tninglmg 
of fair jewel clad forms, met the dazzled gaze and 
ears of the Prince, but his bewildered senses dis- 
covered that among the radiant groups ti^e daughters 
of the castle were not there. 

Hastily disentangling himself from the irksome 
officiousness of homage, he moved apart towards a 
remote corner of the lofty chamber, bidding his 
friends permit him to retire alone for a time, as he 
felt wearied with the day's sport. 

The distracted, searching eyes of the Atheling 
as he issued from the throng, arrested the attention 
of his noble host. ApproaS^g the Prince, as he 
moved along in haughty suUenness, he inquired 
with a ]^rofound bow, "whether the Royal Athe- 
ling desired aught within his power to obtain for 
him." 

Confused by this unexpected question, but too 
deeply anxious to lose the opportunity it might 
afford, Edear stammered forth l:ds hopes to have 
found the Lady Algitha among the guests. 

" Alntha, she is in yonder reoessed window," re- 
plied the earl ; ** An it please my noble liege we 
will call her hither." 

*' Nay, let me rather join the lady in her retreat," 
murmured the Prince, '* and I will not detain thee 
longer from thy guests." 

Edgar hasten^ quickly away, and stood beside 
Al^tha. Very fair she 'looked, and regal ; the 
bnght moon illuminating her jewel bound brow, the 
crimson robe floating round her with a sweep of 
conscious pride. But the eyes of the Atheling 
beheld her charms with the indifference of a pre- 
occupied heart. He only looked upon her yearn- 
ingly, eagerly, as the being who held witmn her 
white hand the sum total of his earthly happiness. 
There was no time for prelude or hesitation. The 
hot heart of the Atheling had paused long enough 

''Pardon me, Lady Algitha," he said almost 
haughtily, '* for thus intruding on thy retirement^ 
but I desired a few minutes sp^oh with thee." 

" Speak on, my noble prince," said Aigitha, a soft 
smile flitting over her face ; " I am only too mvLok^ 
honoured l^ listenisg. 
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" Thanks, lady ; my tale is socm told. Mine is 
not the toDgae to run glibely in flowery masses of 
never-ending discourse. There is one in the castle 
halls dearer to me than thrones ! than aught 
on earth 1 * I love thy sister, Etheldreda, and ask 
thee to lead me to her presence, that I may sue for 
her hand for the Athehng of England." 

' < Thou lovest her, " echoed Algitha ; ' * thou lovest 
mv fair sister; and how well or how deeply. 
Thinkest thou thy love could stand the test of trial? 
or fiery sacrifice ? Couldest thou crown her golden 
tresses with the blood-bought wreath ?" 

'*](t could stand all tests, an^ trials," cried the 
Prince, stung to the wildest excitement. * * 1^ me, 
proud lady ; dare not to condemn my love without 
giving me an opportunity of proving it." 

" It is well spoken,'* replied the maiden, a light 
of settled purpose gathering in her deep dark eyes. 
<' Thou shalt be proved, and this very hour. Ethel- 
dreda is a rare flower, too lovely even for a Prince's 
' doronet, unless he who woos her has first proved his 
faith. My sister's hand can only be gained by ful- 
filling certain hard conditions." 

" Name them," cried the Prince, hurriedly. 
"Nay, I may not do so," answered the lady 
calmly; *Hhey are of weightier import than thou 
imaginest — ^meet for a difierent scene. Tarry awhile 
alone, and I will return and conduct thee to those 
who will point thee out the wav for a brave knight 
to win a lovely bride. It will be a fiery ordeal, 
young Prince, can'st thou face it ?" 

Pausing ere her departure, she fixed her eyes 
keenly on his face, as if to read his very souL 

'* Aye!" exclaimed the ardent youth, *\an it were 
to pass through the flames. I would face any drc^ 
for Etheldred^" 

** 1 believe thee," she answered ; "my heart is 
•atisfied with thy sincerity ; but the mte of my 
sister rests with others who must be equally con- 
vince. Farewell awhile." 

Minutes passed. Nearly an hour elapsed, still 
the Prince waited in his retreat, the ricn curtains 
falling round, veiling him from sight. Still the 
dance and the giddy revel sparkled on, and the 
Kuests laughed and jested, knowing not l^e dark 
history enacting near. 
The curtains were raised. 
''Follow me," said Algitha, her stately form 
standing proudly erect. 

The Pnnce obeved courteously, leading the Ch&te- 
laine by her hand. 

In the giddy whirl and moving throng they 
passed unnoticed, crossing by the more deserted 
side of the festive hall, into another chamber, and 
jet another J some nearly empty, but all brUliantly 
illuminated. 
/ **Stay," suddenly cried the Prince. " Before 1 
proceed further, I crave a sight of Etheldreda ; for 
her sake I am willing to ouuce anyBacnfioe, hut I 
cUim that privilege ^rat" 
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'• It is thine," said Algitha lightly ; *• 
leading thee thitherward. But it must 
meeting, noble Atheling, and in my presence 
added gently. ** My father's orders are strict, and 
Etheldreda is too young and timid to have her peace 
of mind endangered." 

The beating neart of the Saxon caught only the 
promise of seeing his loved one. He heard not the 
closing doubt of nis honour and love — which might 
have roused some into becoming the very triflers 
they were designated. 

In a small oak chamber, dimly lighted, stood a 
white robed figure : the golden hair and snowy robe 
revealed it to be Etheldreda, though the downcast 
face was turned aside, hidden by the drooping sun- 
set curls. 

** Etheldreda, adored Etheldreda;" broke forth 
in impassioned tones from the Prince's lips, as 
springmg from Al^tha's restraining hand, Edgar, 
Edgar of England knelt at the maiden's feet. The 
lily white hand he grasped in his fervent clasp, 
gazing with wondering acuniration at its fairy size, 
then passionately pressing it to his lips, repeated 
those thrilling words—** Etheldreda, Etheldreda, I 
love thee." 

The pleading impassioned eyes, the warm clasp 
of the hand, had a sweeter eloquence than the 
most honeyed words. The overburdened heart 
needs no aid from language to relieve the weight of 
joy or sorrow. A tone, a sigh, possesses mightier 
power than polished rhetoric ; a look carries a love 
tale into the citadel, conquering the guarded trea- 
sure ; a tear almost pleads the soul away. 

In edlence, musical to both, with the glad pulse 
of happy emotion, they lingered. He, the worship- 
ping, adoring lover ; she the blushing, melting 
divinity. Then when silence became too intense, 
stole forth whisperingly that life-fraught question — 
•* Wilt thou be the bride of Edgar ?" 
The bride of Edgar I 

The words were softly spoken, but they breathed 
an intensity of fixed resolve, that come what might, 
she should be his bride. 

The maiden's rosy lips parted, whether to a sigh 
or a word none could tdl, for no sound escaped 
them ; but the other lovely hand she raised and 

S laced gently and childishly on the glittering shoul- 
er of the handsome prince. 

The delighted lover sprang to clasp her to his h gu rt ; 
his arms were round her, his lips approache^Pner 
drooping cheek, when a tall form interposed, and 
snat^ed aside the timid girl ; the clear tones of 
Algitha sounded forth : — 

** Stain not the brow of Ordmer^s daughter with 
a kiss ; only her plighted husband has a right to 
that. It rests for thee yet to decide whether 
Etheldreda is the bride of Edgar of England, or the 
bride of Heaven. Follow me to prove thy love." 

A dark frown lowered on the Athelin^s brow, 
his eyes flashed fire ; Kb that nooMnt the oaughty 
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spirit of his race threatened to break the toils of 
love, but Etheldreda, bending forward, laid her 
tiny hand on his arm, whispering — 

**0h, Edgar, save me from the gloomy convent." 
In her large blue eyes, clear as the cloudless 
heavens, a tear slowly gathered and fell, a pearl on 
the dimpled cheek ; the baby hand trembled. 

That shivering touch, that tear, bound the soul 
of the Saxon captive for ever. 

**I swear to do so," he muttered, in deep earnest 
tones. 

It needed no other oath to bind him. 
Algitha conducted the Prince down many a 
windSig passage, through many a chamber, until 
they reached a small sombre apartment, at the 
further end of which the lady paused, and pressing 
-with her foot a concealed spring, a trap door fLew 
open, revealing to view a steep narrow stair. Al- 
githa pointed to the gloomy descent, and whispered 
— ** Thither thou must go, and alone. At the foot 
of the staircase turn to the right, and the passage 
■will lead thee to a chamber, where one will be 
waiting for thee without." 

Edgar hesitated, but only for a moment. The 

possibility of an ambush lying in wait for him, and 

the knowledge of his helplessness, flashed through 

his mind, but he was naturally brave, and love had 

nerved that bravery to something superhuman, so 

the weakness quickly vani'shed. With a courteous 

bow to Algitha, Edgar swiftly descended the stair. 

The trap door closed above. Groping down the dark, 

damp pa:s8age, stumbling over rough stones beneath 

his feet, or coming sharply in contact with pointed 

rocks jutting from the walls, the slime of damp 

moisture dripping on his perfumed hair, the Prince 

went boldly on, arrayed in all his brave attire; went 

on to win his bride. 

The strange contrast between this scene and those 
he had left might well have made him doubt 
whether he dreamed ; were not his senses so over- 
wrought by mingled emotions of hope, f&ar, and 
love, as to take the marv 3I out of any event. At 
the end of a tedious walk, for no light helped his 
difficulties, the Prince fell igaindt a warm breatliing 
form — ^the one he had be m told to expect at the 
end of his goal. The figur.3 spoke not, but slowly 
turned a grating key rounu a heavy lock and threw 
open a door. As the lig it streamed from within, 
!^gar saw that the man held a drawn sword and 
was. masked. 

The Prince's heart beat luickly as he crossed the 
threshold and gazed around. In a long, low, vaulted 
chamber — not^unlike a dungeon — ^he saw a strange 
grjiij^. Twelve men, masked and cloaked, sat 
round a stone table, on which was laid an open 
book ; a skull filled' with human gore ; and tour 
cross bones. A large sheet of parchment was also 
spread out on the table, with a naked sword placed 
upon it. A lamp was suspended over this group,' 
{Uid shed flickering rays over the dim chamber. In 



every comer stood five men motionless as stataes, 
clad in black armour, with their vizors dosed, 
holding naked swords pointed clowaward. 

The dark guard near the Prince seemedto seardi 
him with their flaming eyes. 

The stoutest heart might well have been appalled 
at the sight of sooh a tribunal ; and the mettle of 
Edgar's young blood was tested, and the depths of 
his love fully proved, when, after a minute's 
wondering hesitetioD, he boldly advanced to the 
table. 

Oh, the days of old were the days when woman's 
love was prized ! On a smile of beauty hung the 
fate of kmgdoms ; for a tear in her eye, gallant 
knights would tread, like Edgar, bravely to un- 
known dangers, or death itself ; or for her memory, 
like England's King, sicken and pale in the splen- 
dours of the purple, true to one image, as the tide 
to the moon. 

What is the offering laid upon her shrine now ? 
We cannot answer, tor it is too frequently a de- 
serted one. The very positions are often reversed ; 
and woman is the chiyalrous, constant loving one ; 
man, the fickle, puny being— puny in the growth of 
that measureless feeling, love. 

When the Athelin|; approached the table, one of 
the party seated at its head, arose, and in a deep, 
sepulchral voice, thus addressed him : — 

** Prince Edgar, thou seest before thee a band of 
men, fellow workers in a great purpose, whidi 
thrusts aside every petty barrier of social restraint 
that it may attain its goal — the highest good— and 
wears the cloak of mystery and silence, that it may 
burst forth successfully in the daylight of trium- 
phant accomplishment. A terrible oath binds us 
togetherf which can only be divulged at the cost of 
life. . Kone enter- and none leave this chamber 
without being initiated into our confederacy, and 
swearing the same vow of secrecy. Atheling of 
I England, thy choice lies between taking this oath, 
or leaving thy bones to whiten in these dungeons." 
A chill ^eeL^ag penetrated Edgar's veins; not 

Eersonal fear, but a dim horror, as though a pitfall 
ad suddenly opened before his feet. To refuse 
compliance was useless ; besides his pride and love 
were roused, and with his wonted tone of super- 
cilious hauteur, though his heart was beating wildly, 
he answered — 

'*It seems I have no alternative but to grant 
your demand, therefore I take the oath." 

The Holy Book and sacred relics were handed 
from the table. The Prince was made to kneel 
before the speaker, and after kissing the book and 
the bones, repeated after him a vow so terrible and 
almost impious, that we shrink from narrating 
it. . 

When the oath was sworn, the principal person 
again broke the silence : — 

** Young Prince,'' he said, " we now declare our- 
selves to DC a band of twelve conspi ators, only 
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waiting to carry onr plot into execution, for two 
more members to make onr number complete. 
Thou art one ; the other place will not long be^acant. 
Thou, too, we unanimonaly select for our leader." ■ 
'* What is your purpose, and how can I lead ye," 
inquired the Prince ; boyish curiosity overcoming 
his other emotions. 

Even as he spoke, two dark figures, hooded and 
masked, glided in and stood near him ; but he saw 
them not. 

** Our purpose is a riehteoui^ one," answered the 
speaker. **We go fortn in the cause of the holy 
Church ; to defend her rights, and protect the souls 
of her diildren from the sons of Belial, who seek 
to trample on her sacred prerogative. We go to do 
battle against the strong and the oppressor ; to hurl 
the tyrant, the unbeliever from his seat ; and exalt 
to the now degraded purple, a noble successor of 
the war-like AHred. Thou art fitted by birth, and 
wilt soon be proved by thy valour to be wortl^ to 
wear the diadem of the land. The throne of Eng- 
land, which we shall win at the sword's point, we 
will give to thee Prince Edgar, if thou wilt be our 
leader." 

The scheme of treason against his king and 
brother, broke in awful blackness upon the boy's 
heart. The strong feelings of his better nature 
rose up promptingly, despairingly. Had he sold 
himself to heU fiends, to near such words ? Were 
he not in Ordmer's castle, he would have deemed 
himself transported to the infernal regions. 

Who were these men, asked his wondering senses, 
whence came they ? He had never dreamed such 
foul treason lurked in the land. Their seat in these 
hidden dungeons told a tale of treachery in high 
places, dark as it was wild. 
There was a dread silence I 
Edgar, pale as death, stood motionless ; the 
ffleam of his golden garments flawhing in the lamp- 
Bght; the wild bewilderment of his struffgling 
soul, seen only by those angels of good ana evu 
who were battling hard for the mastery. 
Which should -^dn ? 

Perchance he would have braved the threat of leav- 
ing his young bones to bleach in those grim vaults, 
and flashed before those men of darkness a stainljss 
knjght, victorious from the conflict. 

But, alas, for the holy guardians of that youth 'iil 
career, love — strong love, rose up in tempter's 
garb, and conju3'ed hmi to yield. A voice whispered 
m his ear— " Fcr Etheldreda's sake accept the offer." 
Springing f o' ward with a wild cry, the sorely 
presised youth e.^claimed — 

'* Strangers, hear me. I accept your propoiial 
from one sole ni3tive, the love of the L^dy Etbal- 
dreda. 1 know not your names or rank, bit strange 
words have beeu spoken to me of certain oonditicns 
to be fulfilled io win the maiden's hand. If these 
are the same conditions I am ready to subscribe to 
them, ior that prize, and that only. The threat of 



death I spurn with scorn, and the crown is too 
light a bauble to tempt me to dye mine hands in 
treason against mine annointed king. Yes, mine 
unknown friends; this scene has given me too 
clear an insight into the stability of a Saxon throne 
to maJke me covet the blood bought possession. 
Enough of this," he added, changing his tone from 
an innate feeling that such sentiments were oat of 
place ; '' I consent to be your leader — a leader of 
the rebels — on two conditions of mine own ; one, 
that Lady Etheldreda is my bride ; the other, that 
my bro.ther's life is spared. Edgar of England 
loves fondly enough to become a traitor, but not 
the murderer of his brother." 

A momentary indecision was apparent in the 
assembly. 

The boy's outspoken, and not yet tainted, senti- 
ments carried with them a strange weight of influ- 
ence ; but there were two of the party panting for 
the blood of Edwy-— one to glut his own hellish 
thirst, the other to wipe away an imagined wrong. 

<*Edwy of England shall not die!" said a low, 
strange voice ; *' Dunstan wills it not." 

That harmonious utterance reached the ear of the 
chief at the right hand of the speaker, who had dis- 
sented in hei^ from tiie Atheling's last demand. 
Rising, he said, in clear, decided tones : — 

** Prince Edgar, we accept thy conditions, and 
pledge ourselves faithfully to fulfil them when thou 
hast signed our contract." 

** We swear it," repeated every voice ; aye ! even 
the other dissentient person ; the two dark strangers 
echoed the words. 

Edgar was desired to sign his name on the parch- 
ment laid on the table, on which was written the 
foul compact. His princely name was the last, save 
one, in the spaces alotted for the supporters of the 
deed. A covering was placed over the other sig- 
natures. 

''The name must be traced in thy blood," said 
the speaker, and, raising the sword from the bond, 
he approached the prince. Edgar stretched out his 
arm, and fearlessly threw back the rich sleeve. The 
sharp blade pierced the white skin of the royal boy, 
the clear blood trickled forth, the fatal pen was 
dipped in the required fluid by one of the conspira- 
tors, and Edgar, in sullen defiance, silently wrote 
his name, and signed away the honour and peace of 
his youth. 

The covering was withdrawn ; the names of Odo, 
Sithric, and Ordmer's mark met his gaze, amongst 
other rude signatures. As he raised his astonished 
eyes every mask was thrown aside. Odo stood re- 
vealed, tiie dark speaker of the rebels ; Lodbrog, 
Gnesius, many other familiar faces flashed upon 
him, but Ordmer — Ordmer alone filled his thoughts. 
Springing towards him he exclaimed, 

" My Lord Earl, I demand from thee a solemn 
ratification of the promise of thy daughter Ethel* 
dreda's hand. I demand it now." 
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''It sbsll be thine, noble prince and leader,'* said 
Ordmer, cordially grasping the Athelingf's reluctant 
hand; *'I pledge thee by my sword to jgive the 
maiden to thee. To put it beyond all doubt we 
vrill draw up the treaty in writing. Right reverend 
Odo, wilt thou favour us by putting down the 
words, and we will sign it." 

The haughty prelate demurred at playing the part 
of scribe. 

One of the two strangers, who still retained their 
masks, advanced, and in beautiful characters wrote 
the required words on the parchment. 

The f rimate and the Danish Earl then scrawled 
their names to this second bond. 

** Now for a waes hael to the battle and the new 
Ein|^," cried the Earl, as, snatching up the blood- 
filled skull, he drained a long draught of the revolt- 
ing potion, and handed it to the Saxon Prince. 

The lips of the Atheling quivered with disgust ; 
the trial put upon his refined feelings wa^ indeed 
heavy ; bat he was too proud to flinch before the 
fierce, mocking Odo, and, with a steady hand, he 
raised the grinning skuU, and drained a draught. 
Odo quaffed it greedily, seeming to relish it more 
than the choicest nectar. It passed in turn to each 
of the band, the Danes displaying their national 
fierceness by the delight they derived from the fear- 
ful cup. 

"Now my valiant friends," said Ordmer, "the 
Council is ended, but ere we part let us raise a cheer 
— a Danish cheer — for our royal leader, the King of 
the Anglo-Saxon Isle. Long has the war banner 
hung idly on our walls, while with eaeer hearts we 
have looked forwaid impatiently to this hour, when 
our rightful chief shall take the head of his troops, 
and fight for his srandsire's throne. Now ! what 
wait we for to take the field ? — ^two things only ; 
pray Thor and Odin they be not long delayed — ^the 
arrival of Lord Cedric, and the return of Dunstan. 
Edgar of England, and victory to his arms." 

Again and again rose those shouts of greeting ; 
those peals of victory re^ erberatifig through the 
vaulted roofs, and awaking strange echoes in the 
silent vaults around. And as they died away from 
the sinking heart of the bewildered Atheling, the 
tall masked figure stepped forward. 

*' Dunstan has retmned !" said a deep 
melodious voice, which c;msed a strange thrill to 
pass through the listening assembly ; and throwing 
aside the hood and cloak, i:he Abbot of Glastonbury 
stood before them ! 



CHAP. XXIL 

THE HEALING OF THE BBAND. 

Where, meanwhile, was the bright-haired Queen 
of the Saxons ; the idol of Edwy ? Whither had 
she stolen to conceal herself from the anguished 
quest of love ; yearning to enfold her to its heart ? 
]^ow had she eluded me ea^r search of hatred. 



thirsting for her innocent blood ? During the long, 
long months of that painful parting, while Edwy 
sickened and faded in his rude Kingly honours ; and 
Ethel wandered in vain search over hill and dale 
weeping after her lost mistress ; while treason grew 
and gathered into the dark thunderbolt, threatening 
to overwhelm the land ; did she, the gentle 
Elgiva, know of the sad changes devastating the 
sunny home of her wedded love ; was she Biill 
living ; or had she mingled her blighted loveliuess 
with the forest leaves fading, beneath that great 
sorrow ? Had Govinda, the wild priestess, adoriu£ 
Edwy with a worship too deep for earth, proved 
true to the beloved of his soul ; or had her great 
nature, failing to perform the heroic task in a burst 
of natural hati^d, cast forth her defenceless 
rival ? 

To answer all these questions we must retrace our 
steps for more than a year in this story. We must 
leave the rebel in the rebdl's castle ; leave the 
island so fatal in its influences to the lives of our 
hero and heroine, and turning to another land, seek 
a calmer scene. 

On the northern coast of Erin, nearly opposite 
th^Hebrides, between which cluster of islands and 
green Erin ran the famous Giant's Causeway, th^m 
less defaced in appearance by the wear and tear of 
wind and wave ; and preseiitind; sufficient indica- 
tions in extent and height, to support the ancient 
tradition of its having been once the connectiii£[ 
link between the two opposite counties, inhabited 
by Celts of kindred appearance and habits. 

On this waste, whose wild rugged sides were 
washed by the waves of the ooean, and hollowed into 
many a cavern, stood the dwelling of a Celtic 
chieftain. 

A rude dwelling compared with those of the 
Saxon nobles ; but, nevertheless, the abode of a 
brave, respected warior ; and spacious enough to 
shelter not only his own household, but a number of 
vassals and warlike men. 

The long, low, irregular pile of rough wooden 
buildings, in part strenglhened by stone-wo:-k, 
extending into a quadrangle with wings, stretching 
into the shadows of deep, bhick trees and shru is, 
seemed originally to have c insisted of a collection 
of smaller dwellings gathe :ed around a princi] al 
one inhabited by the chief, like the plan of the 
Indian wigwams. Time liad united tibese huts 
under one common roof, anc. the better for prot«H5- 
tion, a strong round tower i ose at one side of the 
dwelling, of a style of arc. litecture frequently to 
be seen in the ruined towers now existing in 
Ireland. 

The principal entrance to the better part of the 
house was through a low, strong doorway, having a 
large shield cut on the rUde stone arch — a sign of 
the rank of the inmate. 

The hall within was of vast extent, though low 
roofed. It was ornamented with shields, spears, 
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and battle axes, and the heads and skins of wild 
nmmalH slain in the chase. 

Warm fires blazed on the four stones of the two 
wide hearths. 

Rough stone seats and piled skins formed the 
seats for the household and guests round the even- 
ing fire. A large long table, famished with heavy 
benches, occupied either end of the hall, and served 
for the meals m cold weather, at which every mem- 
ber of the household assembled in true patriarchal 
fashion. 

In the warm weather the chieftains generally 
regaled in the large court-yard which was carpetted 
with grass, and where a stone fountain trickled forth 
in crystal clearness. Either here or on the hill 
side, the Celts preferred to rest and eat the wild 
deer. 

The chieftain Gormac was an old man ; his locks 
were white as the drifting snow ; his white beard 
flowed majestically over his broad chest ; the snows 
of time were a crown of glory to his brows ; for he 
was a good man, benevolent and just. In his youth 
and manhood he had been a fierce warrior, foremost 
in the tide of battle, cleaving down the advancing 
foe with his sinewy arm ; the shields of his enemfts, 
torn from Kings and mighty men. hung as trophies 
in his ancient hall. But, though a t ;rror to the 
strong and the tyrant, he was gentle as the spring 
morning. The prayer of mercy never rose in vain 
to Cormac. 

Many sons and daughters, blessed the chieftain's 
home — the sons brave and stately as their sire, the 
maidens lovely as their dark-haired mother ; but 
the sons had fallen, in their early prime, upon the 
field of fight. They slumbered beneath the rude 
cairns of the mountaias, honoured, as brave men, 
by these synibolic monuments ; and their shields 
hung silent in the paternal halls. The daughters 
had wedded noble chieftains, and carried the light 
of their beauty to distant hearths. Malvina, the 
beloved wife of Cormac, had been summoned away 
to the Is ad of spirits, and the chief ^ould have 
been lone y in his old age but for one blossom on 
the ancle: it tree — ^the last of the race, Oscar ; the 
son of hs eldest son CuthuUin Oscii', had the 
bright be i.uty and majestic stature of ds sire, and 
everywht: re his appearance commanded respect. 

Inthosddays the birth and ranked a man was 
attested! y his superior beauty, valour, r.nd strength. 
The guad of pomp and equipage was no required to 
mark sureriority in those primitive days. 

The descent of the Celtic chief tar ^ was kept 
strictly j ure ; no inferior stream inte mingled its 
baser properties with the bright proud )lood. The 
chiefs ne^ er dreamed of wedding a daug. iter beneath 
their own high caste. 

The rise and fall of many years ; flu r'tuations in 
fortune, and changes in the whole so<. ial economy 
have encroached upon this exclusi'^' '■ system of 
maxiiages ; mesalliances have been fc rmed to en- 



rich impovoished ezchecj^ners as well as for other 
reasons ; and the repetition of this necessity has 
done away with the early prerogative of the chief- 
tain's unbroken heritage of physical superiority. 

The young Chief Oscar was fleet in the chase and 
strong at the oar. He could puU a skiBf over the 
foammg billows, and breast the stormiest sea, like 
one of the hardiest swimmers of the coast. The 
eagle's eerie was no inaccessible height for his un- 
failing foot ; like a roebuck he could scale the dizzy 
cliffs, and battle with the fierce vulture for her 
nests ; binding the £agle's plume, won in that 
death struggle, in the band that confined his bright 
tresses. 

The old man's eves, fast dimming with age, 
would kindle with their former pride as he gazed 
upon the gallant youth, aud^eard him narrate his 
day's adventures, reclining at the feet of Cormac, 
while the bards waited with their harps in the hall. 
One thought alone filled the young man with regret, 
and was shared by his ^: andsire ; Oscar's warrior 
mettle had never been tried by battle ; no war had 
given him an opportunity of proving his valour ; 
and his undinted shield could find no place among 
those of hia ancestors. 

It was a wild, bleak, winter's morning. Lower- 
ing clouds hung pall-like in the Heavens ; a fierce 
wind whistled past, scattering the down from the 
thistles, and blowing the dead heather over the 
lonely moor. On a rock by the sea stood Oscar, 
looking out to the grey surging ocean. Two huge 
wolf-hounds, Bran and Luath, lay on the heath 
near him, panting with fatigue of the chase, ; their 
large «yes gleaming with excitement ; their red 
tongues hanging out of their huge, open jaws. A 
bow and arrows were thrown beside the youth, and 
a youn^ doe, slain by the feathered dart, had 
slipped from his shoulders to the ground. Bearing it 
homeward for the evening meal, he had paused upon 
the giddy clifls to look forth on the sea. 

Oscar loved the ocean in all its moods, but chiefly 
in a st )rm, for then the mad battle of the winds 
and boiing waves seemed to awaken an imprisoned 
spirit \i Ithin his breasst, and set it free in the wild 
tumult. He loved, too, to gaze over the unfathom- 
able blue track, when the waves lay calm and 
bashful, like sleeping infancy, to scan its distant 
bounda y, in the vague hope that some white sail 
would l)om upon its bosom, which should break the 
monotony of the uneventful present, and summon 
to some wild unknown adventure, for which his 
soul panted, Uke the soul of eager, hot-hearted 
youth, ever knocking at the closei? gates of futurity 
to forestall their garnered stores, little knowing the 
dark gifts mineled with the dreamed-of joys ; little 
believing that it is Infinite Mercy which has kept 
those portals closed. 

A sudden peal of thunder ! a vivid flash of light- 
ning ! then a heavy burst of rain ; another, ^nd 
another flash, running along in forked flames oy«r 
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the heath ; the thimder crashiDg and reverberating 
through the rocks and archways of the giant's 
causeway. 

The dogs sprang up alarmed, with lowered tails, 
and dung shrinking to their master. Oscar raised 
his deer, and rapidly descended the cliffs, sprin^g 
like a roe from slippeiy rock to rock, till he gamed 
a place of shelter, under an overhanging clift', on a 
flat projectile of rock, barely large enough to admit 
them. Beneath, f ^r beneath, was a wide cavern, 
into whose dark recesses the waves dashed blindly 
with an anfl;ry roar. Above rose high sharp rocks ; 
before and beyond stretched the tempest-tossed sea, 
rising higher and higher in its wUd wrath till the 
foam dashed in upon Oscar. 

A .less practised foot or head would have been 
fiune from this perilous platform ; but the youth 
stood firm and gazed upon the tempest with a keen 
thrill of pleasure. 

In the flashes of the storm he descried the outline 
of a ship labouring with the waves ; now rising 
along upon some mountain billow, and then sinking 
in the foam depths as if to rise no more. Nearer, 
nearer it came, hurled along by the wind which 
blew strongly inwards. 

Oscar watched it with absorbing interest ; then 
as he descried the men on its prow, labouring vainly 
to control its course, a fear that they would be 
dashed upon the rocks filled his mind. Flinging up 
the deer on the rocks above, he scrambled up to it, 
and swiftly bounded over the heath towards his 
home. 

The old ohief was in the hall, polishing his arms 
beadde the warm blaze. Several Celts were gathered 
round him, engaged in the same employment. The 
old bard Ullin sat with his haip beside him, in a 
comer of the chimney. 

*' Father," said the youth, bursting in upon them, 
** a ship is driving to our coast ; it will be lost on 
the rocks of the causeway. Let us man the skiff to 
save the crew ?" 

** Awful is the storm," replied the chief, ''like 
the noise of a thousand warriors. The lightning 
scathes the children of the forest as a dauntless 
chieftain cuts down the pride of his enemies in the 
battle. Surely no vessel can live upon that angry 
giant the ocean. Tet Cormac likes not that the 
spirits of the strangers should come to his shores, 
and sigh around his dwelling, asking wherefore he 
stretched not forth the hand of help T Therefore 
summon ten men to man the skiff ; but beware of 
thy yoimg life, Oscar — ^last of a race of heroes. Join 
not the shades of the departed while thy place is 
untenanted ujpon the walls; for the old man's 
honour restrain thy leaping courage." 

The youth called together the bravest of the 
household and the best oarsmen, and hastened to 
the coast, followed by the yelping dog. An awful 
scene met their gaze. The small vessel was full in 
flight ; ita ouMto toni down, and the sails rent The 



nuserable crew had resigned themselves to their 
fate. Two of them sprung into the foaming waves ; 
the others clung to the sides in utter despair. Two 
female figures were seen clinging together and clasp- 
ing a broken mast. A tremendous gust of wina ! 
another flash of lightning ! the ship was struck ! 
the blackened remains were dashed forward on a 
rock, then liung into the boiling waves, and the 
hapless crew lost to sight. 

" Follow me with the boat," cried Oscar, spring- 
ing into the waves and swinmiing courageously 
towards the wreck. 

Bran and Luth plunged in after their master. 
Desperate was that battle with the waves ; that 
struggling against the whelming tide that bore in so 
fiercely to the coast. 

Again and again was the young chieftain caught 
up by the waves and flimg back into their boiling 
depths ; but he rose up and pressed on, determined 
to' save one life at all costs. 

Floating from the d^bns of the wreck, came a 
white figure. Oscar struck towards it ; a tremendous 
wave burst over him — within a few yards of the 
desired object — with angry roaring, hurling its 
showers of f>pray right and left. The stout swimmer 
rose to the surface almost exhausted, and for a 
moment paused to gather breath. 

The shouts of his followers reached him ; they 
were bending their oars to his aid. 

With a mighty effort he again struck forward, 
and, before another wave came between, caught 
hold of the long hair of the female. To return with 
the tide was comparatively easy for a practised 
swimmer like Oscar. Carefully holding the head of 
the woman, which was covered with a veil, above 
water ; ;the chieftain made to his boat, and was soon 
safely on board. 

Bran and Luath, meanwhile, had not been idle. 

Bran seized hold of the other woman who had 
risen to the surface, and gently floated her along, 
holding up her head by her hair. 

Luath had gone to the aid of a sailor who was 
striking desperately along ; he caught his jerkin in 
his mouth ; but the brave dog's services were now 
not needed by the man, who, with the boat in view, 
regained fresh heart, and made swiftly to it. 

When they were all near Oscar and his men, a 
faint cry was heard. Luath pricked his ears, and, 
turning round, charged through the foaming waves 
— sunk and rose again, holding in his mouth a tiny 
white dog. The little creature had valliantl^rswam 
after its owner till, exhausted by the waves, it had 
flung up its last cry, which haply reached the ears 
of the brave Irish wolfhound, llriumphantly grasp- 
ing the dog by its fleecy coat, Luath hastened to the 
boat, and was rewarded for his bravery by a pat 
from his master's hand and the cheers of the crew. 

Oscar paused for a while to see if any other human 
I being could be discovered, but there were none. 
^ Whatever might have been fate of the hapless orew ; 
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whether stimned against the sharp sunken rocks 
when the vessel went down ; or entangled beneath 
the debris of the ship, they rose no more. 

A few rapid strokes brought the party to land. 
The rescued females were laid upon the shore, and 
Oscar bent over them to see whether life was extinct. 
The white veil still hung wet round the face of the 
woman the chief had saved ; her dark blue robe 
olung heavily to her sleader form ; her arms, white 
as the foam, were bared by the winds ; and the vest 
was torn aside from the lovely neck, revealing a 
skin softer and fairer than the down of the cygnet. 
Long tresses, uncurled and heavy with sea water, 
fell m dripping masses over her shoulders, mingling 
with the K>lda of the white veil. 

Oscar gazed admiringly at the perfect proportions 
of the still figure, and gently raised the veil, with an 
earnest hope that life might not be flown from so 
fair a form. What was his surprise when, instead 
of the lovely face he had anticipated, he beheld the 
faultless outline of very delicate features, covered 
by a tightly fitting mask of silvery whiteness. 
Bending low, very low, to discover if any breath 
came from the pale lips visible through the screen, 
for an innate feeling of respect f orebade him to 
penetrate the mystery of that^ strance disguise ; he 
perceived them move and a faint sigh escape. The 
waxen lids then unclosed, and the loveliest brovirn 
eyes, which had ever shone upon the chieftan*s 
path, gazed fully into his — first dreamily ; then 
wonderingly ; anxiously — and her white hand was 
raised toner mask. Gently, the chief assured her 
she was safe ; that no hand should molest her. 
Whether the accents of his ton^e were foreign 
to her ear, or emotion and fatigue had been too 
overpowering, the eyes again closed, and she fell 
into another long swoon. 

The other female had revived more fully under 
the treatment of the Celts, who poured a cordial 
between her lipa She was a dark-featured, hand- 
some woman, a little past the prime of life, with 
heavy black eyebrows and black hair. On opening 
her eyes they fell upon the red open jaws of a huge 
hound and the rough faces of savage-looking men. 
A shriek escaped her lips, and she sprang up, gesti- 
culating wildly in the Scandinavian ton^e. Little 
did the good woman know that she was m the hands 
of good Samaritans, and that the great brute was 
tenderer than many human beings. Her fears 
were scarcely allayed by the friendly tones of the 
young man who address^ her in her native tongue, 
with which he was slightly acquainted. JElefuaing 
the assistance of any of the band, and shrinking in 
horror from the dog, Hilda — ^for it was she — ^turned 
anxiously to her companion. 

The chief bade her come to his home, where food 
and shelter would be given them ; and raising up 
the slight form in his arms, he trod lightly up the 
hill with his lovely burden, little knowing that he 
held in his arms w lost Queen Qf a migh^ nation I 



Hilda, bewildered and fri^tened, thoueh some- 
what relieved by finding she was permitted to walk 
unbound, and the sailor of her ship was in equal 
libertv near her, while the Celts showed no wish to 
join them, breathed a short prayer for deliverance, 
and followed faithfully her beloved mistress, affec- 
tion for whom had made her undergo so many 
dangers. A cry of terror escaped hor lips, as brush- 
ing past came another shaggy hound, holding in its 
mouth the dripping littleiavourite of the Queen, 
who, but for Luath, would have been first drowned 
and then forgotten, for the exhausted animal had 
simk upon the sand too weak to move, all unnoticed 
by the party who were occupied with various 
duties. Luath, however, remembered his rescued 
friend, and again raising him gently in his mouth, 
trotted swiftly after the Chieftain. Hilda, imagining 
he meant to devour the little do^ for a nice meal, 
pointed out the ferocious-looking hound to her com- 
panion, who, in no way concerned at the matter, 
quietly watched Luath force his way to his master's 
side, wagging his bushy tail in acknowledgment of 
an approving word. 

A cordial welcome was given to the shipwrecked 
strangers by the old chiefUiin. He enquired not of 
their name or intended destination ; but offered 
them the best fare and shelter of his root The 
women were lodged in a comfortable apartment ; 
their wants supplied by the females of the house- 
hold, while the sailor was committed to the care of 
the men, and soon recovered from the effects of his 
wetting when clad in warm clothes, and regaled by 
a substantial meal. 

But it was long, very long, ere Elgiva awokp from 
that second swoon, and yniem she did revive, the 
shock on her already tried system was so great that 
she relapsed into a low fever, passing days and nights 
in deep stupor or delirium. Hilda watched over her 
faithfully ; all the recipes for sickness among the 
rude Celts, and every care and comfort the castle 
afforded, were freely given for the relief of the 
suffering stranger. 

Not one enquiry did the Chief or his grandson 
make to Hilda about the name 'of her mistress. 
With a delicacy of feeling which would have done 
honour to the highest and most refined, they res- 
pected the mystery of the disguise, and had it 
suited the stranger's pleasure to live amon^them 
for years with her story untold, Cormac wouki have 
treated her as the most honoured guest. 

The olden days read us many a lesson, which we 
proud inheritors of superior intellectual culture 
should do well to ponder over. The noble hospitality 
of the Celt, which in a lesser form has been trans- 
mitted to his Highland descendants (though now 
becoming more tradition than practice), the chivalric 
defence of the weak ; the constant devotion to one 
love ; the high reverence of honour and valour ; the 
contempt of aufht, mean, or treacherous ; tiiese 
1 leading traits of tho ^Arly sges-Tftre they to be 
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found in the present day T We most lude our 
diminished heads before many a story of the past ; 
and, alas ! for the truth, they were heathens ; we 
are called Christians. 

Even the sailor was never questioned ; but he 
knew nothing about the lady's history, and in open- 
ness of heart told his simple story, that he was a 
British seaman, engaged by a Druid Priestess, to 
convey two females to Ireland. They were bound 
to the north coast of Ireland, to a certain Chieftain's 
dwelling, near the Giant's Causeway. In all pro- 
bability the very one into which they had been so 
stormily ushered. 

How had Elgiva found her way hither from that 
fatal forest ? We must briefly answer the enquiry. 
Tenderly Grovinda nursed the hapless Queen of 
Edwy, in the dark but safe shelter of the cavern ; 
tenderiy, and with an unselfish devotion which 
never faltered. Beneath the touch of her skilful 
fingers the pain of the wounded face subsided, and, 
after a few days' perfect repose, passed in almost 
unbroken slumber, Elgiva recovered sufiicient 
strength to understand what was passing around, 
and feel a grateful desire to know sometlung of her 
noble deliverer. With surprise and admiration she 
learnt from Crovinda her name and high rank ; 
surprise at a Cambrian Princess being generous 
enough to rescue a Saxon Queen, mingled with 
warmer feelings of interest for the beautiful 
Druidessa, round whom the deeper cords of her 
being were drawn by the mysterious influence of 
kindred natures. 

In Gk)vinda — the wonderful, enchanting Govinda 
— ^the hi^h minded Elgiva felt she could hav^e found 
a soul fnend. Earnestly she longed to rescue that 
noble being from the chains of Heathendom, but on 
the present occasion there was no time for more 
than a passing remark on the subject, which was 
coldly received. Elgiva felt nervously anxious to 
leave a land so fatal to her safety, and frankly con- 
fided her wishes to Govinda. The Dniidess set the 
Queen's fears at rest by promising to find her a 
speedy and safe asylum on a foreign shore. A near 
kinsman of her house dwelt on the north coast of 
Ireland, sin^arly the very chieftain whose son had 
rescued Elgiva from the waves. To his home she 
proposed sending Elgiva, with a bracelet and a 
message from her asking shelter for a British min- 
streleSB, a maiden of high birth, whom adverse for- 
tunes had stripped of nome and patrimony, and 
her attendant, for in this humble guise it was neces- 
sary for the Saxon Queen to conceal her rank. 

On the scarred face of the royal lady Gk>vinda 
placed a silver mask, wrought of the finest work- 
manship, and dipped seven times in the magic foun- 
tain. The Dniidess gave a bottle of the same 
precious fluid to Hilda's care, telling her to dip the 
Queen's mask in it every evening at tiie twuight 
hour, cheering Elgiva with the hopa that in seven 
mo&ths time the scars, would have disappeared. 



The Queen's sad heart echoed not the h<^ ; the 
recovery of her lost beauty seemed of little moment 
when husband, home, and happiness were gone for 
ever. 

Faint and weary, she entered the vessel which 
Govinda had ordered ior her conveyance, and was 
clasped to the heart of the beautiful priestess. One 
solemn promise Elgiva extlracted &om this wondrous 
maiden m parting — ^that she would never reveal her 
retreat to the King. This Govinda pledged herself 
to do. 

Thus they parted, the vessel performing its voyage 
in safety until the terrible shipwreck we have 
already narrated. 



The winter had passed — ^the dark, cold winter. 
It seemed as if Elgiva could never raise her wasted 
frame from the couch of sickness whUe the winds 
howled around, and the ocean kept up its dreary 
accompaniment of ang^ waves and mournful wail- 
ing. Shudderingly i£e listened to the blast, and 
lay weak and trembling beneath the terror of those 
strange sounds and the dim but dark memories 
haunting her of some sad lost past ; dim they were 
in that fever time— often shapeless — ^but still hover- 
ing roimd her with a vague anguish, and retarding 
her quick recovery to health. 

In the first interval of returning consciousness 
Elgiva sent Hilda with the bracelet and message to 
Cormac. Oscar, who was acquainted with the 
Scandinavian tongue, interpreted the words to his 
grandsire. The old Chief received the token of his 
young kinswoman with pleasure. He had never 
seen lier, but had heard of her dedication to the 
priesthood, and the absolute sway she exercised as a 
prophetess of the Cambrian people. Courteously he 
baoe Hilda tell her mistress she was welcome tore* 
main under his roof as long as it suited her pleasure. 

The British sailor now formed one of the house- 
hold. Being no way anxious to return to Cambria 
he settled down gladly among a kindred people, and 
devoted his services joyfully to the good old Chief. 

The winter had past, and Spring dawned fair and 
glad. With the Spring breezes dawned a faint glow 
of health in the feeble frame of Elgiva. Once more 
she left her chamber, and wandered forth, leaning 
on the arm of Hilda, followed by tiie little dog. 

The early summer kissed the blossoms into bloom ; 
tinged with deeper hue the emerald groves, and laid 
a gentle hand on the deep blue ocean till it caressed, 
with pla3^ful murmurings, her shining feet. The 
early summer breezes wantoned through the myrtle 
groves, stealing the fragrance of the blushing rose, 
and the woodbine's and violet's balmy breath ; 
waving with sportive glee the flowing tresses' of 
Elgiva, as she moved amid the flowery valleySy 
and over the heathery uplands of that new-found 
lovely home. 

Not as a gleewoman lived the royal Sax^ in %he 
mansion o£ Uormad but as a daughter of the houso 
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—loved and respected by all. When ehe touched 
the floonding harp, in the Chieftain's halls, and the 
tones of her silvery voice rose and fell with enchant- 
ing sweetness, the hearts of the Celts thrilled with 
delight, and UUin, the aged bard, hailed her the 
sweetest minstreless in the land. But the Chief 
would never permit Elgiva to ^nsider her musical 
talents were any claim to his shelter ; therefore only 
on rare occasions would he permit her to gratify his 
numerous retainers by singing to the harp at the 
evening meeting. 

'* The spirits of the hill have sent thee to be a 
daughter to my solitary old age," he said, laying 
his hand on £lgiva*s golden brown ringlets, *' and 
as a daughter £alt thou tarrv with Cormao till his 
branches, are laid low with the ground." But 
often would that strange daughter, with the light 
footsteps and sunny curls, and the dark eyes gleam- 
ing through ihe silvery mask — ^thatgracefm daughter 
of the winds and waves, touch her harp for the old 
man's ear, as he sat in his ancient halls, polishing 
his arms, or leaninc with closed eyelids against the 
wall, listening in tne dreamy twilight to the sweet 
sounds floating round. The days of his youth, the 
love of his li&, came back and flooded memory's 
temple with sunny radiance ; came back and 
filled the darkening hall with airy visions and 
brl^t faces of olden times; gentle voices of the 
past whispered again the tale of love no time could 
unwrite from the soul's tablets, and a rainbow girt 
the old man's winter as he sat encircled by the 
waves of melody. Who shall say what deep 
emotions swelled the heart of the minstreless, as 
those melting notes gushed from her slender throat? 
A voice of matchless melody, which blent in har- 
mony with her own, giving to its silvei altitudes at 
richer fuller meaning, sounded again with mocking 
beauty. Visions of courtly splendour ; the brilliant 
blaze of one high festival, when the inspired Sappho 
of the admiring throng — the bardic crown — was 
placed upon her brow ; star-lit nights deep and 
tender, when the bower of love was cradled on the 
waves of melody ; dawn wakincs, when the hush of 
slumber was broken by lark-like thrilling strains ; 
echoes of the huntsman's horn, sounding o'er the 
breezy plains ; snatches of triumph greetmg, when 
a hundred harps shivered iu the thunder of deep- 
sung welcome. 

Surely the world of music, so deeply interwoven 
with her fated history, must have sent these 
mocking phantoms forth to gather in the gleaming 
twilight round the slender songstress and the hoary 
chief. 

Malvina (for by this name was Elgiva known) 
loved and reverenced the quaint old chieftain — bo 
tender-hearted, wise, and strong. His language of 
sad , poetiy was not unknown to her ear. The 
Scandinavian dialect of her mother was familiar to 
Elgiva ; and Ulrica had also taught her daughter 
the British tongue, which greatly resembled this 



language. The Danish princess had acquired it for 
love of ner friend, Queen Elgiva, who delighted to 
converse in her loved Cambrian tongue. This 
knowledge, and the facility Elgiva possessed of 
attaining perfection in languages, soon made her a 
proficient in Gaelic, and able to improvise in it to 
her harp. 
And Oscar ? 

How did the young chief regard his father's 
guest ? . Was she a sister to his solitary youth T 
did he envy her her place in the old man's 
affections ? Alas I for Oscar. 

Sister ! friend ! inspiration I glory ! — all, and 
more was the masked maiden to the Chief of Erin. 
The touch of her snowy garments thrilled his soul 
with rapture, as the asper quivering in the breeze. 
The fall of her ringlets on the summer breeze made 
him drink in the air eagerly as though its gales 
were perfumed with the sweets of Arabia. The 
glance of those deep bright eyes shone into his very 
soul of souls — ^lifting up its tides of worship and 
devotion as the moon sways the surging ocean. To 
follow her at a distance ; to sit awhile beside her on 
the rock-bound cliffs ; on those rare occasions when 
he ventured to intrude upon her solitude. To cull 
for her the fairest flowers ; to rob the forest of its 
choicest prey, to form soft skins for her couch ; 
to snatch the plumage of the golden eagle-r-the 
feathery Heron's snow-decked wing, and bind them 
in the circlet round her sun-dyed tresses. To watoh 
her kind attentions to his grandsire, ministering to 
his wants as only woman can. All this formed the 
dangerous joy, the absorbing pursuit, of the young 
mairs life. — Fatal, fatal joy I 

Luath shared his master's feelings ; he courted 
the society of Elgiva, and was constantly her com- 
panion in the walk. Bolder than the yoimg chief, 
his great feet would tramp up the winding stairs to 
the turret chamber the Queen occupied, and which 
commanded a lovely view over land and sea ; and, 
scratching loudly at the door, would find a ready 
admittance. Perhaps another attraction for Luath 
was his little friend Haco, the Queen's dog. 

A strange attachment had sprung up between 
these two opposite specimens of the canine race. 
Haco, like all mites, lorded it over his huge friend, 
ruling him with unmerciful hand. The choicest 
mbrsels, and bones, were snatched away from the 
great jaws of Luath and capriciously buried by 
Haco, whose pampered appetite often failed to 
gratify his love of acquisitiveness. The patient 
brute had to wait the pleasure of his petty tyrant 
ere he could get a morsel ; and sometimes waited 
in vain, being called away by his master ere he had 
enjoyed his meal. Luath's affection for Haco never 
failed. He often fought his battles with the other 
dogs who would not submit to the airs of the spoilt 
mignon. 

One day, Bran, a savace female, seized Haco in 
her mouth, and, shaking nim fiercely, would have 
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shortly ended his career had not Luath roflhed upon 
her and forced her to drop her prey. A sharp 
battle ensued for Haco, wnich might have ended 
seriously had not some of the men interfered 
between the combatants. 

The Queen's pet lay ill for many days, and expe- 
rience made him wiser. He never again ventured 
to disturb the peace of the ^ig dogs unless under 
Luath's especial protection. The shaggy back of the 
faithful hound served him as a warm pillow when 
the dogs lay stretched out together before the even- 
ing blaze. 

While time glided away so peacefully in this calm 
retreat, and the rescued strangers shed a new light 
and interest round the chieftain's dwelling, what 
were Elgiva's feelings ? 

Was it peace with the Saxon Queen in this house 
of peace? 

Did the days and nights steal on, darkened by no 
hauntins shadow — ^no lingering regret ? 

Was ^e position of adopted daughter to Cormac 
bright enough to blot out the dark word banish- 
ment — ^baniuiment from the husband's heart and 
hearth? 

Was it peace with Elgiva ? 

Ah ! no. 

With returning strength came returning clearness 
of perception, andthe past rose up in all its chequered 
history. The study of its events became the study 
of her life ; regret for the past the ceaseless ciy of 
her soul. There, in that solitude, far from tnose 
who might have seized upon her weakness and used 
it to divert her from her purpose, there she could 
take the mask from her heart, and lay bare all its 
anguish, weep floods of bitter tears, and call cease- 
lessly on Edwy to forgive. 

Ah I the thought that she needed his forgiveness 
was a bitter pang. 

What had severed them ? 

Gruel men had hated her innocent happiness and 
sought to destroy it, but she had furthered and ac- 
complished their design by her own act. Might 
not that act have been premature ? Had she waited 
in patience, tarrying by the side of her liege lord, 
who shall say whether Providence might not have 
blessed his efforts to keep her with him. The terri- 
ble issue of her generous plan for converting Odo 
into a friend humbled her. It seemed a direct 
punishment from heaven for having trusted too con- 
fidently in her own judgment and heroic self -SLcrifiee. 

Well would it be for many had they no bitterer 
cause of self reproach than the gentle Queen, who 
was merely her own enemy, and had erred from over 
nobility of nature and extreme unselfishness. !None 
could bewail more fervently than she did the error 
of that fatal step. Earnestly she prayed for forgive- 
ness ; prayed that no evil or injury might happen to 
her beloved Edwy ; that the act which she had 
trusted would prosper him, and the land mi^ht be 
freed from its human presumption^ and laid with 



all future consequences in His hands, who knoweth 
what is best for all. 

These communings with Heaven afforded a strong 
consolation ; but for them she would have sunk 
beneath the burden of painful reflection, bitter 
regrets and harrowing suspense about the state of 
the King. 

Still, though the mental conflict was sanctified 
and lightened from above, it wrought a sad effect 
on the health of Elgiva. 

Her step grew weaker; her form more fragile, 
as days rolled into months, and months into years, 
and still no word, no sign, came from that silent 
past, from which she was severed for ever. 

And hour by hour, as the brand of sorrow printed 
itself in the bleeding heart of the Queen, the brand 
of the false Prelate was healing from the once 
bright face. Each eve, as Hilda dipped the silver 
mask in the charmed fluid, and held the small 
mirror to lier mistress's gaze, Elgiva beheld the scar 
fading, and the cheek resume its pure snow tinting 
— ay, white as the driven snow, untinged by the 
faintest flush of dawn — ^the rose had died for ever 
from the cheek of England's Queen. But her eye 
brightened not at the returning beauty, neither did 
her heart throb responsively to Hilda's predictions, 
that when the brand was healed she would return 
and reign over the land. Sometimes a wild hope 
flashed through her mind that she would once more 
meet her beloved one ; but it soon died away into a 
melancholy presentiment that they never would be 
re-united on earth, a presentiment very different to 
the dark haunting forebodings to which she had 
yielded so unresistmgly in her days of sunshine, and 
which had helped to work out her doom — ^but a 
sure, calm certainty, a whisper from a higher world, 
sanctified by child-like trust, and prayer to the 
All- Wise Ruler of Events, that He would be her 
guide and support through the solitary earth pil- 
grimage. 

A sound of war and battle ! — distant battle ! The 
young Chief is summoned away ; his maiden shield 
is brought forth ; the old man gives his tearful 
blessing ; the warriors wait around ; Malvina throws 
a silken scarf around the shining corslet ; a sigh 
escaped her ; the bright eye is turned 'away to hide 
the dimming shadows. 

Ah, she sees not the broad-limbed Celts, but a 
vision of twelve noble knights, and a lovely band, 
decking them with silken colours, in the joy-light 
of kingly halls. 

Oscar hears that sigh ; it thrUls through his 
heart of hearts, bowing low, over the white hand, 
to press there a parting kiss ; the bright curls 
sweep over it, hiding a falling tear. 

Hark! 

A burst of stirring music ; the tramp of many 
feet. Oscar has gone ! gone over the stormy sea. 

- The old man was lonely now ; but Malvina, his 
alopted daughter, cheered him with her voice 
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and harp; cheered him by her gentle pre- 
eenoe, re^Iinuif on Mxm a^ his feet in the solemn 
gloom of the Autumn evemng. 

The old man's., hand often, strayed caressingly 
anmng her shining ringlets, now released from the 
▼olut^, which marked her bri^f months of matron 
dimiitr^ and 'flowing in th^ girlish freedom. The 
■liken toncn of those tresses seemed to recall the 
days Y^hen his own.Malvina sat by his side ; and 
he drew the Cambrian stranger closer to his warm 
heart, satisfied that his eyes would close with this 
new found daughter by his side. Had he discerned 
the love of his bright chieftain for the stranger ; the 
coldness with which he turned from the white- 
bosomed maids of Erin ? Whether his failing sight 
and dreamy thoughts, more and more abstracted 
from passing Uf e, rendered bim oblivious to the state 
of Oscar's feelings, or he remained blind on purpose, 
satisfied that the virtues and high birth of the friend 
of Govinda, rendered her worthy to reign in his 
castle, even though a mask concealed her face ; a 
mask which the hand of wedded love would be 
privileged to raise. Whatever were his feeling, he 
made no comment on what was passing round, and 
threw no obstacle in the young man*s path. 

Was Elgiva unconscious of the love she was 
awakening, and was daily strengthening in the 
young man's breast ? A love which war and absence, 
and the far-famed beauty of the maids of woody 
Morven, whither his white-sailed ships had borne 
him, failed to change. 

Woman-like she should have possessed a deeper 
I)enetration in these matters than men ; but Elgiva 
differed from her sex, not only in her utter absence 
of personal vanity and indifierence to admiration, 
but also in the peculiar character of her all-absorbing 
love. The knowledge that she was set apart for 
one, and one only in time and eternity, seemed to 
surround her with a barrier, almost as inacessable 
as that which divides the emancipated spirits 
from the children of Time. And this feeling 
was so ever present in her, that had the mask not 
shrouded hermore than mortal loveliness, she 
would have walked fearlessly through the world, 
satisfied she was guarded from the approach — even 
of thought . 

The ^ef s love was therefore a thing which never 
entered her mind ; she liked and esteemed him as a 
brave youth and kind brother ; but for the old man 
she cherished a warmer sentiment. The poor, tor- 
tured heart reposed in the shelter of that parental 
affection which she had never known, even from a 
mother. It was a safe, holy asylum, that place by 
the old man's side. There those haunting questions 
whether Edwy lived or died ? whether he mourned 
her loss or had conquered his sorrow ? ceased to 
trouble her with their unanswerable fears. 

But never in any place— never, wakinc or sleep- 
ing—did the golden hair and blue eyes ofthe absent 
one fade from memory's temple. 



The snow fell heavily to the ground, the wind 
whistled wildly round Ck>rmac'8 dwelling. The 
wtJkB over the heather, and the long watching on 
the steep cliffs over that vague, ever-murmuring 
sea were all relinquished, and Elgiva saw the short 
days wane in the shelter of the old castle. Haoo 
rambled about less than of yore, and la^ curled up 
on the lazy Luath's back, whose favourite occupa- 
tion was sleeping andplaying with his Uttle friend, 
now that the young Chiers bow remained unstrung. 
The Chieftain's eyes and thoughts turned anxiously 
to the sea for news of his gallant Oscar, and Elgiva's 
heart flew yearningly over the same expanse to 
Winchester's green glades, wh^e Edwy lingered. 

Another winter, drear and chilly. 

Another winter I and still no tidings, no sound, no 
breath from the lost happiness. 

Another winter I and the brand h^ faded from 
the face. Its old beauty, more lustrous than ever, 
met Elgiva's gaze, but the mask was still upon it. 

A vague feeling that some sudden, fatal change 
would attend its removal, prompted her to wear the 
disg[uise, together with an attachment — ^the force of 
habit — ^to what had become a part of her new life. 

'* Not yet," she said to Hilda, who longed to see 
her Queen once more like herself, hoping it would 
be the first step to a restoration to her home. *' It 
may oome too soon " murmured the prophetic lips, 
which often expressed truths without the mind's 
volition. 

It was mid-winter when Oscar returned Ice- 
bound seas and snows had detained him in the halls 
of the Gaelic Chi^, whose battles he had helped to 
fight. 

Laden with spoils and honours he oame back vic- 
torious, the bards of his warlike company singinff 
his praises, his shield adorned with trophies en 
battle. 

The shield of Oscar was hung with triumph in his 
father's halls. Old Cormao hailed his grandson a 
worthy descendant of the brave. 

*' The stones of a warlike chieftain will mark thy 
resting place, son of my son," he cried, pressing him 
to his heart with ardour. *' The old man can lie 
down in peace, lie down on the cold side of the 
mountain. The winds will sing a gentle rest to his 
soul, the fiowers bend their heads to honour hiin. 
Oscar, last of a race of warriors, is a conqueror in 
the fight." 

Sound the harp ; gather the Chiefs ; spread the 
feast. Let the voice of song resound in Gormac's 
dwelling. 

Fair m the evening gathering, when the bards 
drew near the blazing logs, fair was she, the maiden 
of the silver mask, like the magical, trembling 
moonlight, in her white cloud-like rob€», with her 
snowy arms moving over the strings of the harp. 

She sang the warrior's praises, me joy of goodness 
and virtue! the land of love and peace that 
I awaits the hero beyond the grave ; but her voioe 
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quivered and faltered into tears, even as the bright- 
ness of eteiluty swelled into the triumph of her 
tones, for she knew that happy home and the only 
way thereto was unknown to those brave men, and 
the friendship, so sweet on earth, might perchance 
have no renewal hereafter. 

" Sing no more,** said Oscar, clasping her snowy 
hand ; *'thy voice is sweeter than the nightin- 
gide's softest notes, but it troubles the soul of Oscar 
with the joy of grief — a joy too intense for the pre- 
sence of the heedless throng." 

The Spring came with deep-eyed violets, and 
green tinting on hill and plain ; the ocean smiled 
and gambolled like a child, and crept playfully into 
the caves and sand-bags, and curled round the 
Giant's causeway. 

Time had passed quietly, and still happily, in 
Cormac's castle. 

During the short winter days and long evenings 
Oscar had tarried long by the blaziaff hearth, and 
linked by the side of Malvina. She sought his 
society more frequently than of old, with a view to 
shed ihe light of truth into his darkened soul, pray- 
ing heaven's blessing on the difficult task. 

The painful emotion the Queen experienced on 
the eve of Oscar's return prompted her to shake 
aside the absorbing nature of her own feelings, and 
strive to undertake the work. 

She selected Oscar as one whose youn^ mind was 
less fettered by prejudices, and stronger in its unim- 
paired faculties, than that of the hoary Chief ; and 
she trusted that if he were converted he would find 
a readier way of enlightening the old man through 
his afFeotion for this last of his race. 

like summer dew on the thirsty earth, the heart 
of the Celtic Chieftain drank in those refreshing 
truths as they fell from Elgiva's lovely lips. Love 
is an apt scholar, and, possibly, had another 
attempted to attack the strong clinging sympathies 
of his nature for the religion of his people, it would 
have proved a more arduous task. But love is an 
apt teacher, scholar, conqueror, all ! 

The soul of Oscar opened to the faith of the un- 
known songstress, and embraced it with a tenacity 
that nothing could shake. 

Not so the old Chieftain. When Oscar slightly 
touched upon the subject, without, however, con- 
fessing his own adoption of the faith, Cormac shrunk 
away in horror. The very idea of a heaven in 
which he would be severed from his wife and chil- 
dren struck him with alarm. Elgiva and Oscar 
could only unite in fervent praver for his soul. 

The young Chiefs conversion was kept secret 
from the household. Oscar well knew the hatred 
the Druids entertained towards the Christians, 
whose faith had made such a rapid progress in 
their native isle. They hated them as the mvaders 
of their lands, the spoilers of their rights, and, in 
proportion as the ranks of the Celt and Cambrian 
thinned, the fervour of Druidism was intensified. 



Oscar trembled for MalvinaVfate if his vassals 
knew that she had snatched him from the creed of 
his forefathers. 

Elgiva, too, was anxious that Oscar should not un- 
necessarily expose himself to danger, and disturb 
her kind old benefactor's closing day with strife and 
misery, therefore a profound sifence was maintained 
on the subject of their Ions interviews. 

It was the birthday of tne heir of Cormac. 

The hawthorn and the blue-bell shed their fra- 
grance and beauty round the month of May — by 
some deemed a fated month — ^weavins spells mid 
her sunny tresses, by all acknowledged the fairest 
flower in the coronel of the year. From far and 
wide gathered Chiefs and maidens, Druids and 
Druidesses to celebrate the natal day of the brave 
Chief Oscar ; to hail him as a renowned warrior ; to 
join in feats of skill and strength ; and worship and 
praise their mystic divinities. 

With a beating heart Elgiva rose that bright May 
morning. She pressed her mask on her face with a 
feeling of regret, as if about to part with it for ever. 
Long she gazed at the strange luminous effect it 
presented in the rude mirror ; gazed at it as on the 
countenance of an old, loved fnend, whose memory 
is associated with days of calm tranquillity. 

All day long a shadow of im^nding evil hung 
over her ; a smidow which the gaiety of the scene, 
and its own unaccountable nature failed to remove. 

There was many a game and tourney on the green 
hill-side. 

The old Chief sat among his guests looking 
proudly on ; for Oscar was the strongest, fleetest, 
and most agile of all the combatants. 

The blue-eyed maids gathered near, gazing on 
the bright-haired Oscar with admiring eyes of love ; 
and glancing coldly askance on the silver-faced 
maiden seated by Cormac's side, the acknowledged 
daughter of his house, whose weird mysterious 
charms had rendered Oscar insensible to their 
bloominff beauty. Wonderingly they whispered 
among themselves what that mask concealed ; but 
none dared resolve the wonder into a direct 
question. 

The games — the feast — ^were over. The guests 
dispersed in groups to wander about the heather, 
or rest in Cormac's dwelling, till the evening meal 
and state gathering of the bards, which, with a 
short Druid ceremony, was to close the day. 

Elgiva stole apart, and wandered to the sea coast, 
followed by Haco and Luath, now the self-appointed 
guardian of her rambles. Wearily, she sunk down 
on the ^preen turf crowning the cliff, and, leaning 
her achmg head upon her hand, watched, as in a 
dream, the calm blue sea and the first reflection of 
the young May moon, while deep, deep^ trembling 
in the blue depths, was the mystical star of Love ! 

A step was at her side— a shadow falling over 
her — ^the yoimg Chief threw himself at her feet. 
Gazing at her with eyes kindled by a love whicli 
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had once onlv revealed for her its unutterahle 
intenaity, in the bine eves of the loved and lost ! 

'* Oscar, my brother,'* enquired MsJvlna, startled 
from her dreamy reverie, but seeing ilbt that strange 
look, ''wherefore hasfc thou sought me hither, 
leaving thy father's guests ?" 

** Wherefore have I sought thee ! — Oh, Malvina, 
my more than sister," echoed the youth, in tones 
low and soft enough to have won any heart, save 
that of the wedaed wife of England's King. 
** Here, at thy feet, beneath the love beaming of 
yon silver star, in the fragrant silence of the dewy 
eve, while the waves sing their evening song, here 
let me pour out the stoiy of my heart; the 
burden that has haunted and brightened its hidden 
pulses for lon^, long months. In that story one 
face is ever smiling ; one voice ever echoing through 
its secret pages ; a voice to whose matchless music 
the pulse of life rises to a higher being. — ^That 
face, that voice, are thine. Malvina, start not, 
tremble not ! save with the trembling of a kindred 
feeling. Thou hast taught me more than the glorious 
truths of Christianity ; thou hast taught me to 
love deeply, truly, eternally, as thou only ediouldest 
be loved. 

The heart of the young Queen leaped upward 
with a strong bound, as it would burst its mortal 
confine — Odo's dungeon had not moved her thus — 
then stood still, as tears rose slowly from the 
soul's deep fountain, over the breaking of that early 
love dream. 

"Cease, Oscar," she murmured in choking tones, 
drawing awa^ the hand he had grasped, ** I have 
no heart to give thy noble youth ; these words are 

more than mockeiy, they are a sin, for I am " 

she paused. 

" Whatever thou art," exclaimed Oscar im- 
petuously; ''whatever thou hast been, my love 
careth not, enquireth not. Nothing can tear thee 
from my soul ; aye, even though thou hast no heart 
to give in return." 

"Hush, hush," cried the Queen, her hand tremb- 
ling violently ; "my heart chides me for this : had 
I Ibiown or dreamed that thou wouldest cast a 
thought on me — masked, and a stranger — I would 
have told my secret long ago ; aye, even had it 
risked my life. Oscar, I am another's wife ; the 
daughter of a foeman's race. Yes, thy generous 
heart demands my whole confidence ; it shall be 
given thee ; I am another's wife, and England's 
banished Queen !" 

She raised the mask from her face, cast it aside, 
andgazed full upon the anguished youth. 

mldly, madly, he scanned that countenance ; 
fairer than his wildest dreams had ever pictured ; 
brighter than aught below, but over whose colorless 
beauty beamed a light, not of earth, a heavenly 
light, that calmed, awed him $ smote the wild love 
back into his soul, to change and kindle into holy 
friendahip. 



Bowing his head low at her feet, Oscar wept a 
flood of tears, tears of unavailing anguish. 

The silence of that flood of grief lAs broken by 
the silvery voi^ of England's Queen. "^ 

''Let not this grief unman thee, Oscar, seek to 
conquer it by prayer to Him who knoweth the 
weakness of our nature, and has entered into the 
depths of human anguish A fiery trial awaiteth 
all to test the true metal of the soul. To some it is 
seven times heated ; fierce and short ; the chariot 
and horses of flame waiting to bear away the mart^ 
to glory ! To others it smoulders slowly through 
long wastes of years ; but with all, the Refiner is 
seated by, the flames cannot pass His limit. A few 
more conflicts with evilf a few more struggles on 
the breakers of time, and we shall be landed safe on 
the Eternal shore. Look upward and onward to 
that blessed goal, and the sorrows of earth will be 
lightened by a rainbow of celestial promise. Thou ^ 
wilt be happy yet, Oscar, with a noble happiness 
when thou hast conquered sorrow. Believe i^ oh ! 
my brother, thou must be my brother still." 

The youth raised his pale face, written with deep 
traces of anguish, but shining with the light of 
victory. The face of a Christian warrior looking 
upward, with the dart rankling in his breast. 

" No, Koyal Lady, not thy brother, Oscar is not 
worthy of that privilege ; rather thy devoted servant, 
the shadow of thy revered presence. The life that 
thou hast brightened and been the means, through 
Heaven's blessing, of leading into the right way, I 
dedicate to thy service — the sword of Oscar is laid 
at thy feet. Pardon I oh pardon !" he continued in 
broken tones, " the outbreak of a love which flowed 
forth all unwittingly ; that love was, and ever will 
be, the glory of my life ; but sooner would I have 
been torn asunder than breathed one whisper of it 
into thy mortal ears, had I, had I known stlL That 
love and thy secret shall be buried for ever within 
my heart." 

Overcome with deep emotion, Elgiva laid her 
hand, half in blessing, half in pity, on the young 
warrior's head. A silent acceptance of that noble 
pledge. 

Lo ! as they sat, a ship had rounded the point, 
and grew and gathered into sight, hasting to the 
shore. A fatal ship to Elgiva ; but she saw it not. 

A boat made to the shore from the vessel, rowed 
by dark-browed men. Standing on the prow was 
one arrayed in white, the sacred miseltoe garlanding 
her moonlight brow, the mystic cestus clasping her 
waist. Round her neck a chain of acorns, with 
their wondrous pendant, the serpent's egg. In her 
hand a golden sickle. Lost! n the brightness of her 
beauty, the majesty of her insignia, stood the 
attendant priests. 

The idlers lounging to the twilight beach, saw the 
bark. A moment's wonder! then they recognised 
in the bearer of the golden egff the High Priestess of 
the Priudsy the oracle of Cambria. 
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A cry of deli|;h,t burst from their lips, the guests 
flocked eagerly in the direction of those sonnds, and 
swelled the burst of rapturous greeting. Almost 
on the heads of the kneeling, adoring throng, 
Govinda stepped on shore, and was borne in triumph 
to the dwemng of the Chief. 

Gk>yinda I Govinda ! rang out on the still evening 
air, echoed through the rooks, the groves, the caves 
of the sea-waahed shore, died away, to rise again 
reverberating the tide of triumph. 

The harp, the clarion sounded wild and solemn. 
Earth aeezned to tremble ; neath the press of eager 
feet bearing to the sac«'ed forest. 

Govinda ! that name pierced the absorbed senses 
of the watchers on the lone cliff, and stirred the 
keart of England's Queen with the breath of another 
world. Starting to her feet, she gazed around. 

On, on, far below them, swept a long procession, 
men, women, and children, minel^ togetiier, 
headed by a band of white-robed Druicb and 
Druidesses. 

There, in the centre, alone, yet surrounded like a 
divini^, walked the beautiful, well-remembered, 
GU>vindA, her deliverer from Odo, her strange loved 
friend. With a wild cry, she sprang forward, and 
fell senseless to the ground. 

Oscar reverently raised her in his arms, and the 
second time bore ner helpless to his father's house. 
His fated love and England's Queen. 

CHAPTER XXni. 
The Fatal Eeturn. 

Sound, sound the trumpet, in the sacred grove ; 
let the gathering of the bsords await till the solenm 
rites are over. 

It rose in every heart, it passed from lip to lip, — 
what a fortunate omen for the young chief that the 
eve of his birthday should close with the blessing of 
the revered Gk)vinda ! 

In the inner and mysterious circle, where human 
life was sacrificed to the vain divinities, the foot of 
the multitude dared not penetrate. Thither the 
priestess and the chief Druids withdrew alone, the 
crowd waiting without. 

This evening there was to be no sacrificial offerii^ ; 
the Druids assembled for a blessing, and to hear the 
oracles of the altar. The people wait around the 
mystic oak, on which hangs the tosoin, which can 
only be sounded by the high priest, where a plat- 
form is erected for GovindaL * 

Amidst the assembled priestesses was one 
stranger, the companion of the revered prophetess. 
The £kughters of Erin gathered round the unknown 
maiden, envying her the privilege of being near 
Govinda, and aiding various questions. To all en- 
quiries they obtain^ no answer, save a sad gesture 
from the dark-eyed girl to signify she was a mute. 
A mute ! and what so natural as that she was 
selected fov that yery reason, to listen to^ but be 



able to reveal none of the mysteries of her august 
mistress. 

Hours passed ; the crowd waited in stilled ex- 
pectation. 

Suddenly wild barbaric music sounded, and then 
two and two, to a solemn'^march, came in the 
Druids, headed by the high priest of 'Eria. Their 
long flowing beards swept over their snowy garbs ; 
their brows were bound with the oak leaf circlet ; 
in their hands they carried golden sickles. 

They chanted a slow regular chant, and the hearts 
of the people trembled with fear ; for the song of 
that savage priesthood was a song of terror. 

Many a mother shuddered as she clasped her 
blooming boy to her heart, and fervently prayed 
that the Druids might not demand the sacrifice of 
that young bright life to appease the offended 
deities ; prayed that the coming of the high priestess 
of all the Druids might not m the signal for the 
severance of other home ties. 

After bending and bowing to the sacred oak, and 
marching round it three times, the high priest 
scatterea mystic seed around the enclosure from a 
golden pouch by his side, muttering strange incan- 
tations, wildly tossing his arms to heaven. 

The people held their breath and veiled their 
eyes in mingled awe and terror. After this cere- 
monial the priestesses drew nigh, and trod the 
mystic circle three times, scattering flowers and 
acorns around. 

Then three of them advanced to the dark recesses 
of the forest, and flinging themselves on their knees, 
with their white arms extended to Heaven, they 
sang a wild invocation for their prophetess to bless 
them with the light of her presence. 

The strange priestess once passed her hand across 
her pale brow, and trembled 'neath the weight of 
some mighty emotion. 

She joined not the others, but remained standing 
apart, near a tree, gazing fixedly at the distant 
shades of the forest. 

The high priest again approached the oak, and 
entered the entered the inner circle, where none 
but a high priest dare tread. After bowing to the 
ground, and kissing the earth three times, he tossed 
his arms aloft and uttered a piercing cry. He tiien 
raised a golden horn to his lips, and blew three dis- 
tinct calls upon it. 

Two of the priests passed into the depths of the 
wood and returned, oearing two wicker cages, in 
which were a hawk and a raven, a flaming brazier, 
and a long white reed. 

They approached the outer circle and presented 
them to the chief Driud. 

The Priest took the cages and whirled them round 
his head ; then seizing the reed, j^laced it into the 
flaming brazier, and thrust it mto the wicker 
prisons. 

The terrified birds flapped wildly againgt the 
cages^ which were made of iron and ytwL, Their 
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shrill czies of agony delighted the fierce specta- 
tors. 

''So perish the Dane and the Saxon, imited in 
their treachery, united in their doom !*' screamed 
the Dmids. > 

The flames rose higher and higher ; the cries of 
the pNeople enhanced the confusion. In the midst 
of this a white robed figfure emerged from the gloom, 
and, springing to the platform, touched the Tosoin. 
l^re fell a deep silence. Silence over the ex- 
cited crowds — the fierce Druids. Silence over the 
erewhile, leaping, cracklui^ flame, which had 
smouldered into ashes over l£e feathered victims. — 
Deep silence 1 

Then burst forth the voice of Govinda, like the 
roll of a silver clarion ; thrilling and impassioned 
fell the words of the Priestess. She greeted her 
distant brethren as a mother greets her children ; 
she told them of her prayers for their welfare, and 
that she bore them on her bosom night and day 
into the presence of the Invisibles ; she touched 
upon the mysteries of their faith — of the rushing 
agenc>[ of the wind, and the flow of the sparkling 
f oimtains *, the dread secrets gained in the gnarled 
breast of the oak — ^which were breathed to her 
alone. 

She mourned with them over the dark cloud 
which enveloped the fate of Britain ; and a tear 
trembled in her exquisite voice as she painted the 
lost, fallen, condition of a once mighty nation. She 
drew pictures, with the magic power of eloquence, 
of their dwellings in the fastnesses of Cambria and 
the untrodden solitudes of the mountains ; their 
scant fare, their absence of all pomp, and their 
bleeding, wounded, memories. 

Govinda turned for one thrilling moment to the 
bright side of this sad picture, in the apparent 
prosperity of the Saxon and the Sea-Kings — ^like 
the raven and hawk whose feathers lay at her feet, 
their plumage was glossed with the siU^en touch of 
fortune ; but, like' the raven and the hawk, they 
should perish in the flames of their just retribution, 
and the land be ruled by another kmg ; and during 
the long days that should revolve in &eir c^cle, the 
Britons should continue in an unbroken line, and 
survive the rise and fall of other nations to aU 
time. 

With glowing imagery and soul-felt earnestness 
which reached the minds of all, she painted this 
rainbow of promise to her people, and the people's 
hearts and hopes burnt anew with vigour and 
strength ; with the magic chain of her genius she 
bound them her willing slaves, and when the voice 
ended they all fell on their knees in a transport of 
delight and gratitude. Govinda bade them meet 
her again in three days in a solemn conclave, when 
she would bestow upon them with her own hand 
presents from the Gods. Kapidl^ as she had 
appeared, amidst the flourish of wild music, she 
mysteriously Yamahed from tiieix sight The crowd 



departed ; the Druids and Dmidesses retired to the 
forest. 

There was no gathering of harps that evening as 
the zu£;ht was already too far spent, but the old 
Chief bade his guests assemble the following eve to 
complete the festivities. 

The moon rode hi^h in the purple heavens and 
the stars glittered like a veil arotmd her. Elgiva 
sat in her turret chamber ; she had heard from 
Hilda of the arrival of the high priestess and the 
departure of all the guests to hold a festival in the 
woods. The castle was void of a sinele human 
being. Elsiva's heart beat painfully wiw mingled 
emotions of joy and fear ; she lon^!d, yet dreiMled 
the moment when she should see Govinda, and, as 
she believed, hear from her news of her native 
land. After such terrible shocks, and so long an 
interval of total rest and abstraction from the arena 
of bye^ne cares and pleasures, it was natural that 
her spirits should shrink, terriffied at any change, 
and tiiat her anxiety to hear tidings of those she 
loved should be restrained by fear uid some unde- 
fined but oppressive dread. 

Again the tramp of many feet ; the sound of 
eager voices fell on the watcher's ear— the bustle of 
departure among the guests, some driving away in 
their rude chariots, or mounting their steeds, the 
humbler part moving away on foot, till all were lost 
under the shadows of uie moonlit trees. Then 
comparative silence fell around, and still there wajft 
no sign of Govinda. Suspense and anxiety at 
last overeoming her apprehensions, the queen 
approached the door, tempted to descend and 
enquire for herself. Hilda hiad fallen asleep in the 
adjoining room. As she advanced a step was heiard 
on the stairs, a light step, and the rustle of 
garments — the queen almost feU into a chair, her 
cheeks (for she was unmasked) turned more deadly 
white than usual, a mist swam before her gaze. 

The door opened, two figures entered ; the light 
of the lamp and the bright moonlight fell upon 
their white robes. One was the long-expected 
Govinda ; the other, that pale face, "^ose dark 
eyes. Was it a dream ? 

''Ethel," burst from the lips of the Queen, as she 

extended her arms, then sunk back, almost fainting. 

Ethel — ^f or it was indeed she —sprang forward and 

fell at her royal lady's feet, bathing her hands with 

passionate tears and kisses. 

Govinda advanced, and bending over laid ker 
hand tenderly on the Queen's shoulder. 

A few moments were spent in deep emotion, too 
deep for words. Many mmgled feelings swelled the 
breasts of these three beautiful women, who all 
loved each ether so sincerely, for each had a world 
of private emotions which this happy re-union 
breught into plav. 

Ethel at length raised hex tearful eyes, and eazed 
at her beloved Que^ the pale beauty of her eheek, 
the sad, too fatal bnghtness in her radiant eyes all 
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■poke a tale of Buffering, and wrung the heart of the 
faithful maiden. But on the pure smooth beauty of 
that chiselled face no trace remained of. the fearful 
brand, which had seared its beauty when Govinda 
last beheld her. 

** My nrophecy was right," said the Druidess, 
pressing ner lips on Elgiv^a's brow ; *' thy beauty is 
fairer, tenderer than ever. If thou wert once the 
sunlight of Edwy of England's life, tiiou wilt now be 
his moonlight— the mystic poetry of his soul. We 
are come to bear thee to the vacant bower, and the 
vacant sanctuary of a heart which only beats for 
thee. Ethel, thy devoted maiden, shall unfold the 
tidings she brings to thine ear alone." With 
another pressure of the hand the noble-minded 
woman glided away. 

In a voice broken by many tears — ^tears of joy and 
sorrow — Ethel of Herewoodtold her tale ; told it at 
th3 feet of her royal mistress. Much of it is known 
already : the King's agony and silent grief, his 
constant search throughout the kingdom* the banish- 
ment of Odo of Canterbury, Ethel's own retirement 
from the palace to discover the Queen, and the 
letter the King entrusted to her, should she ever 
meet his beloved though lost treasure. As she 
spoke of the missive the maiden drew it forth from 
her bosom and presented it to the Queen. 

Elffiva seized the document, and glancing at the 
well-known characters written in a hurried, agitated 
manner, as if under strong emotion, she biirst into a 
passionate flood of tears, and pressed it fondl^^ to 
her lips and bosom, holding it there with a tenacious 
dasp as if it were, indeed, a part of that loved 
life. 

Not till alone could she trust herself to peruse 
that precious missive ; so she bade the maiden con- 
tinue her story. Ethel described her fruitless 
search with the churl Guthred, and her long subse- 
quent illness ; touched on the visits of Racnar and 
Albert, and their offer to aid her in finmng the 
queen ; more especially dwelling on their account 
of the settled melancholy of the kmg, his indifference 
to life, and the mechanical manner in which he 
performed his regal duties. 

The maiden then said that for a long time she 
had heard no news from the Court, and was well 
nigh beginning to despair, when one day in early 
spring, just before the period she intended leaving 
Herewood on her second search, Albert suddenly 
appeared and told her he brought good news. 
Wulfstan of Winchester had returned from a 
journey to Rome, whither he had gone unknown to 
anyone. 

He brouffht a private letter to the King from the 
Pope, in wbioh his Holiness promised, should the 
Queen return, to grant a dispensation for her union 
with the King. 

If anything had been wanting to smooth the way 
for a return, and to complete the powerful effect 
which time and sad regrets, together with Ethel's 



touching picture of Edwy's grief had wrought upon 
Elgiva's mind, it was surely tliis. 

But the Queen -remained silent. There was little 
more for Ethel to tell. ' Albert and she set forth to 
resume the quest, and tell the glad tidings, praying 
Heaven to bless their joum^. Fortunately they 
encountered Gotinda, who assisted to guide them 
through a dense forest, and said she was acquainted 
with their object, and confessed her own knowledge 
of the Queen's retreat ; but at first hesitated about 
leading them to it. After earnest entreaties, she 
left them, with a promise to return in two days' 
time and let them know her decision. She came 
back within thegiven time, and abruptiy said, *' I 
have seen the £ng ; that si^ht has decided me. 
I will take ye to the Queen." '* Sir Albert and I 
came over in the priestess's barge, disguised as 
Druids, and both mutes. And now," concluded 
Ethel, raising her entreating eyes. to her listener's 
face, whose silence throughout the narrative, though 
accompanied with deep emotion, had strangely puz- 
zled her, ''now, my beloved Sovereign, tiiou wilt 
Sromise to return to thv loving subjects, thy faithful 
ourt, and thy devoted husband the Kmg, who has 
never ceased mourning for thee, and whose life can- 
not be proloujged under this mental distress, the 
ablest physicians sav. Thou wilt promise to come 
back, and bless us all once more." 

<< Mine own, true Ethel," answered Elgiva, lajring 
her hand fondly on the maiden's jetty locks, " thou 
hast, indeed, proved thy affection noUy for thy 
Queen. I have seen thy deep emotion, and thy 
story has touched me greatly. Mine own heart has 
often questioned the wisdom of the sacrifice I made 
in leaving my palace home ; but it is a weighty 
decision thou demandest from me,— one that re- 
quires careful thought and earnest prayer. Ethel, 
thou knowest not the tortures and djBmgers I have 
undergone," and she shuddered at the memory. 
** This face of mine was branded by him I ^rusted 
as an escort ; but hush," as Ethd uttered a cry, 
'* never breathe that subject to the King, I com- 
mand ye. Promise me," she added earnestly. 
Pale with horror, Ethel complied, and the solemn 
promise passed her lips. '* True, my cheek bears 
no trace of the red hot iron, but it will never bloom 
again ; and my life even was threatened, and all but 
lost, save for Govinda. With such blood-thirsty 
foes tracking my steps, I may not hope with cer- 
tainty to reach Winchester." 

** JSut with Govinda thou wilt be safe, my Queen," 
exclaimed the maiden, ** Govinda and the faithful 
Albert ; we will guard thy life as our own. To 
think what horrors thou hast encountered," and 
tears streamed down Ethel's cheeks. 

"Govinda possesses a strange power," replied 
Elgiva, "and, perchance. Heaven mayshiela me 
from danger ; but I must ponder the subject alone, 
Ethel, thou shalt be near me to-night ; Hilda will 
find thee a couch in yon adjoining ohamber. XjIo^ 
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then, and seek refreshing slumber,'* She affec- 
tionately drew the maiden to her heart, and prayed 
the Lord would abundantly bless her. Then, as if 
a thought flashed through her mind, she suddenly 
asked, " How is it that one name is dropped from 
tkQ story of tl^ life : the name of TJlrio of Tree- 
xningham ? Me, and not Sir Albert, should have 
been thy knightly attendant. TeU me the truth, 
Ethel ; surely he lives ? 

With faltering speech and burning ohe^ Ethel 
spoke of her broken engagement, but she generously 
forbore to say that her search for the Queen had 
been the real cause of their separation. 

That night Elgiva passed on her knees ; kneeling 
with the letter of the King pressed to her bosom. 

Every word that had risen from Edwy's bleeding 
heart, and fallen on the page like fire, struck a 
dagger of remorse to Elgiva's soul, urging her to 
atone at any risk for the sufferings he had endured ; 
aye, in spite of the remembered horrors of the past, 
and the sure, though shapeless, dread of the future. 

It was a Rore struggle fought out that long 
night between intense unoonquered love and the 
dread unanswerable fear that the parting had come 
and gone, that she was leaving a safe refuge in 
pursmtof a joy that had faded forever from her 
path. 

Only the wild winds heard, and bore away, the 
broken words and prayers to heaven for sl^ngi^ 
and light to see the right way. 

Only the solemn stars looked down upon that 
human grief, reading the irrevocable past, the 
dreaded future, in the stormy light of mental con- 
flict, tossing up and down the wiM waves of emotion, 
battling against the darkness of fate. 
^ But when the dawn rose, clear and holy, over the 
silent land, the troubled waves had gone down, the 
last fight was fought, the calm of peiiect peace fell 
upon the troubled soul. 

Over the peaceful trusting heart the star of love 
shone forth triumphant, the guide to lead through 
the untrodden future, even to the end. 

Love, holding out no promise of eartiily^ hope, but 
rather pointing to a cross. Love, to which she was 
about to sacrifice all the fears, the weakness of her 
sex. 

When Ethel met Elgiva the next morning she 
heard, with tears of joy, that the Queen had 
decided to return. Tenderly and gently they told 
the old Chieftain of the name of his young guest, 
her departure with Govinda to regain ner lost 
honours and kingly husband. 

Cormac was too kind and large-hearted to allow 
national prejudices and religious fanaticism to 
interfere with genial emotions. 

He pitied the sorrows and wrongs of the Queen 
though she was one of the hated Saxons, and re- 
gretted not his shelter to a foe, when Elgiva, in 
Immasked beauty — ^knelt at his feet to ask his 
blessiDg OQ her mtnre eareer ; this feeling of regret 



was redoubled, but he blessed her, warmly and 
kindly, hia trembling hands resting on her brown 
ringlets. 

The blessing of a good old man is a holy thing ; 
and, though the darkened soul of the Druid had not 
learnt to call upon the one true name, Elgiva felt 
hallowed and cauned by the parting benediction of 
Cormac. 

Tenderly, aye, and very gently, did Oscar break 
his resolution to escort the Queen to her palace. 

Cormac*s grief was very quiet ; but more piteous 
than a stormy outburst — tke news had cut him to 
the Quick. 

"The old tree will be very lonely, Oscar," he said, 
** when the last green leaf is plucked from its stem. 
The winds will howl around the darkened dwelling ; 
the wild waves sob and sigh ; the flowers wave im 
vain regret upon the hill ; but never again will the 
light step of Oscar greet Cormac's falling ear, — the 
summer of his presence make glad the winter of the 
old man's life. Luath and Bran will wail without 
their master ; the bow and spear hang neglected on 
the wall ; but go, my bright son, go, Cormac will 
not hold back thy springing courage, guard the fair, 
royal Elgiva to her native halls ; let thy sword 
pierce her enemies like the scythe of the mower the 
swaying grass ; but, Oscar, lorget not the shield of 
caution. When thou f allest the old man's white hair 
will mingle with the dust, but his soul will sigh in 
the halls of the departed over his son's bones buried 
in the stranger land." 

''Father, oh I my father!" replied the young 
chief, ''when Oscar falls he will go to a better land. 
The good God who made the world made that happy 
Heaven. Men were too wicked to go there — for 
nothing wicked can enter in ; but the Son of God, 
Jesus Christ, came down from Heaven, and lived on 
earth and died on the cross, that by his death he 
might atone for man's sins and win an entrance for 
them into the kingdom of Heaven. We have only 
to believe that Jesus died for us, and to pray to him 
to help us, and we shall live and reign with him in 
joy for ever. Father, if thou lovest me, think of 
this story, it is a sacred truth ; and if thou should'st 
hear of my death look at this crucifix," and he drew 
a small one, attached to a gold chain, from his 
bosom and placed it on his agitated grandeare's 
knee ; "look on this dying Saviour's image, and ask 
Him to ts^Le thee to me, and we shall meet again." 

Simply he spoke for a child's comprehension ; but 
earnestly, tewfuUy, prayerfully, his words touched 
the old man's soul ; but he remained silent. 

The Chieftian would have been shocked at another 
time at the young man's diange of creed ; but he 
was now engrossed by one thought — ^the departure 
of Oscar, and the dread conviction that he would 
never behold that last and brightest scion of his 
house again. 

The words of Oscar, however, were savingly 
remembered one day. 
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Gormac conducted the party* to the coast. On the 
shore, surrounded by his retamers, he took his last 
farewell of his son Oscar. The cliffs and moors 
were thronged with Celts to catch a parting glimpse 
of the Priestess. Her gifts to the lower classes, her 
eloquent words and wondrous beauty had exalted 
her to a Divinity. 

Tearfully, and in wild despair, with loud cries, 
they watched her leaving, and sought to catch a 
glance of her eye or touch of her garments as she 
moved away. 

Greatly they envied the young Ghief, sailing with 
her to seek out unknown adventures in the Sister 
Island ; but the maidens watched the silver- 
masked Malvins retire from their presence, with 
secret joy. But the old mau s heart was 
sad with a two-fold disappointment. He had 
learned to love Elgiva as a daughter, and hoped to 
die in her tender arms, and he had also trusted she 
would be his son's bride. 

It was a sad parting with Luath and Haco ; Haco 
trotted by his friend to the shore, and was carried 
on board. 

Three times Luath swam to the ship, escaping 
from the hands that held him ; three times he was 
forced back. On the third he made no resistance, 
but liftiag up his head, uttered a Wail — so loud, so 
long, 80 human, that the startled Gelts called it a 
death omen. And surely it was so. 

Surely it was echoed in the heart of Elgiva, round 
which not one bright hope clung. Sure^ it smoto 
prophetically the heart of Erin's Chieftain, as lean- 
mg over the prow he saw his venerable grandsire — 
the tears streaming down his aged cheeks, his white 
locks flowing in Sie wind — stretch forth his hand 
three times in blessing to his son ; then burst into 
an irrepressible groan of anguish. Burying his face 
in his hands, Oscar wept. 

So the vessel sailed away — the fatal vessel ! fatal 
to the house of Cormac. 

It was a gloomy voyage, gloomy though the wind 
was fair, and the sea calm. 

Elgiva stood on the prow by the side of Oscar, 
watching the rocky coast of Erin, till it receded 
from her view ; then hastily descended below, 
where she remained alone. 

Alone, in the body, but not in spirit ; phantoms 
of the past, and visions of the future rushed, through 
her brain with terrific clearness, peopling that low 
cabin. 

Vainly did the young Queen try to picture the 
blest joy of reunion with Edwy ; she could not 
realise it as an actual fact. She saw his bright 
face and golden hair bending over her, but far away 
in the upper air, and a dark shudder shook her soul 
as she feared the joy of meeting him might never be 
hers. 

Why did she feel this dread ? Had she not de- 
voted hearts beating round her. Was not her 
approaching arrival a profound* secret, known only-( 



to those who would have faced death rather than 
betray her ? 

Tes, this was all true ; but stiU the cloud, the 
doubt remained. 

How vividly did that one bright year, that peace- 
ful oasis in the desert of her troubled, though short, 
life, stand out before her gaze ! the grey haired 
chieftain, his noble son, and the kindness and lavish 
love heaped upon her. Oh I how fervently did she 
pray that the bright haired Oscar might be restored 
m safety to his native land, that the very hope- 
lessness of his love for her might work its own cure, 
and in time it might spring up again for one who 
would be free to return it. 

Meanwhile her friends on deck were earnestly 
discussing the best means for ensuring her safety, 
and giving no clue to her enemies. Govinda, the 
head of the party ; its ruler, its inspirer, suggested 
that after landing on the western coast, they should 
proceed with all haste to Gloucester, there Elgiva 
should remain behind under safe guardianship, 
while she herself travelled on to Winchester, to in- 
form the King of the happy news, and conduct hin^ ' 
to the feet of nis long lost Queen. 

Albert begged to oe allowed to accompany the 
priestess, but Oscar and Ethel declare^ they would 
never desert the Queen. Govinda smiled at their 
enthusiasm, smiled as she agreed to their vrishes. 

Swiftly the vessel ploughed its way over the 
dancing waves ; swiftly it bore them back to the 
shores of England. Soon, too soon to Elgiva, t^e 
cry of land was heard, and the faint line of coast 
broke the horizon. Elgiva came on deck to look 
at the land from which she had been banished ; the ' 
land which had threatened her young life, and 
nearly crushed the bright beauty of youth, and a- 
cold shudder shook her frame, as leaning on the 
arm of Govinda she whispered : — 

" Oh, Govinda, I dread— dread more than words 
can tell — ^my return to England. It may be foolish, 
perhaps wrong ; but I shrmk from setting my foot 
again on British soil." 

The Priestess looked at her with her unfathom- 
able eyes, in whose clear depths the fire of genius 
burned and replied in a low tone, "Banish these 
dark shadows, these images of gloom springing from 
a too vivid memory of the past, and let the sunlight 
of hope and love dawn anew in thy heart. Shrink 
not, fair Queen, from coming happiness, mine aid 
shall protect the wife of Edwy. While Govinda is 
near, Elgiva can meet no harm." 

It was nightfall when the party, closely masked 
in long shrouding cloaks, quitted the vessel, and 
sought the friendly shades of the forest. 

There they remained, in safe concealment, in a 
secret cave of the Druids, while Albert the Stranger, 
disguised as a Churl, and mounted on a strongs cob 
pony, set forward to engage a house, somewhere in 
the outskirt/S of Gloucester, as Govinda thought it 
safer than to be in the town. 
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It was a Tery happy time for the Queen, the brief 
interval that ^psed between the knight's departure 
and hiB return. Each day increased her friendship 
for the beautiful Druideas. For the first time in 
her life die tasted the joy of an equal friendship for 
one of her own sex. Her love for Ethel was of a 
totally different character ; it was more the kind 
affection of a superior to a devoted enthusiastic 
girl, but not the full repose of heart and soul in the 
equality of thought. 

Had Elgiva uiown the love Govinda bore her 
husband, and the noble conquest the British Priestess 
had made in assisting the woman he loved, would 
■he have confided herself so entirely to her hands ? 

Yes, she would, soul reads kindred soul ; and she 
would have appreciated that rare magnanimous 
sentiment which prompted Crovinda to seek the 
happiness of the belovea one at the expense of her 
own, unselfishly restore his wife to his heart, and 
feel a pure exalted joy in her self-sacrifice. 

Albert sped rapidly on his way, urged on by a 
twO'fold motive— -his deep interest in the Queen, 
and the delight her return would cause his royal 
master. His journey met no interruption, and he 
arrived safe b^ Gloucester, where he put up for the 
night at the most obscure hostel he could find. The 
next morning he commenced his researches on foot, 
about the outskirts of the town.. When a mile out 
of Gloucester, Albert left the high road and struck 
into a remote lane. He pursued this for half a 
mile, and then saw at a distance a small grey-looking 
building, partly concealed by trees, with a dense 
wood in front of it. 

Climbing several fences, the knight made out that 
it was an old-fashioned stone mansion that had once 
been of some size, but was now partly dismantled, 
and in ruins. An old man was sitting on a bench 
before the door. Walking up to him, Albert said, 
"€k>od morning, father; canst thou tell me the 
name of the owner of this house ?" 

' ' Aye, that I can,'* answered the Franklin ; * * but 
it is a sad story. He was murdered here, and his 
body buried in yon wood. Since then, they say, 
the house has been haunted, and the ghost of 
Sweyn (that is the dead man's name) comes round it 
every night. I and my wife and sons have lived 
here nigh on two years, as we get the place cheap 
on account of its ul name ; but we have never seen 
or heard ought to disturb us.'' 
^ Sir Albert was peculiarly free from all supersti- 
tion ; and the retired nature of the place struck 
him as being m< <st suitable. Besides, as he argued, 
why should this story ever i ciioh the ears of the 
sensitive Queen, or the Lady Ethel ; and as the 
house had such a bad repute, no inquisitive strangers 
would be likely to annoy them. Accordingly, he 
resolved to stnke a bargain with the old man. ** I 
am anxious," said the knight, '*to get some quiet 
place for a week or so for a sick lady and her friend, 
who are travelling down to the South : canst thou 



take them in, good father f " Well," repHed the 
Franklin, who felt he might turn an honest penny 
by the transaction, ** they could have three or four 
rooms in l^e house. The furniture, to be sure, is 
old and dusty ; but thou art right welcome to look 
at them." 

Albert assented, and was led up a creaking stair- 
case, and shown into a laree room. The faded 
tapestry hung in tatters on tne walls, and the foot- 
stools and couches looked mouldy and worm eaten. 
There was such an air of desolation and neglect that 
Albert involuntarily hesitated, as he feared the 
Queen might dislike such a gloomy abode. Ad- 
vancing to the casement, he lo(^ed out, and saw a 
dark wood stretching before him, which completely 
shut out the view, and was only divided from the 
house by two fields. There was no other approach 
to the mansion but the narrow lane previously 
mentioned ; it lay entirely secluded from the high 
road. 

"We could dust and tidy up the rooms a bit," 
remarked his host, ''and my wife should gather 
fresh rushes to strew the floors with. Thej grow 
in that field in plenty, for the land is foul and nasty, 
and nought flourishes on it but rushes." 

** Wefl," said Albert, " do thy best to make these 
dull rooms look gay and cheerful ; and promise me, 
my friend, that neither thou nor thy wife will ever 
breatiie a word of the sad history of this house to 
the ladies who are coming ; they are not strong, 
and would be terrified at the tale." 

**We will never mention it," replied the man 
eagerly, ' ' and the ladies may be safe here from all 
interruption, for from month's end to month's end 
I never see a human face, save when I walk into 
Gloucester." 

Albert put a gold piece into his hearer's hand, 
and his delighted thanks proved his needy circum- 
stances. 

The young man also secured some outhouses for 
the attendants, which were closely attached to the 
main building ; the old Franklin and his family 
occupied some sheds further off. 

After spending an hour or more in making further 
arrangements, and cautioning his host to avoid all 
gossipping on the subject of his expected guests, the 
knight, with a light heart, set out to return to his 
friends. 

With the lapse of the least possible delay, the 
party who escorted the queen of a nation, the love 
of one royal heart, arrived at the mansion which 
the beautiful Elgiva was to occupy till she exchanged 
it for her palace home. 

They had travelled by night, closely masked, and 
guided by Govinda, who was perfectly acquainted 
with the intricacies of each forest path. 

All doubts and misgivings had vanished from the 
heart of Elgiva ; the wild delight of joy tilled each 
nerve, and coursed through ea3i bounding vein, as 
she thought of the short distance that now separated 
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her'from her beloved Edwy. Qoyinda, who sympa- 
thised with this natural eagerness, resolved to set 
out at once for the Court, disguised as a paee, and 
attended by Albert. Oscar, with four of his fol- 
lowers and Guthred, who always followed the Lady 
Ethel's fortunes, remained behmd as a faithful body 
guard for the Queen. 

The lonely situation of the house pleased Elgiva, 
as she thoueht her retreat was secure from any 
enemies ; ana tiiey all praised Albert for his choice. 
The little dog was the only one dissatisfied of 
the party ; he ran round and round the rooms utter- 
ing piercing yells, and would rest nowhere but on 
his lady's lap. 

The moment had arrived for Govinda's departure. 
All>ert stood near the door with the horses, while 
the Druidess, attired in her disguise, stole to the 
chamber of Elgiva, to bid her farewell. 

The Queen was writing ; Ethel sat on a low foot- 
stool at her feet ; while Haco slept quietly on his 
mistresses knee. The maiden rose on her entrance 
and quitted the room ; Govinda leant near the case- 
ment and silently gazed at Elgiva ; the picture 
never afterwards left her faithful memory. 

The slij^ht exquisite form, even slighter than of 
yore, attired in a dark travelling robe, looked as 
lovely and queen-like as when girt with the silken 
attire and nashing jewels of royalty ; the pale fair 
face shone with intense happiness, and the dark 
eyes gleamed brighter than diamonds through the 
tears that trembl^ in their clear depths. E^va's 
pen shook in her snowy fingers as it rapidly traced 
words of love and hope : — 

" Edwy, my heart's true love ; Elgiva has re- 
turned — ^is near thee I Oh, Edwy, Edwy ; how my 
heart has yearned for one' kind look, one loving 
word from thee, during the long dreary months of 
absence ; but Heaven has at last smiled on our 
sorrow, and restored us to each other. The noble 
friend who has saved thy wife and given her an 
asylum during her banishment, amongst kind 
friends, will tell thee my story. Thank her for 
me, Edwy ; for I cannot. Ah, my King, my hus- 
band ; I may now resume my place by thy side 
without fear, as our marriage is sanctioned oy the 
Pope. Hasten to me, Edwy. I await thy coming 
in a retired house, {which was originally an old 
mansion, but having partly fallen into ruins, is 
now ouly inhabited by a Franklin and his family. 
It is about a mile from Gloucester, and quite off 
the high road. Thou wilt be conducted to it. 
Good angels bless and preserve thee, beloved one, 
till we meet. 

*' Thine while life lasts and throughout eternity, 

"Elgiva." 

The note was finished ; not in cold written words 
could the joy of that long tried spirit be revealed. 

Govinda saw it in every speaking lineament, and 
felt the power of that devoted love. Elgiva hastily 



secured the silken thread, her team staining the 
packet. The last time she had written to Edwy 
came forcibly before her. Then her eyes refused 
to weep, for her heart was weeping blood ; now the 
gentle fountain of tears was open, and fell on the 
crushed spirit, reviving the drooping flowers of 
love and hope. 

The Queen rose, and advancing to the Priestess, 
took her hand affectionately in her own, whilst she 
said in trembling accents ; — 

" Govinda, my noble, my generous friend ; 
without whose aid I should hisive perished in tibe 
dark forest beneath an assassin's hand, how can I 
reward thee ? The Queen of England's power is 
not great enough to bestow a recompense on the 
High Priestess of the Druids. I can only pray that 
the King of Kings may reward thee sevenfold 
for all the kindness thou hast shown to a friendless 
outcast, and one day through His infinite mercy 
we may both meet in Heaven. " 

She paused, for the flush rising to her listener's 
cheek warned her that on this subject her friend's 
heart was sealed towards her, 

''Thou must promise," she continued, in an 
earnest tone, ''frequently to visit the King and 
myself at our court, where the highest honours 
shall ever be paid to Gk)vinda. " 

"Elgiva, fair Elgi/a," replied the Druidess, "the 
motive which first drew me to thee I can never 
reveal, but since I have known thee I have loved 
thee for thyself ; the light of joy which flashes 
from thy face amply repays me for the trifling ser- 
vices I have rendered tnee. Tell me hast thou any 
message to give to King Edwy ; any parting words 
ere I leave thee." 

" Give the King this missive," replied the Queen, 
handing the letter to Govinda, which she placed in 
the doublet of her vest ; "and one thing more, in 
telling him my story, which I have left to thine 
eloquent lips, make no mention of the brand of the 
fal8e Prelate. I would not needlessly wring my 
husband's noble heart, and am resolved when re- 
stored in safety to him never to mention that dnrk 
episode in my life. Let it sink into the oblivion of 
contempt." 

'*I will never breathe that disgraceful outrage 
on manly honour," said Go\'inda, " but think not, 
fair Elgiva, its memory will die from the minds of 
men. No, looking forward to future ages I see 
emblazoned in light the story of thy beauty and thy 
love, and the ciujlty of that dark man affixed to it 
in indelible letters of flame. The tear will drop 
from the eyes of the yet unborn, and their bosoms 
heave with sympathy as they peruse the tale of 
woman's devotion, defying death and torture, 
standing upheld by its generous self-sacrifice, true 
to the end. Yes," continued Govinda, her eyes 
flashing; ''thousands and thousands of meaner 
lives will be swallowed up in the stream of time, 
whilst thou shalt survive for ever in deathless re» 
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nown, and the name of ElgLva glow forth on the 
storied page of romance and song in more than 
pristine oeauty." 

''That is, indeed, a noble fate,'* answered the 
Qneen, catching a ray from the enthusiasm of her 
companion ;" worth a thousand trials, a thousand 
miseries to attain ; but' Govinda, whenever the 
name of Elgiva is mentioned, Govinda, her friend, 
her deliverer, shall shine forth by its side." 

"No, no!" said the Priestess, while the spark 
of livinc fire died out of her magnificent orbs ; 
" Govinda's name, is not inscribed on the scroll of 
fame, a dark murky shade blots it out ; it will 
• perish like the breath of a wasted taper. A dim 
vista of blood, a violent death, and a dishonoured 
grave lie on mine onward path ; but what matters 
that, if my name is not immortal on earth I shall 
join the spirits of the air, and lead a life of endless 
joy, where the sorrows of mortality are banished 
for ever." 

" Yes, my friend, yes," replied Elgiva ; " thou 
wilt indeed live for ever ; thy glorious mind will 
not always be fettered by the chains of enor. In 
a holier and purer world we shall remember the 
sufferings of the past only to enhance our present 
felicity. Yes, I know our friendship is immortal ; 
if our paths are severed here, they will be one 
there." 

" Farewell," said the beautiful Priestess, pressing 
Elgiva to her breast with an almost passionate in- 
tensity of affection, a trembling foreboding of the 
veiled to come, . wluch astonished even herself ; '' I 
can tarry no longer. When I next see thee, Elgiva, 
it will be in company with the King. Thou mayest 
expect us in four days from this." 

Those words were prophecy ; strangely were 
they fulfilled 1 

iGrovinda, as she descended, encountered Oscar, and 
on him she impressed the necessity for the utmost 
prudence and caution, which he promised to observe. 
"Had I a thousand lives," he cried, "they should 
willingly be given to secure the Queen's safety ; but 
I will station my four followers every night, well 
armed, outside her apartments, while I keep guard 
myself. The royal Elgiva is a rare treasure, and 
demands safe keeping." 

"I can trust her vrith thee, young chief," replied 
Govinda, " as well as with myself ;"andshe extended 
her hand ; Oscar raised it to nis lips — so tliey parted. 

The Bruidess mounted her horse ; Albert followed 
her example ; they both looked up to the mansion, 
the shades of approaching night were falling so 
dense around that scarcely any object could be dis- 
cerned ; but they distinguished the outline of a dark 
foim, the waving of a white kerchief. 

The knight bowed to his saddle bow ; Govinda 
returned that mute adieu, and they were both soon 
out of sight. Ethel stole back to Elgiva, who was 
leaning against the casement, her little dog in her 
arms. She was picturing the joy of her approaching 



reunion with Edwy, and the smUe on her lovely 
lips was almost as it used to be. 

She rested her head on Ethel's shoulder, and 
softly whispered, ** I am happy, Ethel, happier than 
I thought I should ever be acain in this world.*' 

Ethel neither would nor cou^ break that bright 
dream by a single word. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
Tidings %v thb Qusex. 

Whilst Govinda speeds on her generous mission, 
Edwy In his palace halls, recked neither the coming 
storm or the bright flush of hope that was kindling 
in his darkenea sky. The toscin of treason and 
revolt had not yet sounded over the land. Unex- 
pected and sudden as death it was to burst over the 
Kind's devoted head ; little guessed he that his 
brower^ the dark-haired Atheung, with whom he 
played and studied in chUdhood and boyhood, was 
the rebels* chosen leader ; the guerdon of whose 
untried valour was to be his own crown. 

WeU was it for the Saxon monarch that his eyes 
could not peruse the future's page ; the characters 
were too dark for mortal vision, and could only be 
read by a heavenly light in another world. 

As little as Edwy knew of the coming trouble, so 
little did he dream of the approaching joy ; not 
that his Elgiva was forgotten ; but gradually, as the 
twilight melts into the bosom of nighty so her 
image, her memory, was changing in his souL 

The hope of an earthly meeting was dying away, 
and his mind turned from the narrow span of time 
to the prospect of an eternal union in a world of 
everlasting joy. The heavy cross, which at one 
time he had sunk under, was now borne with a true 
martyr spirit ; the spirit of christian fortitude. The 
young King tried to see Divine love in the stroke 
which had torn Elgiva from ,his side , as tUl that 
golden chain was sundered, his soul had never 
sj^read its wings heavenward. The duties of his 
kingly station were performed with all his heart ; 
but each day as it rolled over, Edwy gave a relieved 
sigh as he thought he was a day nearer the end of 
his pilgrimage. Already, while the very dew of 
youth was hanging fresh upon him, he felt as though 
covered with the dust and soil of time. The great 
sorrow of his life had left such deep traces that the 
zest, the springing relish of enjoyment was fled for 
ever. Earnestly did the King labour that each hour 
might be worthily spent, in order that he might 
render a good account of the weighty responsibiuty 
laid to his charge ; that the happiness of ms subjects 
might be increased, and their best interests ad- 
vanced, whilst he held the Saxon sceptre. Now, 
and now only did he recall and act upon the vow he 
had breathed in the first hours of kingly power, and 
fully realise the sacredness of that cam made in the 
eye of heaven, as well as appreciate the depth of his 
Queen's self-sacrifice in leaving him, that nothing 
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should stand between him and his kingdom. Still, 
while he laboured on in his lonely path, there were 
moments whenfamiliar objects recalled the lost one, 
-^moments when wearied by his fruitless efforts for 
the ^ood of others, he passionately longed for the 
cheering words of encouragement of Elgiva. 

Seldom did the Saxon monarch enter the apart- 
ments peculiarly dedicated to his Queen. How 
could he do so ? when she, the bright divinity of the 
scene, had vanished from his lon^ng gaze. 

Closer and closer the cords of anection were drawn 
between the Kins and Cedric. The young knight 
rarely quitted Edwy's side ; the whole devotion of 
his noble nature was laid at his sovereign's feet. 

Three days from the time when G-ovinda and Sir 
Albert had left Elgiva in Gloucester, to bear the 
joyful tidings to the King, Edwy was standing by 
the open casement of his private chamber. It had 
been a day of tedious and perpleicing business, and 
he felt worn out in mind and body. News had 
arrived that the Northumbrian |Danes had risen, 
destroyed many homesteads, andcoii^letely pillaged 
their peaceful Saxon neighbours. The King, after 
long debates with his council, had summoned as 
large a witenagemot as could be collected at such 
short notice, to meet at the palace the following 
morning to decide upon his future plan of action. 

Edwy's large blue eyes, beautiful eyes, though 
the cloud of early sorrow had veiled some of their 
brightness, were fixed on the sky, which was of a 
clear, deep azure, with snowy clouds drifting across 
its surface. He was imaging, as many have often 
done, forms and figures in those soft biUowy masses, 
«nd his thoughts had flown far away from the 
troubles of earth. They were with El^va ; not as 
he had known her during the brief time she had 
lingered near him, but more lovely, more gk)rified ; 
with a crown of fadeless flowers on her brow, ftnd a 
smile of celestial happiness on her lips, she seemed 
hovering near him, with her arms extended, then 
vanished into thin ether. >^ 

So clear and real had been the impression that 
the king started with surprise and delight. He had 
constantly now these vivid da^ dreams, and he 
viewed them as heavenly warnings that he would 
soon be called to rejoin his bride. 

Edwy was not alone. Cedric stood near him ; 
his eyes rivetted on his sovereign's face ; but he 
would not, by word or gesture, brfak the thread of 
his musings, which he saw were happy ones. 

The king's look fell on his devoted friend, and a 
smile, the faint reflection of the past, parted his 
arching lip. 

**C^ic," he said, and his white hand, glittering 
with gems with the royal signet blazing on the 
forefinger, was kindly laid on the youth's shoulder, 
**I am but a dull companion for thee ; nay, boy, 
thou should'st be with thy haughty companions, 
and pass thy days as they do, in weaving bright 
dreams of glory and love. The king has too man^yr 



cares ; his heart will never beat with the careless 
pulse of joy again ; but no crushing^ misfortune has 
fallen on thy soul, Cedric, to poison the fresh 
fountain of thy young life ; thou must look forward 
through the opening vista of manhood to twining 
fre^ honours round the name of Ordmer, and 
always idiow the same loyalty to the reigning 
sovereign thou hast ever done to me. But I need 
not add this last charge," remarked Edwy, ''m^ 
noble Cedric is as brave as he is loyal, and his 
sword will ever bo drawn to defend the throne. " 

** Oh I my gracious King," replied the youth, 
whose speaking, peculiar eyes, had alternately 
flashed and softened with luminous light during 
this brief address; **Cedric's sword and Cedric's 
heart are both Edwy of Enc^land's, to use as best 
pleases him, they are dedicated to his service, and 
will never throb with loyalty, or be unsheathed, 
save for him. No ! No I The stars and mine own 
heart alike whisper and their voices are music to 
mine ears ; that mine eyes shall never behold 
another King on the Saxon throne, my knee never 
bend in fealty to another Sovereign. Cedric's course 
is brief, but bright ; bright through the sure hope 
that I shall win my knightly spurs in thy service, 
and brief because Heaven will call me early from 
the battle plain of life e'er my armour is rusted or 
my shield dinted with the fight. Oh, my King, let 
me speak openly, though the crown and purple 
hangs between us, let them create no barrier between 
our souls, permit me to tell thee mine inmost soul, 
as I did in those happy days when I was the Royal 
Atheling's chosen companion in his wanderings in 
foreign muds." 

** Speak freely, my Cedric," answered Edwy 
warmly, **view me ever as thy friend, one who 
would contribute to thy happiness as far as lies in 
his power, and who returns thy loyal affection to the 
full, for I have learnt, aye, sadly learnt," and a 
cloud darkened the young brow, ** that none, more 
than the crowned and annointed Sovereign, needs a 
sincere friend.'" 

"Then," said the knight, his face kindling with 
the lustre of his ardent soul, a lustre which i^ed 
such a light over its lineaments that one was com- 
pelled to acknowledge that the mere contour of form 
and colouring faded before the fire of genius, "then 
I will draw back the veil of reserve which respect 
for my Sovereign has hitherto kept before my heart, 
and tell thee how entirely I sympathise with the one 
great sorrow which has robbed thee of happiness, 
and left thee nothing but the mocking splendour of 
a crown. Yes, my King, 1 loved, I adiaired thee 
when in the first brief months of thy reign courtiers 
fawned on thine every word, and a glittering Court 
was at thy feet, and nearer, dearer, brighter, than 
all, thy heart and throne were filled by one lovely 
being, Queen by her beauty, which was matchless, 
and still more Queen by the magic power of goodness 
which drew aU hearts, save the cruel and ambitious. 
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towards her. Oh, my King, when I saw this fair 
royal flower torn from thy sheltering arms I felt 
indignant sympathy for thy bleeding wounds, I 
longed to avenge myself on thine enemies ; I could 
not bear the sight of mine own father because he 
had signed that fatal mandate, which I knew was 
the commencement of thy misfortunes. 

That sad time passed I 

Then came another period, and I saw thee 
struggling with thy mighty erief — ^wresthng, con- 
quermg it, and my love and admiration turned into 
ahnost venerating affection. 

I looked up to thee as a saint, a martyr— a true 
hero in the blood-stained field of suffering. Then I 
longed to know what was the power that enabled 
thee to bear up under such trials. I found thy 
strength was derived from a Heavenly source. 

One day I was sent with an urgent message to 
thee ; I found thee in thine oratoiy. There I beheld 
the King of all fair England humbly praying before 
the Crucifix. 

I heard but few of thy words, but those few 
entered deep into my soul. From that day I was 
changed. Mine aspirations and hopes had 
never soared beyond the seen, the actual, the 
applause of my fellow men, the approbation of my 
Sovereign, with occasional flashes of a higher life, 
which made me feel the darkness of the present 
more intensely. Now I would gladly exchange the 
glories and honours of earth for the splendours of 
immortality. 

Oh ! my King ! remember, should I be called 
before thee, that I loved thee to the last, and If I 
die in thy service Cedrio will be too happy. I 
aspire now to a higher wreath than the blood- 
stained one which binds the warrior's brow. May I 
one day wear that chaplet, whose leaves have been 
dipped in the fountain of life. 

He ceased ; and Edwy folded him to his breast in 
an impulse of unrestrained affection. There was a 
long pause, during which each tried to overcome his 
emotion — emotion, such as the sterner sex rarely 
show, and only those who possess the sensitive soul 
of genius — ^genius, never destined to linger longer on 
earth. 

"Thou hast heard, Cedrio," said the King at 
length, " how the Danes have been pillaging the 
Saxons ; their wild blood runs too freely in their 
veins to remain long contented with a life of in- 
action. Thou hast inherited their bravery without 
some of the darker qualities which stain their lives. 
I would thy Father, Earl Ordmer, more resembled 
thee, for I would gladly like him for thy sake." 

" Yes," replied the youth, his face flushing, " my 
father has a heart not inaccessible to the touch of 
human emotion. Under good influence, I feel sure, 
he might be moulded to better and higher aims 
than he has hitherto followed, but I fear my half 
sister Algitha only plays on the worst passions of 
his nature for her own designs. But to return to 



what thou wast saying : if the Danes are really 
unruly, -it will be well to gfive them a severe lesson ; 
most probably the Witenagemot will decide on 
chastising them by force of arms. If so, remember, 
my beloved Sovereign, added Cedric eagerly, ** that 
I am one of thy shield-bearers, and if my King goes 
to battle, my place is at his side." 

A low knock at the door broke the conversation. 

** Enquire who seeks my presence," commanded 
Edwy, the royal state returning to his face and 
mien. 

The knight obeyed, and found it was the King's 
page, bearing two private dispatches. 

*'Lay thetn on that table," said the King ; and 
now, Cedric, we must, perforce, dismiss thee. 
Letters and papers await our perusal, and the 
claims of friendship -must never intrude on the time 
of a Saxon monarch, which belongs to his subjects." 
Graciously he extended his hand, which Cedric 
pressed to his lips, and withdrew. 

Edwy turned to the table, and broke the strings 
and seals of the packets. They were both petitions, 
written with the heart's eloquence, and appealing, 
as a last resource, to the throne, when denied justice 
from all other sources. Attentively the young 
King perused them, and soon discerned the side on 
which justice lay ; though, as usual, on the weaker 
side. 

"My work is not done," murmured Edwy, "I 
must not complain at my longer sojourn below 
when I have the power of doing so much good to 
others. None shall ever ask justice at my hands 
and not receive it. These petitions must be laid 
before the Council, and should their vote go to the 
strong, the oppressors of the orphans, and the help- 
less, I shall take the case into mine own hands." 

More than an hour did the King pass perusing 
different documents, giving a large-souled and 
minute interest to the weighty business of his king- 
dom ; longing, with the longing of the generous and 
true hearted, to make semsh, unprejudiced men 
view the subject from his point of view — ^the general 
good — ^and not individual benefit. 

Exhausted at last, Edwy leant back in his chair, 
and the brow which wore the coveted crown that 
men were perilling their souls to win, ached with 
the weight of sad and bitter thoughts. 

Suddenly the longing for music seized Edwy ; he 
had n^ver awoke the sweet chords of the harp since 
the day Elgiva left the palace. This evening he 
thought he would send for the young minstrel, and 
in his wondrous strains forget the aching cares of 
the past and advancing future. 

The King rung a golden bell, and obedient to the 
royal summons the Cymbrian Bard stood in his 
presence. 

The monarch glanced at him in some surprise, 
as after bending the knee the youth retired to the 
farthest end of the apartment, and commenced 
tuning his hajp. 
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Sadly altered waa the h6j ; the pallor of angaiah 
brooded on tilie brow; the cheeks had lost their 
oval contour ; the large dark eyea gleamed with a 
sad and despairing light ; the slight form looked 
almost ethereal ; while the small hands which 
strong the chords were so thia that they seemed 
transparent. 

The yonng monarch was struck by the change, 
the fading away, of this '* child of song," and asked 
in fientle tones if he were ill, or saffering in mind 
or body. 

A flo9d of tears, an impetuous forward move- 
ment, as though he was about to fling himself at the 
King^s feet, was the answer. 

But, with a superhuman effort the wild emotion 
"waa stilled, and though the crimson mounted and 
fell on the varying cheek, the youth replied, in 
trembling accents, he was well, quite well ; then, 
to avoid further questions, an exquisite melody 
floated on the air. 

plaintive and tender, its wailing cadence seemed 
breathing a farewell to love and happiness. Shading 
his white brow with his hand, Edwy listened in 
rapt attention to [that mournful lay, which touched 
every feeling of his own soul. It was beautiful, 
but not divine. - The troubles of earth lingered in , 
the notes ; they did not rise to the purer joy regions, 
into whose clear atmosphere the plaint of sorrow, 
the echo of a sigh, can find no entrance. 

Again the solitude was broken by an attendant 
informing the King that Sir Albert the Stranger and 
a page demanded an instant audience. 

** Show them to our ante-room, we will see them 

immediately," replied the King ; " thou cans't 

await our return here," he continued to the minstrel. 

The Saxon monarch entered the room where the 

Knight and his companion waited. 

The former advanced, and bending the knee, said : 
**We have news of great importance to be un- 
folded to thine ear alone ; this stranger," pointing 
to the page, *' will disclose its purport. I but came 
to introduce him to thy presence, and now crave thy 
penmssion to withdraw." 

** Sir Albert," said the King, ** thou cans't retire, 
if thou desirest ; this stranger, though unknown to 
us, has a sufficient guarantee for his honesty of pur- 
pose in having been brought by thee. We will near 
nis tale." 

The knight left, and the monarch and the un- 
known sto^ face to face. 

** Thou dost not recognise me, Edwy of England," 
said a sweet thrilling voice, ** though onco before I 
have crossed thy paui ; mine errand to thee is one 
of great joy. I bring thee tidings of the Queen." 

All the practised self-command of the King could 
not i^revent the blood rushing to his face, his eye 
flashing, and his heart bounding with a thrill of 
delight so intense that it was Almost pain. Then 
the colour faded, his countenance grew pale as 
death, while his whole frame quivered under the 



shook. His voice could breathe no words, bat his 
eyes asked the question, his lips refused to utter. 

'* Queen Elgiva lives," exclaimed those thrilling 
tones again, and their cadence stirred up some old 
memory ; *' lives, and is in the shadow of the Saxon 
realm." 

** Who art thou ; give me thy name ?" demanded 
the King — his words breaking from him in short 
quick gasps. ** Why dost thou mock me with false 
hopes r 

**Edwy, King of the Saxons, I mock thee not," 
and the pa^e, and raising the dropping cap, the 
face of Govinda, in all its high-souled beauty, was 
revealed. 

" I have seen that countenance before," cried the 
monarch, as he gazed intently upon her. *' Aye, I 
remember now ; thou art the maiden who, when 
the Oymri cursed me, sprang forwards and tiie d 
to turn it into a blessing. Grovinda, I recognise thee 
now ; but tell me,'* continued the King eagerly, 
though thy words must needs be idle, what thou 
saidst of the Queen, that sheUves ?" *' Yes, lives,*' 
replied the maiden, '* lives, and will soon be restored 
to thine arms and heart. Kins of the Saxons, 
Govinda, the high priestess of the Druids, never 
utters lying words or false prophecies. I procured 
thy Queen a safe asylum in Ireland, and have now 
conducted her from thence to Gloucester, where she 
awaits thee ; in proof of which aJltertion," for the 
Druidess saw the joy was too sudden to be balieved 
at once, *Hake this missive," and she handed him 
Elgiva's note. 

Edwy eagerly seized it, and turning to a window 
to screen his emotion, read, and rapidly re-read the 
loved characters. Doubt was ended now, but the 
revulsion was almost overpowering ; nothing calmed 
him in that estatic moment but a soul-breathed 
fervent prayer of thanksgiving to that merciful 
Power who had so unexpectedly restored the lost 
one to his yearning heart. 

And Govinda, when she saw his agitation, and 
marked his deep and changeless love, regretted not 
her own generous act, but felt the glorious triumph 
of self-sacrifice. 

When the monarch at last turned from the 
window, his countenance was resplendent with 
happiness, an almost superhuman brightness rested 
upon it. Advancing towards Govinda, he took her 
beautiful hand and raised to his lips in a glow of 
gratitude: 

Generous, noble maiden," he exclaimed in a voice 
whose silvery music echoed too fatally through every 
pulse of the being he addressed, ** the king is poor 
m thanks to repay services such as thine, wmch, 
were the whole treasures of his kingdom poured at 
thy feet, the vast debt would still remain uncaii" 
celled. But Govinda, souls like thine are best re- 
warded by the peace of their own consciences and 
the undying sratitude of those they have served. 
However, whust life lasts, thy name shall ascend 
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from my lipe to heaveii that a blessing may rest on 
thy head, richer and sweeter than mortal power 
can bestow. Bat tell me (for the Queen refers me 
to thee) everv particular that has passed since the 
dark hour when my royal bride left my palace. The 
present happiness is so bright, coming after such a 
long dark night of sorrow, that, like tiie blind sud- 
denly restorml to sight and placed in the fall blase 
of sunshine, my bewildered soul refuses to grasp, 
to realise this great joy.^^ 

** My tale £all be brief, Eixig Bdwy,*' replied 
GoTinoA, "for each moment is wasted that we 
dcday here. 

"From the very jaws of death and destruction 
I rescued thy Queen, for her life was threatened by 
£erce and cruel enemies. I was able to procure for 
her and her attached dependant Hilda, a safe retreat 
in Ireland, with an Irish Chieftain, (a relation of 
mine own), who soon loved the fair stranger as a 
daughter. Bound by a solemn promise of secrecy I 
dai^ not reveal the Queen*s place of refuge to 
mortal, not even to thee. Long I watched and 
waited the dawn of brighter days when I could 
restore her in safety to her throne and husband. 

*' A short time ago, when I was rambling through 
the forests, I encountered a strange maiden, Ethel 
of Herewood, devotedly attached to her royal 
mistress ; by the secret power Govinda possesses of 
reading all hearts, I discovered she was engaged in 
a hopeless quest for the Queen ; from her I also 
learnt that the bamer that existed between your 
marriage was broken down. That fact made me 
feel I might break my promise ; I conducted her 
and the youns knight who accompanied me hither, 
to Ireland, wuere we met the lloyal Eldva, and 
.poured the tale into her ear ; her love, which had 
never changed, resolved her at once to return, when 
she found she could do so with safety to thee. I, 
and some other faithful friends, escorted her to 
Irlouoester, where she now is, in an old house a mile 
from the town, under a trusty guard. Now hasten, 
King Edwy, hasten to thy Queen, let thy love efface 
the buii'erings of the past, and in tiiy mutual 
happiness Govinda will find her best reward." 

Edwy had drunk in every word of this storv with 
the deepest, most devouring attention, and when all 
the detailb shone clear before him — in his wild burst 
of delight he longed to start off at once to clasp 
l^lgiva to his heart. 

** Govinda," he exclaimed, " the truest friend of 
my life, conduct me to my Queen, and let us unite 
in blessing and thanking thee, our preserver, our 
deliverer, but stay,/ he aidded, while &e eager flush 
of joy faded from his cheek, '* I cannot follow mine 
impatient heart, ^y people, my kingdom, again hold 
me back from happiness, and he paced the anart- 
meot with excited footsteps; *' tomorrow I nave 
summoned a Witenageniot, to deliberate on measures 
necessary to ensure the safety of my subjects ; the 
feelings of the husband must give way to the duties 



of the King. Fortunately, it will only cause a few 
hours delay, and as none of the Queen's enemies ar* 
aware of her return, there oan be no danger.'* 

"None,*' replied Govinda, positively, "I have 
taken every precaution, and to-morrow I will con* 
duct thee to her retreat." 

'* Yes, to-morrow," said the King, with a bright 
smile ; *' to-morrow sees me once more re-unitod to 
m^ Queen. But, toll me, noble maiden, where thou 
wilt remain till then ; my palace is at thy disposal, 
and thy disguise will remain undtscovered." 

'* No," answered the young Druidess, *' four walla, 
however lofty and spacious, are too confined for me. 
I dwell amidst the wild forests, free as the birds of 
Heaven, coining and going at mine own nleasure. 
Farewell, Saxon King, when thou hast i){»sed ther 
outskirts of the town I will join thee ; bring only a 
small train, for we must make the best speed we 
may, as I know one to whom every moment will 
seem a weary age of susronse till we rejoin her." 

" Farewell," said the King again, raising her hand 
to his lips, " good angels m with thee, Govinda ; 
thou hast brought me suck happiness that it seems 
too bright for earth, and whilst I live thou must let 
me ever regard thee as my friend." 

A mute eloquent gesture of adieu, and the beau- 
tiful maiden left the chamber. 

Edwy immediately sought his oratory, that he 
might pour out his gratitude in lowly reverence at 
the foot of the Cross. 

In passing through his private apartment, which 
communicated with the oratory, he saw the young 
minstrel standing near his hiurp, his bowed head 
resting on the instrument. 

** We shall not require thy services again to-night," 
said the King, in a voice which betrayed such happi- 
ness that the boy looked up curiously into his &ce. 
'* Thou can'st retire, but should the time ever come 
when thou woulds*t like to coi^de to thy King the 
secret which is evidently prayins on thy young life, 
remember, thou mays't always do so." 

S3 saying, Edwy turned to his private chamber. 
Arrived there, he placed his hand in the bosom of 
his doublet, and was much surprised to find the 
precious missive gone. 

Instantly retracing his steps he found it lying on 
the threshold of the other room ; the young minstrel 
was not there. 

Picking it up, and pressing rapturous kisses, 
mingled with tears, on the insensible paper, the 
Eling prostrated himself before the Crucifix, and 
poured out the full joy tide of his young soul into 
that sympathising ear which is ever open to the 
prayer of His people. 

An hour passed in this devout ezerdse, and then 
Edwy rose from his knees, and sending for Wnlf staa 
of Winchester, oommunicated his joyful tidings to 
his kind friend. * Delighted indeed, was the good 
Prelate, and warmly he pressed the young momfoh's 
hand as he deveutly thanked Heaven for crowning 
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his life -with, this unlooked-for joy. The Kins told 
Wulfstan he was to set out next day to join the 
Queen, and the worthy Bishop begged to be one of 
the party, which was readily granted. 

With the exception of the faithful Cedric, and the 
Earl of Sussex, the rest of the Royal household were 
kep^ in profound ignorance of the Queen's return, 
as jBdwy dreaded, with feverish anxiety, to eive the 
slightest clue to Mgiva's whereabouts till me was 
safely restored to her palace halls, and his devoted 
heart. That night, in all the broad realms of Eng- 
land, none felt so happy as the young King. 

Was it joy ! all joy ! or only a false meteor gleam, 
luring him on even to the yawning brink of me pit 
of destruction I 



CHAPTER XXV. 
"Thb Noblb Army of Martyrs. 

It was eve ! The holy vesper hour, when thoughts 
turn heavenward, no longer fettered by tiie bright 
realities, the busy cares of day. When sights and 
sounds of stirring life fade into shadowy softness ; 
and twilight, mvstical sister of the night, steals 
with noiseless footsteps o'er the golden sunset, 
mantling the crimson billows in her robes of quiet 
blue; steals on, kissing the flowers and birds to 
rest ; fanning with cool, pure breath the fevered 
brow of tired nature ; pouring gentle bahn into her 
weary heart. 

Oh, shadowless and sunless dream of Hfe ; how 
fair thou art, with the flow of thy deep tresses and 
the star lustre of thy mvsterious orbs. How sooth- 
ing to Time's restless children thy brief ministry of 
rest and love. Thou gatherest the gamers of day, 
bearing the mingled store of jsood and evil to tihe 
stream of time, where they flow on ever, till one 
day each shall return to their possessor, a glory or 
a shame. 

In thy bosom, thou foldest close the prayer of 
faith, bearing it aloft through the blue stillness to 
the eternal heht. 

Poesy and airy fancies, mystic and rainbow 
hopes, love, too pure and spiritual to bloom under 
another sceptre, gem thy Hngdom, lovely spirit of 
the eve, hovering on the border worlds of light and 
darkness. 

It was eve. Eve on the flower, the blade, the 
forest choir ; stillness on the sunny earth, ^e 
call of the shepherd sounded faintly over the distant 
lulls. The last rumble of heavy wains had echoed 
round ; the hushed tramp and hum of busy life 
spoke of the day's labour ended, of happy gather- 
inffs around the eveniug hearth. 

The red lieht dt opened round the clowinff flaming 
sunset, whicn slowly sunk, a very ball of Are, to- 
wards the western hills. The nch hue lingered 
purply on the dark forest, stretching far over an 
undulating country, and flashed upon the tall 
chimneys and narrow casements of an old decaying 
nansion standing upon its outskirts. 



"Father! if the love of this heart was all too 
deeply devoted to an earthly object, noble and good 
as tnat object was, — ^if the close bonds of a bliss- 
ful union, weaving the very intricacies of thought 
into purest harmony, checked the true aspirations 
of the soul heavenward, — ^pardon its exceeding 
sinfulness ; loosen with thine Own hands, the golden 
chain binding us together, that our souls be not too 
much enslaved in the joy of a coming reunion. Let 
none occupy the shrine m our hearts, save Him who 
has redeemed us with His blood. And, oh I should 
it be Thy holy will that we should never meet," and 
the voice trembled, "Thou who hast sounded the 
depths of human anguish, bestow Thy strength and 
comfort on the survivor. Grant, whatever be our 
earthly future, we may be eternally united in 
heaven, through thy precious atonement." 

The prayer faltered through the silent eve, and 
was wafted on high ; and peace descended on the 
heart of the lovely worshipper, kneeling at the 
oasement of the dark old mansion. 

"Ethel!" 

The voice low and sweet was wont to need no 
second call to summon the maiden to her Royal 
Lady's side. This eve it passed unanswered. 

" Ethel ! " 

Again the silvery summons, to which was never 
sweeter music. 

In the upper chamber of the mansion (once the 
saloon of a noble Thane) sat the Queen, with her 
little dog. Below, 'neath the archway of a low 
doorway, stood Ethel ai^ Oscar. 

The Saxon damsel gazed wistfully down the long 
narrow lane, nearly hidden iu tangled hedge rows, 
which stretched before them. Oscar's eyes rivetted 
on the crimson sunset. So absorbed was the lady 
in the strained endeavour to catch the distant sound 
of horses hoofs — ^herald of joy to the Queen — ^for 
which they had. watched since last eve, that aha 
heard not the soimd of her name falling softly 
through the still air. 

It fell, however, on Oscar's ear, which had ever 
an acute perception of the lightest tone of Elgiva. 

"Maiden," he said, in Saxon almost as pure as 
her own, " the Queen calleth thee." 

Ethel started, turning, her black eyes with a 
vague enquiry on his face, as if unconscious of his 
meaning. The intensity with which she threw 
every feeling into the approaching imion of the 
King and Queen rendered her often abstracted Uke 
this during the long agonising days succeeding 
Albert's <&parture. It needed a repetition of 
Oscar's remark to recall her scattered thoughts. 

*' I will go to my beloved Queen," she said, a flush 
kindlmg her pale Italian cheek— a flush beautiful ai 
the crimson sunset. 

"Young Chief," she added, turning a last melan- 
choly gaze on the deepening shadows of the quiet 
luidscape, " thine eyes are quicker than mine, 
fiees't thou not a speck or sign in the far distance. 
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Dost thou not hear one soand? Oh! surely they 
will oome to-ni£^t. More than time has elapsed to 
bring the King hither — ^the King who would fly on 
the very wings of love to his adored Elffiva." 

" Lady, there is no sisn of an approa^ing party ; 
the stillness is unbroken even to the remotest 
boundary of sight/* replied the Chief, ''l^ever- 
theless, they may come ere the curtain of night 
closes. Pray Heaven to defend the Queen from 
eviir 

Ethel ^ded into the large halL Her eye fell on 
Outhred standing at one end, conversing with the 
old Franklin. The two Gaelic warriors sat on a 
window seat polishinff their arms. 

A thc^ht struck the maiden. 

" Guthred r she cried. 

The churl advanced. Ethel lowered her voice. 

"Guthred, my faithful servitor, nrr heart is 
heavy with misgiving and suspense, lliere is no 
sign of the King, and night draws apace. Go, run 
down the lane to the turn into the high road, and 
see if thou discemest ought of the party. It will 
relieve my mind to feel we are doing something, and 
perchance thou mays't return with good tidings.*' 

** I will obey thy commands, my lady," answered 
the stout yeoman, **but there are not many left to 
guard this old house." 

*'Tt matters not," said Ethel, "go at once, and 
thou wilt not be missed." 

She swiftly hurried away and descended the stairs. 

Guthred turned, and left the hall with slow steps 
and thoughtful brow. # 

" I like not leaving my young lady and the Queen, 
even for a short time," he muttered, "yet what 
«an I do but obey my master's child." 

What could he do but obey. To some is given to 
•command, to others to obey, the lesser responsibility 
the harder duty. Pray Heaven grace may be given 
each to do rightly in their several stations. 

"Good tidings," repeated the Churl, tightening 
his sword belt, and shaking his shaggy looks, 
** Aye, by my faith, I would gliSly bring them back,*' 
and he stepped forth by another door than that 
where the young Chief stood. 

** Oscar's eyes rested not on the waste moorland 
and dense wood He saw not the figure of the Churl 
crouching cautiously along the overgrown lane. His 
ffaze rested fixed on the crimson sky. His soul 
Efted up in prayer to the Lord of day and night. 

The prayer of the young Chieftain was for his 
ancient grandsire, that he nught be pardoned for the 
error in which he had lived so long, and turn one 
glance of faith to the only Redeemer ere he departed 
to the great tribunal. 

The short Gaelic sword of the Chief hunff at his 
aide, his lance and shield rested on the waU beside 
him. The red light flashed on the polished steel and 
glittered on his golden hair, making the youthful 
warrior a bright, beautiful picture, in that dorl^ 
iwilightsetting. The blue fearlws eyes, the strong 



sinewy frame, the staunch weapons, spoke of one 
destined to wield the lance in many a blood-red field, 
to lead brave men to victory ; like the towering oak 
to be the glory, the shelter of his home and country ; 
the loving support to the tender, twining sympathies 
of human nature. And there w^s no shadow on the 
noble brow, no warning voice to whisper that this 
bright promise would never unfold to maturity, that 
after a short conflict the Christian soldier would lay 
down his sword in the land of everlasting peace. 

Ethel softly opened the door of the Queen's 
apartment. 

It was, OS we have said, a long, low room, huns 
with faded tapestry and scantily supplied with oia 
oak furniture. Fresh rushes strewed the floor and 
partially removed the faded, cheerless appearance. 
At one end a heavy fold of tapestry divided it from 
a small inner room, where Hilda slept; opening 
from this was a large chamber occupied by the 
Queen and Ethel. 

Every night Oscar and two of his followers kept 
guard in the saloon, Guthred and the other two 
soldiers occupying the stairs. 

Oscar carefully attended to the strict fastening of 
every door before nightfall, and for further security 
made Franklin and his stout sons sleep in the hall 
below the saloon, and look the door communicating 
to the small wing which he and his family usually 
occupied. During the few days of his perilous 
trust, he had urged upon the Queen the neceasity of 
never venturing out of doors, even though no human 
being seemed lurking about. Elgiva yielded to his 
wishes, and remain^ entirely in her apartmente. 
Oscar himself never left the mansion, but kept a 
strict watch on his host and his two sons, making 
his page observe their every movement. 

Nothing in their conduct gave rise to suspicion ; 
they hod never left home. Being quietly engaged 
ploughing and sowing in a small field near the house, 
and wor£mg in the large warden, the products of 
which formed an importent ^ture in the Franklin's 
revenues. 

Strangely in favour of the royal party's wish for 
secrecy, not one person had approached the house 
during their stay there. Seflections like these 
flashed through Ethel's mind, and tended to console 
her spirite as she paused on the threshold of the 
saloon. 

In one of the deep bow windows, on a pile of 
faded cushions, reclined Elgiva, one arm resting on 
the window sill, the other supporting a volume 
which lay open on her knees, in the perusal of 
which she was so intently engrossed as not to have 
heard tiie door open. 

Ethel ^pazed at Elgiva with an admiration almost 
approachmg to awe, for there was something in her 
appearance strangely beautiful. 

A fanciful belief that that day was an eventful 
one, destined to see her meeting with Edwy, bad 
made EUgiva array herself in one of her white 
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Gaelic robes. The dress, closely fitting to the 
slender figure, was clasped round the waist by a 
golden zone. The full loose sleeves flowing back 
revealed the fair white arms, the bodice was slightly 
cut low round the swan-like throat which rivalled 
the robe in whiteness. The Queen's hair was also 
left unbound, in the ringlets she had worn during 
her assumed character of a Cambrian maiden. 
Round her fair throat hung a rich gold chain, with 
a brilliant cross of diamonds, containing a lock of 
her own and Edwy's hair entwined. This was the 
sole ornament she had taken from her palace home, 
and preserved throufi;h her perilous adventures. 

It had been Edwy's first pledge of affection, given 
her in the days when she walked in the untroubled 
gladness of her maiden youth. Now it glittered on 
hier neck on the day when she hoped to be clasped 
to the bosom of her long-parted husband 

Curled up, on the end of her dress, lay the little 
white dog, another faithful companion of her 
wanderings. 

The red light streamed upon the long ringlets of 
the Queen, dyeing them to the ruddy hue of 
Autumnal woods. It gleamed upon her white robes 
till the folds seemed specked witii blood stains. It 
threw its erimson glow upon the book held in her 
white hands. 

Suddenly the downcast face was lifted towards 
the Heavens, where the sun had just sunk beneath 
the distant hills. White it was as the drifting snow, 
unmarked by a touch of earth, till the rich glow 
flung over it the same strange blood gleam, lighting 
up we deep, clear eyes to almost immortal brightness. 

The lips repeated slowly tiie last verse of the 
chapter euie had been reading, "And Stephen said. 
Behold I see the Heavens opened, and uie Son of 
Man standing on the right himd of God.*' 

The martyrdom of the first Christian was so 
vividly realised by her mind that she looked up to 
the sky as if expecting to see something of Stephen's 
glorious vision. Truly that burning horizon was a 
fitting accompaniment for the dread scene of death ; 
it seemed literally steeped in blood. 

Ethel lingered till tJie words were ended ; then 
softly stealmg over the ruidies, knelt beside her 
royal mistress. 

Elgiva turned her beautiful eyes from the sky, 
and with a sigh laid her hand on Ethel's shoulder. 

"I called thee, dearest," she said, "and ti^en 
forgot the summons in inteorest for the inspired sub- 
ject I have been studying— the sublime death of t^e 
first martyr for Jesus. Ethel, who would not envy 
Stephen's fate, for Stephen's transcendant vision 1 
^i8 was the short, sharp conflict — ^the death on the 
battle field ! to ' enter for ever into the joy of his 
Lord !' There was a time, Ethel, when my heart, 
like thine, deemed such serious subjects would fling 
a shadow over the glad pastimes of youth — ^that they 
were onl^ fitted for the monkish cell, or those who 
hiAd outUved the deeper, brighter joys oi Ufe. My 



brief but fated career has taught me a different 
lesson. I have learned to prize every word and- 
thought of that Blessed Land of Best azid Love ; 
more than the riches and honours of the world. In 
the hour of trial the hope of an immortal crown 
shed a light over the murky clouds ; the presence of 
a living Kedeemer, who ever intercedeth for uil 
was my stay when in the grasp of cruel foes. Ana 
now on the eve of a great joy ; greater than I had 
ever dreamed would be mine again, the same faith 
sheds a sanctifying peace over the bliss of human 
love ; the oorcfs bmding to the brightest eartMy 
paradise are loosened by the nearing vision of ' a 
better country that is an heavenly.' Some day, 
my faithful friend, I sincerely hope and pray thou 
mays't obtain the same inward consolation without 
needing so' fiery a trial to lead thee to the one true 
way. Now I wish to talk about thyself. Jb'irst tell 
me where thou wert when I summoned thee ?" 

'* Watching at theporch, looking to tiieh4[hroad," 
answered the maiden. *' Oscar was there, too, but 
we saw no sign of their coming." 

**1 expect them not to night," replied Elgiva, 
calmly. ** This sunset a whisper has reached my 
soul that the King will be here in the dawn of the 
coming day ; if we live till then he will be with me 
onccAore." 

A smile broke over her face, so beautiful in its 
love, so bright in its relief, that Ethel felt her fears 
relieved, and dared not break that peace by enquir- 
ing what then had caused tne strange delay. 

*' Now, Ethel," she continued, gazing intently on 
her face, which drooped beneath the penetrating 
, glance, ''tell me candidly, art thou cherishing in 
secret a regret for the lost lover ? The pzdeness .of 
this cheek, and abstraction of thy manner durins 
the past week, make me anxious for thy peace w. 
mind. Nothing can be so sad, so fatal, as a vain 
regret for the impossible. I had hoped thou hadst 
never seriously loved the lord of Ereemingham, and 
that the memory of a betrothed selected by a parent's 
friendship in early childhood, and not the free 
choice of thy maturer years)Hirould soon fade away» 
leaving thy warm affections free to find a tifuer hap- 
piness. For thine own sake and another's,", she 
added, smiling, *' I desire to penetrate that reserved 
heart." 

The colour mantled Ethel's cheek till it rivalled 
the evening sky. An indignant flash glittered in 
her black eyes at the mention of the once loved 
name, then died away, and with a tear trembling in 
their deep depths, she answered, unhesitatingly, 
with tiie soul of truth stamped on her expressive 
face : 

"No, my Queen, I love not Sir TJlrio Freeming- 
ham. No f eeUng of regret turns sorrowfully to tht^ 
vanished past and the broken pledge. The affection 
which I once deemed I bore my betrothed husband 
was more imagination than reality ; a woman^> 
ideal, woxen out of her solitary musings, so bri^t 
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and perfect that the daszled eyes of youthfal wor- 
ship saw it not, it had no true counterpart in the 
liYing being whose name it bore. This dream love, 
fostered by an orphaned existence, centred ronnd 
the youth who was destined to hold in my heart the 
next place to my Creator, to be my 8tren^|th, com- 
fort, glory — all the name of husband implies. The 
long separations from my betrothed, our brief meet- 
ings, ^where mine eye only saw the fair graceful 
form, the refined manner, combined to heighten this 
sentiment, and when I met Sir Ulric at thy court 
my dreamy devoted fancy blinded me both to the 
aroence of real a£fection in his own heart for me and 
the want in his character of those sterling qualities 
which alone can awaken true love, and rivet it by 
the bonds of esteem. When his rc^ nature was re- 
Tealed in our last interview, at Herewood, mine idol 
fell to the ground, shattered to pieces ; but after the 
first brief sorrow and indignation at having wasted 
80 many thoughts and hopes in vain, I discovered I 
had never really loved Sir. Ulric. Had I done so no 
smile would have again crossed this face. When a 
woman's heart is once bestowed it can never be 
regained. No, my beloved Queen, the sadness thou 
hast observed sprang from no other cause than dis- 
tress at the thought of the sufferings thou hast 
endured, and longing anxiety for the hour to Arive 
when they would be all forgotten in the love of thy 
devoted husband." 

"Ethel," said the Queen, drawing her tenderly 
towards her, ** my mind is relieved from a painful 
apprehension, for well I know, though thy lips 
never revealed it, that I was the cause of thy sepa- 
ration from Sir TTlric." 

" I will have no concealments from thee, my 
Queen," replied Ethel, frankly, raising her large 
eyes to the beautiful face bending over her. •' Thou 
hast divined the truth with the unerring insight 
which belongs to thy gifted mind. Sir Ulric laughed 
at the absuidity of my resolution to seek thee out, 
and failing to ridicule or persuade me from my 
resolve, ended by putting the fulfilment of his en- 
gagement on the condition of my relinquishing my 
plans. It was but a shallow pretext for carrying 
• out his own wishes to break an alliance with one he 
never really loved." 

"Never," echoed Elgiva, "as thou deservedst; 
but there is one I have discovered loves thee with 
the devotion of a noble, manly heart — a devotion 
which time can never change. This knowledge 
j^ompted me to probe thy maiden heart, for deeply 
would it grieve me were the offering of a true, 
generous affection a vain gift for Ethel. Canst thou 
not cuess the brave knight's name ? Ah ! that 
blush ! He is not far away ; one who has proved 
himself worthy to wear my colours, tiie King's 
especial prot^g^, mine own chosen knight, who has 
served me so well and faithfully, Albert, the 
stranger, whose name shall no longer be strange to 
Ihe eonntry'a annalfli but rendered known 4uid 



illnstrions through his own deeds and the rewards 
of his grateful sovereigns. I would rather see mine 
Ethel Albert's bride than the wedded of England's 
haughtiest noble." 

Ethel's blushing face drooped lower. She sii« 
swered not, but the silence was eloquent enough to 
confirm the Queen's hope that Sir Albeort's patient 
love, which he had confided to her ear, and his 
companionship with Ethel in so manjy adventures, 
had not passed without making an mipression on 
the young heiress's heart. 

" So tnou wert grieving over me, Ethel, mine,** 
continued Elgiva ; "nay, thy Queen's troubles ars 
nearly over. One solemn injunction I ^ould have 
thee remember ~ thy promise never to breathe to 
the King one word of the sufferings I have under- 

fone. Some day when he is able to bear the recital 
may confide it to him myself, but it would be too 
hard a trial now. Neitiier do I desire him to 
avenge my wrongs. Were my life to fall a sacrifice 
to my foes my last prayer would be that Elgiva's 
vengeance might be left in the Hands of the All- 
Merciful. Methinks my very soul's rest would be 
troubled if Edwy's haxids were stained with blood 
for my cause." 

Generous spirit ; all thin^ seemed light when 
borne for the oeloved one, whose path was to be 
guarded from sorrow at the cost of tihine own hap- 
piness, littie dreamedst thou in thy devoted love 
the bitter trials, the longer ordeal, awaiting that 
proud young being, ere had learned to t£^e^e cup 
of submission, and murmur from the heart, "Thy 
will be done," 

. t • • « 

Hark ! a distant sound of horses' hoofs breaking 
the evening stillness. 

" They come, they come ;" cried Ethel, starting 
to her feet, and clasping her hands for joy. 

The blood which had fors^en Elgiva's cheek so 
long rushed back, tumultuously crimsoning her 
cheek with hope. Her heart bounded wildly witii 
a joy akin to agony. 

"EdwyJ Edwy I" she exclaimed, springing to 
the door. 

Hal 

What means that sudden pallor ghastlier than 
death ; the wild despair, gathering m the radiant 
orbs? What mean they? Ask Etibtel's wonder- 
ing senses, when the sounds of hurrying life seem 
flooding in joy and love. 

"El£el, Ethel I tiiey come, they come ; my des- 
triers I" 

How changed the voice. 

" Oh, save me, save me ; it is too terrible I" and 
overcome with a mortal dread, which shook every 
fibre of her frame, the Queen tottered and sank to 
the ground. 

Etiiel flew to her, raising her tenderly in her 
arms, deemine Elgiva's senses had forsaken he^ 
under the sudden rush of joy. Never imagining 
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there was any ground for real alarm, gathering 
fresh hope witn each advancing sound, longing to 
run down and tsee with her own eyes the long ex- 
pected sight, to return with one on whose boapm 
£]giya would weep away the last lingering fear of 
mortal foe. 

** My beloved Queen " she murmured soothingly ; 
pressing fondly to her heart the slender form wiiich 
started and trembled in her arms. '* There is 
naught to fear. It is the King who comes ; thine 
own lover husband. Ah I let me haste to the door 
which commands a view of the road, and relieve 
thy mind of the faintest shadow of a doubt." 

'*No, no, no," gasped the Queen, twining her 
arms closer round the maiden ; hold me fast, Ethel 
^fast ; never leave me." 

Terror was overthrowing her heroic self-control. 
tThe prayer for strength, for patience, struggled 
faintly to burst through the earth agony, — ^to find 
a voice ; struggled — but died away. Not unheard ; 
oh, not unheard, by One who seeth the unspoken 
f oimtain of thought, when words come not over the 
wild waves of despair. 

Ethel strained her eyes. 

The snort, the plunge of horses beneath the door. 

Thenl 

Hark ! hark 1 hark I A cry I A yell I — the 
spring of foe to foe. 

Her heart sunk prostrate at each stroke ; her 
knees tottered beneath the light form reclining on 
her breast. 

Another, and another cry ! Oaths 1 curses ! the 
clash of steel I Ea^ th shaking beneath -the tramp 
of man and beast. The red sky flaming on the heat 
of conflict. 

No King, no lover. 

The enemy were upon them I 

The tapestry was raised. Hilda rushed in, pale 
•nd aghast ; ffingmg herself at the Queen's feet, hid 
ner face in her robe. 

" Oh, my mistress ! save me I pray for us I A 
troop of armed men have attacked the house." 

The little dog ran up, barking and jumping on 
Elgiva as if to shield her with his puny strength. 

"Oh, Lord I deliver us I muttered EthePs white 
lips ; the first, but not the last heart prayer of her 
life. 

The sounds of the struggle raged fiercer, louder ; 
the struggle between the foe, fighting for innocent 
blood, and the few brave defenders. 

And the two trembling women knew not of the 
fide of battle, recked not of its issue ; bound by the 
terrible chain of suspense to the side of one to whom 
there came not even that brief mercy of suspense. 

•• Guthred ! where is Guthred ? " moaned Ethel, 
■inking to the ground but still grasping the Queen. 

The despair of Ethel, the tears of Hilda, roused 
Elgiva. Kising from the dinging arms of Ethel, 
who now lean^L on her for support, she looked 
around ; a glance as of farewell to the scene of a last 



trial, not the gaze of anxious terror. Her cheek 
was very pale, but the ashen hue had faded, the 
wild look of despair had yielded to quiet calm, a 
serene brightness hovered on her brow, so intense 
it might have seemed to many as springing from a 
hope that the assailants might yet be defeated. But 
no, the hope illuming that face was not earthly but 
divine ; the sure and steadfast one beyond the veil; 
beyond the rack and bloody turmoil of life's battle 
field. 

"Ethel, dearest, be calm, and pray. Hilda, 
faithful nurse and friend, trust in One who ruleth 
even the swords of men. He will never leave thee, 
or forsake thee. For me the time of our parting 
has come ; these men seek me alone ; one kiss, one 
farewell, then go, leave me in this chamber to meet 
the enemy. Weep not ; if I am taken from ye think 
of me safe for ever from the power of cruel men, 
look forward to our meeting above." 

She stooped to Ethel and fondly kissed her, 
whispering,— 

" Tell lum I loved him to the last, tell him to be 
comforted for I am with One who ' loves me with 
an everlasting love." Hilda, and she pressed her lips 
to her brow ; Hilda, take her away. " 

"No! No I" sobb3d the attendant, "I will 
never leave thee, I will die with thee." 

Ethel, too shocked and terrified to speak only 
clung closer to the Queen, as if to testify none 
should tear them apart. 

Elgiva felt they would never desert her. Silently 
she committed their souls to Heaven. 

And still the fight raged on ; the ground ran red 
with blood that fatal twilight — ^red as the crimson 
sky. 

A tramp of hasty feet. 

The door was flung open; Oscar, pale and bleeding, 
sword in hand, his bright locks dabbled with gore« 
rushed in. 

"Flyl" he gasped, " to yon room within. Tie 
the drapery of the couch together and descend by 
it from the windows, run down the lane with all 
speed, it is the last chance of escape. Fly, and I 
will guard the door." 

Was it, indeed, so ? 

Was he the last defender of England's Queen; 
the last in her lord's broad dominions ? Could the 
peasant shield the wife of his bosom, and the Saxon 
King's wealth and power fail to snatch his darling 
from the wolfs grasp. 

Ethel sprang up and seized the Queen's hand; 
Hilda sought to drag her away. Another minute^ 
they had been safe. 

Oscar's page and the churl's stout son stood on 
the stairs ddending the passage, with their honest 
arms and hearts. 

That minute was lost. 

The Queen withdrew her hands from her f aithfal 
friends, and fixing her bright clear eyes on Oscar, 
said— 
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• " No, Osoar, I wiU not fly t I will not leave 
brave hearti to perish for me. It would be a nselefls, 
■elfish wish to prolong- a life which has caused blood- 
shed enoufi^, and has been summoned by a higher 
Power. But, save these, Osoar: it is my last 
reouest — save them !'' 

£thel gave a great ory and rushed to the Queen ; 
then f eU into a dead swoon. The Chief, with a 
lookof adorinaloveatElmva — ^alook Edwy might 
have pardonea for that blood-stained brow — raued 
the fainting girl, and stammering beneath the pain of 
an almost mortal woun^ bore her to the inner 
chamber, and looked the door. 

" Go, Hilda," whispered the Queen, shuddering, 
as the advancing tide of conflict bore the oaths and 
groans of the dying to her ear ; but Hilda would 
not go. 

'*l wiU die with theV she said ; *'the Blessed 
Redeemer take my soul with thine to Heaven." 

A loud prolcmged cry of triimiph broke forth — 
triumph to the side of evil. 

Over the prostrate forms of page and churl a tall 
masked figure rushed in« reeking sword in hand. 
. Another and another followecL 

Oscar sprang forward, and placed himself before 
the Queen, extending lus redoubtable sword. His 
flashing eyes, the terrible light of noble indi^oation 
blazing on his youthful face, made the masked 
figure tremble to advance — ^tremble* like Lucifer 
before the might of sublime courage. 

**Thou BhiJt not risk thy life for me," cried 
Elgiva, advancing between them. *' Traitor, here 
is thy victim ; thou seekest none other." She held 
forth her lov^y arms, and fixed her fearless eyes — 
fearless as evei^-on the base man's face. 

Odo — ^for there was but one Odo even in dark 
England— literally foamed witii rage as the lovely 
face his ruffian hand had branded met his gaze more 
radiantly bright than ever. 

** Minion, lie yelled between a volley of black 
eurses, " thon hast conjured back thy beauty, and 

S' itend to entrap the Eixu; again in the toils of love. 
. ut I will stop thy wanc&ringsmoze effectually this 
time," and he rushed upon her and seized her 
rudely by the shoulder. 

Oscar sprang upon him, and hurled a stroke at his 
side which would have been fatal but for the donUe- 
proof steel he wore. Witii the stnmgth of a giant 
the wounded Chieftain tore away his ruffianly hand 
^rom Elgiva, levelling the stalwart winn to the 
ground ; then clasping the Queen in his arms, 
sought to bear her away. Ah ! vain attempt. 

The fearless front turned aside^ llie cowards, 
|dio dared not face the heroic warrior, assassin-like 
fUvanced, tfnd plunged a dagger into hiff defenceless 
side. 

The warm blood gushed over Elgiva's white robe ; 
the arms of her defender fell from her side. 

.** Elgiva," he whispered, "fareweUi we ahall 
meet soon." 



The i>ale lips pressed upon her brow a brother'a 
kiss. 

Slowly falling to his knees the warrior lingered 
yet a moment in the attitude of prayer, 0eath 
found him at this poet. The bold form sunk to the 
sround ; the soul of the young chieftain fled away 
from sin and care and sorrow, to the bright realma 
of peace and joy. True to his duty and his faith, 
summoned from the fleld of honourable flght to tha 
presence of his Lord. 

Elgiva's great heart trembled. 

Slowly— ^owly Jshe retreated — horror stricken— 
with large distended eyes ; the blood of her heroio 
brother streanung over her white robes. 

Through the mist of gathering tdaxfi she saw the 
still form of the gallant chieftain : saw Odo rising 
from the ground ; heard his fiendish laugh, saw hu 

§ lance of malignant joy as over the body of her last 
efender he pressed towards his victom. Surely 
the archfiend's power was given to that dark man ,' 
the power to rend — ^to destroy. 

Tes, but only the perishing form — ^the mortal 
casket— was yielded up to his butcher hands ; the 
gem within — ^the immortal soul^was safe in the 
keeping of One who had redeemed it with His 
blood, that it might shine for ever and ever, one of 
Clod's jewels. 

** Close the doors, make short work, my men,** 
said Odo ; "we must clear away soon, lest we be 
found out. Why linger ye," he added, with a fierce 
oath, seeing; the men stand irresolute at the door ; 
** every chick and child are dead, there is none to 
see or harm ye." 

None to see thee, Odo ! 

Kay! One eye, that never slumbereth, looked 
down that eve. Countless cdestial witnesses ho- 
vered round the gentle martyr. 

Was she not even feeling the living presence of 
Him, the scourged, the crucified, for the world's 
groat sins. The bright, upraised eyes, turning from 
the bloody death scene, seemed drinking in a vision, 
which made the flames of the last conflict unfelt. 

''Bind her with cords," cried Odo, drawing a 
short knife, *' and I will end her rambhngs." 

He strode up and seized the Queen. 

A wild cry rang out. 

Odo turned flercely round. 

They wero not alone. 

Crouching in a dark recess, the terrified Hilda had 
romained, a half paralysed witness of the scene. 
But at the sight of Elgiva in the grasp of the oniel 
viUian, her love overcame her fears. TJtterinff 
piercing cries, she rushed towards her beloved 
nurseling, and sought to taro her from Odo. 

"Cursed wench, thy prate shall be silenced," 
said the Danish pielate, and roleasing the Queen, 
who stood pale and still as a statue, he wrenched 
away Hilda, and flung her rudely on the hard floor. 
"Finish her off, caitiff," he yelled to one of the 
band, "or I irill strike liieedeML Andoomehere, 
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tome of ye, and lend a hand to this woman's bnsi- 
neaa.'' 

The raffians dared not disobey. 

One of them ran his sword throng^h the prostrate 
Hilda, who lay in a deep swoon. The warm blood 
spouted out ; without a struggle life passed away. 
The faithful servitude on earth was exchanged for 
freedom and a crown of life. 

Elgiva's heart turned icy cold. 

A pang shot through it of mortal agony ; a gasp 
as though body and soul were sundering. 

Sinking to the ground I " Lord Jesus " she 
eried, receive my spirit." Lord Jesus ; forgive these 
men. A mist passed over the upturned eyes. A 
deadly f aintness, stole over her senses. 

She heard not the approaching tread, felt not the 
murderer's grasp ; Heavens gates were opened, the 
sights, the sounds of the eurth pilgrimage, closed 
for ever. The long lashes drooped over the marble 
cheek, the f ai!^ form sunk to the ground ; the rich 
brown ringlets, sweeping over the ciJm face, hiding 
the white stillnees of the great deHverer. 

The little dog ran up, his tail drooping to the 
ground, tried to lick the face hidden by that shining 
veil of curls; then lifting his head, uttered a long 
plaintive yell. 

" She swoons " said Odo I raise her up my men ; 
there will be less trouble with out work. " This 
brute's outcry shall be stopped," and raising his 
iron heel ; he kicked the unfortunate dog, from one 
end of the room to the other, where he lay his faith- 
ful little life, extinct for ever. 
. The tortures which the Archbishop inflicted on 
the person of his Boyai Yictun, are too terrible for 
recital We leave them to the Hirt<nic page which 
has faithfully chronicled their barbarity. We leave 
the murderer glutting over his fell work — ^but he 
knew not that his vengeance was cheated of its 
diief triumph, that the soul of Elgiva never woke 
•to the degradation of this agonizing mutilation. It 
had fled away— -ere the profane hand touched her. 

Little more than an hour since the twilight still- 
ness was first broken, by the bloody hand. The 
party reduced to three m number, besides their 
chi^, stole down the darkened stairs, and hastily 
mounting their horses, which had lii^red peace- 
fully cropping the herbage round ihe deserted 
mansion, spurred away, and were soon lost in the 
shadows of l^e wood. Odo leaving his hapless 
Wctim in what he supposed to be a deep stupor 
without one pitying thought for her helpless sex ; 
her sacred person, as the Queen of his anointed 
sovereign. A terrible sight, the moon looked down 
upon that night. 

' A terrible sc^ie met Guthred's gaze when he 
hurriedly returned from his long rambling down the 
high road, whither he had been led on f iffther than 
he was awai^ of, in the hopes of encountering the 
party. The faint sounds of snouts and cries recalled 
him, and running at fall speed, he made his way 



home, never, howevet, imagining that the fray, if 
the disturbance he had heard preceded from that 
cause, was of a serious nature. 

Aaheneared his goal unbroken silence reigned 
aiound. 

What, then, was his horror, when on reaching 
the house he perceived the fields leading to the 
forest trampled and toin down by horses hoofs, and 
the entrance door red with blood and strewn with 
corpses. 

Twenty men had come with Odo ; three alone 
escaped, and the defenders were four in number. 
Dearly had they sold their lives as the numerous 
bodies of the assailants and their own bloody 
wounds testified. 

Over the outstretched form of the old Franklin 
wept his desolate widow, calling vainly and wildly 
on the Holy Mother to protect and comfort her. 

Guthred, sick with apprehension for his deat 
young lady, paused to ofier the consolation of sym> 
pathy— his only gift. But she was deaf to his 
words, deaf to his enquiries, and continued waUiog 
and calling on the wild night air. 

When the good Churl had roamed the lower 
rooms, calling in vain for a human being, awe 
struck at the ghastly silence, he ascended the oaken 
stairs. Again a pile of bloody corpses met his view, 
and among them the slight form of the Gaelic page, 
the fair face and light locks upturned in the cahn- 
ness of death. Above him was the Franklin's son, 
with his broken hay flail, his only weapon, stiU 
grasped in his brawny honest hand. Chill graw the 
Saxon's heart, chill as the death mansion ; but he 
made his way through the gory heaps in search of 
the others— one, the dearest of all to his faithful 
heart. 

The oak saloon lay deep in shadows, but thto 
moon straggled in and fell upon a heap of white 
garments, laid upon the floor, and two prostrate 
figures, one a warrior — ^a fallen warrior, sword in 
hand— the golden hair and noble face telling a tale 
of the early death of the gallant Chief of Enn, one 
whom the Saxon Churl had learned to admire in 
spite of deep-seated national antipathies. Even 
then he mourned truly for his fate. But the others t 
Oh I how his heart trembled. 

One in dark robes lay face downward, as if struck 
to earth by some sudden blow. He raised the 
heavy head, and with a sigh of relief discovered it 
was not the Lady Ethel, but the unfortunate Hilda. 

How shall we describe the good countryman's 
anguish and terror, when in the white blood-stained 
heap he saw the cold remains of England's martyred 
Queen— the once bright, the beautiful ! 

Tears rained down his rough cheeks— honesty 
tender tears . Even Idie anxiety for Ethel fled from 
his mind ; he reached but of her, the innocent 
victim ; he thought but of the husband's blighted 
heart. Beverently, as though approaching a ghrin^v 
gently as the geatl«t wmoaa, he (the rode Ohorih 
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lifted in his arms the frail cold remains Edwy would 
have died to clasp to his heart, and softly moving 
along, laid her on the couch in the adjoining chamber, 
whi^ was partly visible through the open curtains 
Oscar had turned aside in his hasty flight througli 
with Ethel ; laid her doi^n there without one 
daring scrutiny into the cause of the dark stains 
dyeing her white robe ; laid her down in aU the 
unveOed mystery of her early death ; smoothed out 
the soft garments ; folded tne fair hands upon the 
bosom, and drew back the rich clustering curls of 
golden brown hair from the pale, peaoetul face of 
the early dead. The eyes were closed, a smile 
lingered on the lovely lips, a holy lustre reigned on 
the fair brow. like a sleeping child in her perfect 
rest, an angel in her look of ^ory, the once-adored 
Blgiva lay. 

Bending low, as to a Saint, Guthred bowed the 
knee, and gazing in awe-struck silence, breathed a 
prayer for the soul of the departed. Then rose, for 
he had much to do to discover Ethel, to prepare for 
the arrival of the King, by in some way removing 
the hideous aspect of me tragedy. Well was it that 
Guthred possessed not only a good but a stout heart. 

Before leaving the apartment, he approached the 
door of the inner chamber, and, unlockmg it, entered, 
with a last hope that Ethel might be there. A cry 
of joyful surprise .escaped him as he saw her ex- 
tended on the couch. 

Ah ! but pale and lifeless. 

No I not lifeless. 

Her heart beat faintly beneath the devoted vas- 
sal's touch ; the dark eves opened, then closed again. 

** Safe 1 safe !" he whispered, folding her tenderly 
in his arms, "she must never be len here," and 
swiftly bearing her through the shastly rooms, 
Guthred descended the blq^-stained terrible stairs, 
and entering the Franklin's cottage, laid her on the 
good wife's bed. 

Leaving Ethel, who had fallen into a deep slum* 
ber, the Churl sought the disconsolate widow. 
. Happily for her he discovered, on again looking 
•mong the slain, that her son yet lived. 

The news succeeded in rousing her from her life- 
Ifiaa stupor of despair, and Gutb^d, after bearing in 
Che wounded man to the kitchen, and dressing his 
wounds^ left him in the charge of the grateful 
mother, from whom he abstracted the promise of 
keeping watch over Ethel during the night. 

The good man then beset himself to the arduous 
task of conveying the dead to an adjoining shed, 
which occupied bun some time, for lua heurt was 
heavy with the awful tragedy. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 
Phs Fiert Obdsal. 
It was dawn. 

Dawn, rising gref and faint from the gates of the 
Bast, and melti^ mto a rosy blush, as her fair face 
nniled down vfoa tbe awakening earth. 



In the cool freshness of the young day, a party of 
horsemen turned their chargers' he»isfrom the high 
road into the lane leading to the old mansion, and 
eagerly pressed forward. 

The foremost of the troop was a young man, 
partly clad in mail armour, but unhelmed, vnth his 
golden ringlets sweeping over his polished circlet ; 
beside him rode a stripling with brown curls and 
brown eyes — deep and bright as a starlight night. 

It was the King, euided by Govinda, followed by 
his noble friends and retainers. 

A white palfrey, caparisoned for a lady, was led 
by the King's page. — Queen Elgiva's favourite 
steed, which nad never been saddled till now, when 
it was brought forth in triumph to bear back its 
lovely mistress ! 

Ah I vain hope ! 

Never would Elgiva guide the silken rein ; never 
hear the proud greeting of a palace home ! 

She was gone home, indeed ; but» to a brighter 
mansion, where no cloud of sorrow would ever 
darken her brow — no hand snatch her from eternal 
rest. 

The early crowned, the early blest — for her there 
is no cause for tears. 

But for the husband I— the young ardent lover, 
whose cheek and eyes wore the light and glow of 
hope ; whose gay voice carolled to his young com- 
panions as he narrowed the distance to his beloved ! 

Who should tell him the tidinea that the idol too 
dearly cherished for the love of Heaven to find a ' 
place in his soul, was torn away for ever. 

Surely none but an angel-comforter could break 
the dread thunderbolt — aye ! more than an an^el 
ministry was needed. One only who has emptied 
the cup of human suffering could be his stay. 

They reached the outhouses and thick shrub- 
beries of the dwelling. Another minute, and they 
had passed round to the grass-grown and neglected 
ground, before the entrance of the house. 

Cold and silent it stood in the grey morning. A 
deserted house, with the ivy creeping round its 
black damp walls ; a haunted house, looking out 
with its solemn void sables and low casements, to 
the waste moorland ana the silent forest. 

The chilliness and death-like appearance struck 
upon Edwy's beating heart ; struck the first minor 
note of a life-long anguish. 

Where was the bounding step, the bright face, 
glancing forth like the morning ; the snowy arms^ 
wait ng for the long sighed for embrace ? 

The upwa^ glance of amaze, the sudden palenest 
of his cheek, revealed the King's feelings to Govinda. 

" The Queen may be sleeping," she whispered, in 
that low whisper with which we break a dread 

Sause, or give utterance in the presence of tha 
yiD£. *' We are come in the first watch of day, 
she uumbers, like the unawakened flowers." 
Yes, slttmbers, but the slumber that knowa no 
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There is no greetmg for England's Lord ; save the 
still look on the "laat of earth." 

No earthly greeting. 

But surely the devoted spirit hovered yet aronnd 
the loved one in his hour of trial. 

The King answered not. 

A gloom had seized him ; a gloom he could neither 
conquer nor express. 

A gloom on the threshold of love and happiness. 
The cup of jov half raised to the lips. 

Their drew oridle. 

Still silence reigned. 

AH the party seemed spell-bound with a vagae 
awe. 

Naught is heard but the chargers' snort, and the 
oarol of the early birds. 

Hie closed doors are opened. 

On the threshold stood a stout Saxon, his face 
pale as ashes. With bended knee and hands clasped 
in prayer he bade them welcome. 

That face of human grief, what bodes it ? flashed 
through each agitated soul. What bodes it? 
thrilled through uie fall heart of Edwy as breaking 
the choking agony of fear he gasped forth — **The 
Queen ! the Queen ! " 

" Speak, Guthred, where is she ?" continued 
Grovinda, dismounting from her palfrey and laying 
a hand kindly, but commandingly, on the Ohurrs 
riioulder. 

The immediate presence of his Annointed 
Sovereign, the brilliant party gathered round, might 
well bewilder the senses of an unlettered Churl 
unused to courtly sights. 

But the rank and splendour on which the morning 
sun shone so mockingly caused not the tremor in 
Guthred's heart. He needed not the earthy honours. 
He saw before him only a man, stmck in his heart's 
happiness. As a man and a brother his heart bled 
at the tale he had to unfold. 

' ' Holy Mother, have mercy on me I " he muttered 
between his sobs. 

'* I cannot, cannot tell ; the Qaeen is — ^is — ! " the 
words died away. 

" Speak, man !" excaimed the King, springing 
from his charger, and fixing his large flashing eyes 
on the churVs face. ** Knowest thou not thy Kma 
commands thee to declare where is the Queen of 
England, who was left in safety in this mansion ?*' 

" Oh, my lord and king !" said the maan, trem- 
bline less with fear than grief ; '* kill me ; I would 
willinffly die rather than live to tell such misery. 
Would that I had died like the others. The Queen 
has gone — has left us." 

" Whither f burst from the agonised husband ; 
and was echoed by Wulfstan, Cedric, and Albert. 

Before the blazing eyes of England's King, the 
fixed saze of England's nobles, uie peasant hand 
pointed slowly upward ! 

No need for words ! 
Tks UOt wu fM ! 



The next moment Guthred fell senseless at his 
sovereign's feet. 

A stroke, shaxp and terrible, clove through the 
inmo&t soul of Edwy, striking down in one bunding 
moment every chord of joy \ 

Such seasons of infinite agony come but once. 
Life might not sustain their buiden a second time. 
They come to leave traces in the heart the great 
healing tide can never wash away ; to blunt the 
keen edge of feeling; sometimes to dieaden every 
humanismg touch. 

White as the dead grew the face of Edwy ; the 
face to which all eyes turned in mute sympathy. 

Trembling beneath the awful shock, he leaned 
aj^iust the bowed neck of his steed ; hiding his 
sick face and heart from every human eye. 

The good Bishop, with tears streaming down his 
cheeks, kneeled on the ground — ^the good Bishop, 
who had toiled and journeyed so far to bring about 
a reconciliation which a Higher Power had frus- 
trated—kneeled upon the ground, and in trembling 
tones implored Heaven to support the afflicted 
King. The sorrowing friends and faithful attend* 
ants also bent the knee in prayer, and Cedric wept 
imrestrainedly. 

Edwy saw not— heard not. Insensible to human 
sounds and sympathy he leaned motionless against 
hisFteed! 

Govinda*s woman's heart thrilled at the sight of 
that silent grief. Stormy emotions swept through 
her breast ; longings to fall at the feet of him Si» 
worshipped ; to kiss his hand, his robe, in mute 
affection and reverence for that great sorrow. 
Fierce desires to shield him from the very gaze of 
nature ; to shed her life's blood, drop by drop, to 
cool his'buming pans of suffering. 

And there he stood, defenceless, beyond the reach 
of her devoted love ; with the storm of grief beating 
down on his royal head, defenceless I 

Yes, for Govinda knew not of the shield of faith 
which covers the head in the hour of battle ! 

Not for Ions did Govinda yield herself to these 
feelings, shaking them from her soul like the 
morning dew, her energetic mind turned to the 
emergency of the moment^ which was, to discover ' 
some immediate information about the unlooked- 
for calamity; stealing quietly away, she entered 
the deserted house ; soon, very soon, she learned all 
that was to be gained from the Boyal Dead, for no : 
haman being met her search. With a countenance ' 
whiter and more dread than the one she had looked 
upon, Govinda returned, and approaching the 
Bishop, whispered.— ." There has been treachery, 
foul treachery; the Queen has died by violence. 
We must learn all particulars from the Churl when 
he revives, but now let your gazing band retire 
awhile, and leave the EUng alone. 

She spoke as one having a right to commandT 
Certainly her presence of mind and delicate tact 
gaye her a wond«rliil power over «U aroind. 
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The agitated prelate, conyinced tliat she suggested 
the right coarse, bade Albert withdraw the atten- 
dants ; and himself approaching Gedric, who stood 
gazinff, with mournful tenderness, on his Sovereign, 
orgedthat they should enter the mansion, and wait 
for the King there. 

Cedric only replied by an expressive glance, 
which told he would never leave his Sovereign, and 
the good Bishop retired alone. 

At a sign from Govinda, Albert had the body of 
the senseless Guthred borne round by the squires. 

In the dread stillness of the dawn, unbroken by 
sound or stir of life, alone save Cor the presence of 
two who loved him — ^the youth, and the maiden 
whose subtle, soaring devotion was more akin unto 
man's exalted f rieudSiip than th6 passion of woman's 
affection. 

The King raised his face, and as one stunned and 
dizzy, looked upward to the oalm dear heavens. 
His face was written with a living history of 
anguish, but the light of reason seemed for a time 
ektinsuished in the large blue eyes. With a totter- 
ing s^p he staggered to the door. 

Cednc advanced, and gently grasping his hand, 
sought to place it in his sbcou^ young arm. There 
was a faint pressure of the Kmg's hand, but it was 
gently withdrawn, and the hurrying step told the 
wish to escape even friendship. 

With a deep sigh, Cedric withdrew. 

In the gloomy, silent entrance hall, a slight form 
stood be^re uie sufferer. Dark eyes — ^woman's 
eyes— of * earnest tenderness, looked into his, full of 
unroeakable sympathy. 

'^Lead me to her," whispered Edwy, gazing into 
those loving eyes, so like the lost stars of his own 
rayless existence. 

Moving with a step light as air, she led him np 
the oaken stairs, whose blood stains could not be 
removed, though Edwy saw not the red-dyed path 
where brave men perished for his slaughtered bride. 
On through the lofty chAmber, knowing not its 
crimson sunset crimsoned tiie scene of martyrdom. 
Qn the Eang followed Govinda, till she reached the 
inner chamber, where the heavy curtains hung. 

Ere she drew back the screen, ere she threw open 
the door, kneeling low in irrepressible anguish, 
Qovinda bowed at the King's fee^ pressing her Ups 
softly to his hand. For a brief moment his hand 
lingOTed in her clasp, then with a firmer tread he 
passsd in alone. 

Alone witii his Maker and the dead. 

Follow him not to that first meeting. 

Gross not the threshold of the bndal chamber, 
^here Death lingered with the bride, and the hus- 
band had to fi^t through flesh and blood in the 
ficnry ordeal. 

Those who have loved with the very soul of souls 
one object, worshipping it madly, counting it joy, to 
sacrifice for it all on eiuth, and have felt that idol 
suddenly torn away, those only can euter into the 



depths of that hour's anguish ; can tread the 
threshold of their own buried chamber of memory, 
and unlocking the door that hides it from all human 
eyes; feel something approaching to the heart 
throes of England's King— somethms, but not all. 
Happily there are few who suffer ^e aggravated 
tortures of his bereavement. 

Dawn grew and brightened into day ; noon poured 
golden beams on the fair land which owned the 
banner of the Saxon horse, whose proud King was 
breaking his heart in a lone old mansion on his 
broad domains. 

The sun descended to the western hills, and still 
no sound came from the death chamber ; no parting 
of the curtaina where the living had passed- in but 
came not forth. 

Deep and varied were the emotions of the royal 
party at the awful fate which had befallen tnmr 
Queen. For some time awe and sorrow held such 
intense sway over their minds that the natural f eel- 
ing of wonder and anxiety as to the cause of the 
calamity were banished from their thoughts. 

Wulfstan sat pale and agitated in uie. old hall, 
conversing with Albert, who, overwhelmed with 
reproachful regret at his involuntary absence, 
abandoned himself to bitter lamentations over the 
sad catastrophe. 

Cedric paced to and fro, silently praying for his 
King, longing to afford him comfort. 

aS. waited for the return of Govinda, impatient 
to know how the Sovereign had borne his griei. 
Nearly a half hour elapsed, and no sign was seen ol 
the Druidess. 

Albert's heart beat wildly ; another deeper feeling 
than chivalrous loyalty caused it to throb with 
torturing suspense. By the side of the Queen had 
been one loving her so deeply that she must have 
shared her fate ; one to whom Albert the Stranger's 
heart was bound by cords that could never be 
re-knit. 

'*I must leave this room, my lord Bishop," said 
the Elnight, ** to enquire into the state of the Churl. 
He is a faithful servant of the Lady Ethel; devoted, 
heart and soul, to her service. Perchance he is now 
reviving fromlthe shock, and maj need assistance. 
We can do no good to the Kmg by remaining 
quiet." 

"Go, Sir Albert," replied Wulfsan, *<and leave 
me here alone. To some it is given to act, to others 
to pray — ^the latter is my best service now." , 

At the threshold he met Govinda ; she had 
tarried to relieve her full heart of a burst of wild 
sorrow, double sorrow for the suffering of Edwy, 
and the dariL fate of the innocent Queen she had 
learned so truly to love. When the tide of grief had 
flowed forth, the fire and spirit of her nature re- 
turned, kindled into a desire for vengeance — veni« 
seance on the ruffians who had perpetrated so 
dastardly a murder, and so skilfully concealed their 
identity. 
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After exchanging a few words with Wulfsian 
about the King, she beckoned Albert to follow her. 
In a small stone chamber, near the hall, lay Guth- 
red, watched over b^ one of the King's attendants. 
The Churl opened his eyes as they entered. Gk>Yinda 
bade the royal survitor retire, and remained alone 
with Albert. The sight of the well-known faces 
revived Guthred's he^. With a faltering voice, 
broken by tears, he told all that he knew of the 
horrible tragedy. His information threw very little 
light over the real assassins, further thui their 
great number ; but it revealed how gallantly Oscar 
and his small band had defended the Queen. 

At the mention of the Gaelic chief, Grovinda's 
dark eyes suffused with tears, as she thought of the 
grief of the desolate old man in his ancient halls, 
when Oscar's branches were laid low. 

Albert's heart thrilled with momentary joy at 
the tidings of Ethel's miraculous escape ; but it 

S quickly yielded to deep sadness, and his whole 
irit felt remorse-stricken at even this involuntary 
^ eam of happiness, when so many were suffering 
around. When Guthred's story ended, Govinda 
spoke approvingly of the Churl's efforts, and 
bade him rise and conduct her to the spot where he 
had piaced the cold remains of the Queen's defen- 
ders. 

A melancholy and awful sight was that of the 
blood-stained warriors. No woman, saving Qovinda. 
a warrior in heart, inured from childbed by her 
creed and position to scenes of death and bloodshed 
could have faced such ordeals with unfaltering 
nerve ; a woman too braced to double strength by 
her resolve to revenge Elgiva. 

On the face of Oscar (laid next his faithful page 
and Gaelic warriors) her warm tears fell fast and 
thick. Laying her hand on the broken sword, 
pVced in ms crossed hands, she murmured — 

** 1 hou wert a warrior true of heart, and strong 
as the rock, but now thou art laid low in the early 
pride of opening manhood ; laid low, not by the 
nand of hononraole fight ; not in fair field was that 
death-blow given ; but when thou wert defenceless, 
defending El^va, at her feet, thou hast fallen — 
fallen where uiou would'st have chosen to die. Oh, 
Oscar, mine e^es read thine heart's secret ; thou 
wert nappy dymg thus." 

Tumii^ from the chamber, Guthred enquired 
whether Govinda would visit the widow's abode ? 

'*Tes," she answered in absent tones, '* we will 
go there next." 

Kext I Was there, then, another Inspection of 
the dead to be made by Govinda that day ? 

A sad spectacle the Saxon kitchen presented. The 
fire had gone out on the large hearuistones. Fur- 
niture was all in confusion. On a humble pallet, in 
a recess partly concealed by curtains, lay the bodies 
of the old Franklin and his son. 

Lighted candles were placed at their head and 
feet, and a crucifix was laid on each breasl 



Throueh another recess they saw a small chamber, 
and beside a bed the desolate widow weeping and 
praying. There lay her only survivmg son, 
dangerously wounded. Her little girl and a peasant 
woman aided her in attending to him. 

At the sight of the strangers the widow shrieked 
wildly and fied into a corner, imagining another 
band of men had fallen upon her. 

It required a little time before Guthred's voice 
and presence could re-assure the half-demented 
woman, and when she was partially pacified, 
Govinda could elicit very little satisfactory informa- 
tion from her. 

She remembered having seen a If^rge troop of 
masked horsemen approach the house at twilight, 
and heard loud angry words take place between 
them and the inmates of the house. She had fied 
and hid under her bed for fear, and nothing but. 
alarm for her husband would have brought her 
forth. She stole to the door communicating with 
the mansion. The fearful sounds on the stairs pre- 
vented her opening the door ; at last, after waiting 
for what seemed to her a lone time, she saw through 
a chink in the woodwork tiiree men descend the 
stairs, and, hastily mounting their steeds, she 
watched them through the window galop away in 
the direction of the wood. The poor creature's 
piteous accounts of her husband's death had to be 
mterrupted, for time was precious to the royal 
party ; but Gh)vinda kindly promised that every 
care should be given to her son, and ample compen- 
sation for her loss. She also told her that the 
murdered lady was of high rank ; that her husband, 
who had come that mom, was overwhelmed with 
despair at her death. The thought of another's 
affliction tended to xouse' the widow from her 
absorbing distress, and at Govinda's request she led 
her into an adjoining room, where the sick lady lay. 
Ethel's head was pillowed on a cloak, her large 
black eves were wide open and brmht with delirium. 
Hie billowy waves of her long hair swept to the 
ground. Ever and anon she uttered incoherent 
words, calling wildly on the Queen to save her. 
Nothing was to be gathered from her ravings 
likely to shed light over the mystery, and her pre- 
carious state demanded the utmost quiet and 
skilful nursing. Govinda poured between the 
maiden's lips a cooling liqmd which she carried, 
with other rare balsams, in her pouch, for cases of 
sudden sickness, the wild Bruidess being a nobly 
benevolent being. Ethel drank it eagerly. Gradually 
the lashes clos^ over the wild eyes, and she sunk 
into a deep slumber. 

Charging the widow's little niece to watch 
carefully by the sick couch and tell her when the 
lady awoke, €k>vinda softly left the chamber and 
rejoined Albert, who, pale with anxiety, waited for 
luur return. 

"She is delirious," whispered the Druidess, "and 
will remain so for some time. A violent shock has 
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f rostrated mind and body. She must be well tended, 
will visit her again, bat now there is other work 
on hand. Farewell, rar Albert, for the present." 

** Whither goestthon?" urged the Knight, *'may 
I not aooompany thee T " 

"No^'* re^ed the Droidess sternly, "my tadk 
most be performed alone ; I am going to visit the 
dMd bodies of the enemy.'* 

"Nay,'*' cried Albert eagerly, "thoaart taking 
upon thyself too painfol an office, nobly lady. Leave 
it to other hands to discover traces on these ruffians 
if any exist, which may lead to a due." 

"Xione can read the masked assasin like one who 
is versed in all the dark lore of forest robberv. 
Govindahas sworn to have vengeance, and wul 
wrest the mvstery from the very heart of death. 
Guthred, lead the way." 

Over ihe gory forms and blackened faoes Govinda 
bent in her revolting task. When she emerged from 
the f earfal shed die held in her possession two marks, 
which caused a strange light of joy to shine in her 
dark eyes. 

On Govinda's return to the hall she unfolded to 
the Bishopand Cedrio all the particulars she had 
learned. For some time they discussed the sad 
subject. All were a^^eed that the attack was not 
one of open depredation but the systematic work of 
some deadlv enemy. Govinda^ having obtained 
their sacred word to keep her infonnanon secret 
from ihe King, (according; to Elgiva's wishes), 
narrated her fixvt meeting with the (!^een, when she 
saved her from the hamd of an assassin in the 
Somersetshire forest, and the cruel brand which had 
been inflicted upon her by some malignant foe. 
This terrible recital convinced the indignant 
listeners that the last and fatal assault had been 
made bv the same monster. 

The hearts of all instinctively fixed upon Odo, 
and Wulfstan expressed his suspicions in a ooncen- 
trated whisper oz horror ! 

Then came the great question, how had - Odo 
discovered the Queen's retreat? Oscar's vigilant 
precaution, and the gallant defence made by the 
men left in the house dearlv proved that no care- 
lessness or treachery came from that quarter. 

The palace was the only other place to look to. 
It was impossible to answer for the fealtjr of all its 
members, or say how far the news o^ l£e Queen's 
return might have got bruited about. But Wulfs- 
tan knew that the King had preserved the utmost 
caution on the subject, only mentioning it to those 
present ; and the royal escort were never informed 
of their destination when commanded to attend the 
King. 

A firm conviction, however, settled in the 
Druidess's mind that some traitor lurked in the 
palace, and to unmask that traitor she solemnly 
vowed. 

As the crimson sunset deepened in the evening 
sky, the anxious parfy in the aeserted hall felt the 



deeoest ocmcem and alarm for the King. Well 
mlgnt they ! No pen can describe the agony of 
those dread hours. To say that he hnew the oaiue 
of his bereavement, depicts in one word, the awful 
nature of tiie suffering the yonngdevoted husband 
had "to endure. If Bdwv of JSngland had not 
learned to knaw in whom ne believed, never oould 
he have passed through that thrice heated furnace. 

The faithful friends sit len^^ became so seriously 
alarmed about th^ sovereign that Wulfstan and 
Oedrio, snided bv Govinda, softly stole towards the 
curtained door of the sacred chamber. There, with 
suspended breath they paused to listen. For a 
minute the strained ear caught no sound ; then a 
faint sigh, a dight movemen^ relieved their minds 
from an unspoMn fear. A silent ^ayer of thanks- 
giving rose to heaven, and the bishop slowly and 
alone opened the door. 

DeepV M Oedric loved ; wildly as Govinda wor- 
shipped, they dared not intrude upon the mourner 
then. 

Wulfstan paused upon the threshold^ reverently 
signing the holy cross. There, in the crimson glow, 
so fatal to the young mart^, lay the still form of 
the beautiful laeiva. White as the white robes 
and tiny folded hands, was the face of the sleeper, 
never more to be wakened by the loved one's graet- 
ing. White as innocence, and holy with the 
sanctity of death in Christ. So childlike was the 
atttiude, so perfect the expression, of calm repose ; 
the head slightiy inolimngto one dimpled shoulder, 
the ladies li^^tly resting on thelpure cheek, the 
lips parted to a smile ; a sunbeam nss from heaven 
to gnet the bereft one: so soft the falling tresses 
of golden brown, sdittering in the slanting rays, so 
warm, the red li^t restmg on the che^ that it 
seemed as tiiough some cherub child were slumber- 
ing in that matchless repose, whose dreams are joy. 
Bttt^ lo ! the heavenly picture was marred by m 
stain of earth ; the red blood stain of the last fi^t. 
Ah, would not the light, shining from the far foun- 
tain of all radiance, transfigure that dark reflection 
into heavenly lustre, flooding in thoughts o^ the 
predtnu blood by which the sin-dyed robes are 
washed— made white for ever T Kindling visions of 
the noble army of marWrSf reposing in the joy of 
Eden, with the palm and the crown. 

By the broken lily, the lost bride, knelt one, oold 
and still as the "last of earth," save that the up- 
turned face was written with tzaces of a dread con- 
flict, whose waves would never more trouble her 
perfect rest ; one from whose grasp had passed that 
masure on which his life was staked ; one, whose 
young panting humani^ appealed fiercely against 
the sudden shattering of happiness, stm^^led with 
the medL angels of faith and resignation, who 
sought to lay the sacrifice on the altar d sub- 
mission. 

The golden curls fell thick and clustering round 
the damp brow, the blue eyes looked despairingly 
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into the bright sky. throvu^h whose crimBon portals 
Elgiva had passed last ntal sonset. The soul 
seemed straggling to escape the earth fetter, to 
follow her axuTher only through the mystio veil. 

Ah ! not yet had the time arrived for the golden 
gates of immortality to unclose, and ere they did 
80, another image, and not her's, must be the 
guiding star, the hope, the prayer, for an early 
ending of life's tmlsome journey. 

Thimieh the mist of falling tears, the good bishop 
softly advanced, his' heart, in his ezpressiye face, 
his whole soul full of grief, to behold Ibis cherished 
pupil and honoured king smitten by this death 
wound. 

Edwy turned round at the footstep^ and rising, 
flashed a glance of wild defianoe on the intruder, 
while his hand was stretched over the still form as 
if to shield it from all enquinr. 

** Pardon, mv mdous Kinff," said Wulfstan, 
"my intrusion m 9iis sacred chamber. I enter it 
levefently, to bring thee all the comfort in my 
power— a man*s deep-hearted sympathy— a soul 
that feels witii tHee and for thee. On, my beloved 
Edwy,'* and ho burst into tears, " would that 
my death could hare spured thee this panff— a i»ang 
for thee, but for ti^e samted one a blessed, glorious 
transit to endless joy. The chosen of the iStd, she 
is mingling with the great ocmpany of the rede^ned, 
crowned and folded in the safe regions of bliss] 
swelling the haips and voices that no man can nunr' 
ber, in His praise who has redeemed us with His 
life. *' Oh, my Kinff," and he laid his hand gently 
on the youth's shoulder, who had again sunk on his 
knees and buried his face in his hands, " take your 
gieat sorrow to a great Oomforter ; lay the burden 
at the foot of the cross ; it is too heavy for human 
strength— too awful for human aid. rray for faith 
to rise victorious from this conflict, to broathe over 
the wreck of earthly happiness, * not my will but 
Thine be done.'" 

Fell they not softly, those words of heart-felt 
sympathy ? 

Game the^^ not lovingly, in guise of mmistering 
angels, bringing to the tortured heart rest, to the wild 
eyes tears ? Blessed tears, washing away the burn- 
ing fever of despair; manly tears, that only the 
lion-hesjrted can/eeZ to weep. 

Fervently rose up the prayer of the good Bishop 
for the crowned and anointed one, his detoest charge ; 
lower, lower in his agony — ^more an object of pity — 
than the humblest serf in broad England ; more 
helpless in his kingly state than the veriest diild. 

Ah ! bat is it not so ? 

Is it not written, that as childron we must all 
enter the kingdom of Heaven ; brought low in 
sorrow, weakness, and want ; witii the dust of Time 
on our brow, led back to the clinging faith of help- 
less childhood ? 

Happy, thrice happy, they who are thus laid low 
that they may be exalted for ever 1 



With loving arms drawing him closely to his 
paternal breast. Wulfstan folosd in his warm sym- 
pathy the onished King. 

Such a mere youth, thrown on the wild broakera 
of Hfe, his spring-tide darkened by the tempest and 
haill ^ r^ 

Such a mero youth, to present his gallant proud 
heart and high genius to the arrows of the rude, 
base myrmidons, standing like vultures, to snatdi 
from him, one by one, honours, happiness, life ! 

" I deemed that when she left me in her noble, 
generous spirit^ a very lamb among wolves, her 
death would be light in comparison to the angaish I 
endured ; but now that she is gone — ^eone for ever, 
without one faroweU look or word, the suspense of 
those months seems almost joy compared to tlda 
black certainty. And not only is she riven away, 
but her life has been foully taken — ^no, no," he 
added, '* let me not think of that, or I shall madden." 

All that tender sympathy coald devise Wulfstan 
administered to the relief d his Sovereign, and with 
some success, for Edwy grow calmer, and drooping 
his heau over the dead tAl into a waldng trance of 
memo 

Me 'Tory of Elgiva ! 

In mthe beauty of every age she dawned bef oro ' 
him. 

A lovely child, with spirit eyes, imaging a dark 
destiny ; infinite in love and sorrow. A spirit child, 
bending with him over the illumed missal, weaving 
sweet nories out of the bright pictures. 

A girl, blossoming to eany maidenhood, fair as 
the opening rose-bud; charming him with her 
wondrous voice; soarhl^ with him in flighte of 
genius through cloud romons of mystio fancy. 

A star, haunting and suiding his career; one 
witib his soul waking and sleeping ; a dream of airy 
loveliness, moving in a fairy world, too spiritual for 
the breath of love even were it's gales pare as 
Eden. 

Again she met him. with the rose-light glancing 
in her downcast eyes, brightening her roundea cheek; 
met him in the shimmering twilight, when the story 
of his heart was laid at her feet. 

Ah, fatal storv for the early taken ; better had it 
remained unspoken, better had he loved her with 
the soul only, till in Heaven thev were one for ever. 

The glow and flush of the bridal triumph 
glimmered round the white robed figure, crowning 
it with light and song ; drawing it down from the 
high altitudes of soaring thought to the warm 
reflions of heart affection. 

Through the days of wadded love, swift in fii^ht 
as a summer ray, yet rich with a wealth of joy, 
whose ?er^ memory paled the cold content of a 
thousand lives ; she shone the Queen of the revel, 
the loving wife, the soul friend. 

On the rooks of the mimic ^ve she sat enthroned, 
the inspired poetess ; alone, m her unrivalled genius 
and sorrow ; singing to the rapt listeners that \vild 
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death-song, whose prophetic burden for the moment 
■tilled the pulse of life. 

A^ain he beheld the bowed-down figure, smitten 
byue blinding death-blew to happiness, smitten by 
hiB own words. 

Then arose a face, white and tearless ; the moon- 
light streaming on ihe slender fiffore ; as, kneeling 
at his feet, in all her matchless oeauty, she u^ed 
him to fly from the paradise of her love. The 
mockinff smiles, the laughing eyes, too cruelly de- 
ceived Sie blinded heart, too cruelly chased away the 
fleeting hours of happiness, till the veiled face, the 
falling hair, rose maddeningly before him in the 
last farewell. 

Now ! now ! Where was she ? 

Beyond the stars, beyond the gaze of mortals ; 
never again to greet him till the portals were passed. 

That night a horse stood at t^e porch, while O-o- 
vinda and the Bishop talked low and earnestly in 
the deep window of tiie hall. 

Wulfstan, in his subsequent conversation with 
the Ejng, had elicited the fact that Leolf , the pa^, 
had been with him before the arrival of Albert with 
ihe Queen's letter. 

This was all Go vinda needed. 

Taking a message and ring from Wulfstan to the 
Chamberlain, she resolved to seek out the boy in the 
palace, and wring from him the secret of his 
treachery. 

"In two days I shall return," said the msdden, 
<< inform not the King of my departure." 

So Gk)vinda set forth in tne lone midnight, en her 
quest of love and vengeance. 

Four days did Edwy linger by the dead ; secluded 
in those drear apartments from every human ey e, 
saving on a few occasions the good Bishop of Win- 
chest^. 

Shut up alone to battle with hk sorrow, that 
with heaven's help he might come forth grief- 
stricken, but still a King ; tempted, bu^ conqueror. 

Cedric watched outside in the corridor, and slept 
on the head of the stairs, faithful and fond as the 
canine race; praying and weeping for his King. 
Little recked ne of ms own coming struggle — ^the 
struggle to be fought between honour and nature's 
ties. Little dreamed he that while his heart bled 
for his worshipped King, hundreds of dark rebels 
only waited for his appearing, to unfold the traitor 
banner. 

Ethel lay upon her lone couch, waking from the 
deep slumber produced by Gk>vinda's narcotic to the 
delirium of low fever, unconscious of the misery 
surging around, unconscious of the watchful presence 
of a kmghtly form bathing the fevered temples, and 
hovering over the restless slumberer. 

At the appointed time Govinda returned. The 
page had fled ere her arrival at the palace, thus con- 
nrming the suspicion of his guilt. 



Pale and changed as though years had swept over 
him, dimming &e bright beauty with mamiood's 
care, the King appeared before hii subjects. - 

Forth from that strange vigil came he ! blighted 
in spirits, joy*B fountain exhausted, every 
heart-cord mdely torn, never more to vibrate to 
touch of agony or thrill of human love ; but strong 
in faith, clearer in vision, humbler in soul, with 
a wider, nobler heart love. Edwy came forth to 
take up the sceptre and the cross. With a calmnesa 
most wonderful he received the sympathy of hie 
true friends, and listened to their {Murticulars of the 
affray. He praised, the gallant conduct of the 
Queen's defenders, and rejoiced to hear of Ethel's 
escape, himself visiting her sick chamber, dan giving 
orders to send for an experienced leech and nurse 
to remain with the maiden till her friends could 
join her. 

To the widow he gave a large sum of money, to 
compensate for her heavy loss in those who had 
been her stay and support. For the pain of bereave* 
ment, which no gold could soothe,' he offered words 
of healing sympathy, which the broken hearted 
alone can bestow. 

The King wished much to give an honourable 
burial to the brave, devoted Oscar ; but Govinda, 
knowing the strong feelings of her kindred to have 
their dead buried with mem, requested that the 
King would permit her to convey the body of her 
kinsman to ms native haUs. 

Edwy contented himself by placing a rich badge 
of valour, which he had won himself, on the breast 
of the deceased warrior, and sending a rare necklace 
of gems to the bereaved father, with a message 
of the deepest sympathy from one whom his son 
had so noblv served, and who was even more deeply 
tried than the Gaelic chieftain. 

Kespectitig his intentions of avenging the Queen's 
death, Edwy preserved a strict silence. Whether 
the subject was too delicate and painful to be ntade 
public, through the necessary means of enforcing 
justice, or Edwy had learned the hard lesson of 
remitting the debt of vengeance to one who has pro- 
mised '* to repay" even nis dearest friends could 
not discover. 

Sir Albert, however, received orders to depart 
for Winchester, and take a laige escort of soldiers 
to bring Archbishop Odo to the palace. 

But no mention was made how far the King's sus- 

ficions were concerned in thus sending for the wily 
^relate. 

Govinda dared not disclose to the King Elgiva's 
past injuries, and her own conviction that the 
Danish Prelate was the murderer. That broken- 
hearted calm was too sad for a further burden, and 
she resolved to wait till she had discovered actual 
proofs of tiie identity of the perpetrator of the foul 
deed, ere she accused Odo. 

In her last interview with the King, Govinda 
mentioned her suspicions that a traitor in the palace 
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had betrayed the Queex's retreat to her enemies, 
and solemnly vowed never to see his face again till 
she had brought that traitor to light. 

Edwy listened in cold silence, and, without 
noticmg the druidess's proposals, thanked her for 
her kimess to the Queen ; and expressing his wish 
at all times to welcome and sene her, raised her 
hand to his lips and turned away. 

A messenger had been despatched to Winchester, 
to bring a royal escort to convey the remains of 
Queen mgivA to the palace, to be interred in the 
chapel, where her ill-starred bridals had been cele- 
brated. 

Edwy waited to accompany the cortege, for never 
again would he leave all that was left of his El^va 
from his sight. Slowly and sadly the procession set 
forth, and entered the ^streets of Winchester, fol- 
lowed to the palace by hundreds of the weeping 
populace, for already the sad news had transpired 
of the violent end of the Queen, while waiting 
in a remote dwelling to see the King. 

Whether she had fallen an ordinary victim to 
booters, who knew not of her rank — for Elgiva was 
at the time living unknown, and out of the pale of 
her husband's protection — or some subtle foe had 
aU too wittingly ended her young career, the people 
knew not at this period, but with deep Saxon sym- 
pathy they mourned for the fair girl laid low, and 
the bereft husband, whose pale, tearless grief, 
seemed beyond human comprehension. 

CHAPIER XXVII. 

THE MAN OF HIS AGE. 

In the dark underground chamber of the same 
house in Winchester much we have before described, 
sat a man, earnestly engaged in writing. The long 
mantle hsid fallen from his shoulders, the heavily 
plumed cap was flung on the floor ; while the rapid 
pen traced line after line upon the parchment, not 
however, fast enough for the ideas of the writer. 

Impatiently he paused for a moment, then rose, 
and flinging aside the feeble implement which could 
so ill portray the wild thoughts, lofty hopes, and 
daring schemes surging in his breast, began to pace 
the small chamber with the wild, restless tread 
.which so plainly reveals the mind's unrest, — ^the 
fever of the soul — which, finding no other vent, 
.seeks relief in rapid motion. The disguise ot* a 
knight was cast aside, displaying the dark robe of 
a monk, and the bright, flashing eyes, shining in 
the partial obscurity of the gathering twilight, 
could belong to none other than Dunstan ! 

** At last, at last !" he exclaimed aloud, the low 
tones of his voice expressing concentrated power ; 
'*the end for which I have toiled and struggled, 
through danger, difficulty and exile, has arrived ; 
the glorious summit is nearly reached, one forward 
step, and the Holy Church will be triumphant ; the 
Cross will be elevated to its proper standard ; and 
tbofletme soldiers, who fight under its shadow, 



will receive their just reward. The golden-haired 
youth who glides the sceptre must oe displaced 
from his perilous altitude, and his brother reign in 
his stead. The dark-eyed stripling will not refuse 
to bend his proud neck to the yoke of 1^ Church ! 
No, I have probed the depths of his soul. Shallow 
and arrogant, the gaud, the flitter of a king will 
ever sway, his weaker nature, the authority, the 
true ruling influence will be in hands fitted to 
ffuide the sceptre. Yes 1 fair broad England shall 
be freed and purified, aye ! and if needful, by fixe 
and sword. But there are contumacious elements 
warring in our very stronghold,|f or their separate 
interests. Let them battle ; let them battle I I can 
govern each varying passion, and force it to succumb 
to my will. Poor Algitha, I could almost afford to 
pity her in her vain struggle to win the love of 
Edwy ; did I not,*' and l£e blood came for one 
moment to the pale face, '* know that her love is 
but the earthly flame, attracted by the fair 
semblance of tne clay idol; not the immortal 
feeling which even death cannot extinguish, onlv 
elevate to a higher life ; but back, back, with suca 
mad thoughts of the vanished past Wherefore, 
still haunting, still pursuing me, fairy phantom I 
so bright, so unreal with stainless robes ; aye I 
stainless as thine own spotless innocence ; why does 
the forgotten music of my lost youth return so 
forcibly this eve. Why ? there is no reply. Ah, 
memory ! oruel memory 1 which cannot restore but 
only madden by thy vivid pictures of past happiness^; 
leave me what 1 am, a jealous follower of the 
Cross, with no hope, no aim in this world ; but to 
proselyte to evangelise. Let me joyfully tread the 
darkest thorniest road to gain a brighter heavenly 
crown." 

Dunstan^s wHd, ardent feelings were stamped on 
his glowing countenance, as he raised his eyes on 
high. Such a glorious shrine should never have 
been the home of the dark tumultuous passions 
which had transformed his whole nature ; still there 
were sparks of a higher, nobler life flashing up that 
could not be wholly extinguished, though crushed 
by the base earth soil. Occasionally they leapt 
forth into brief existence, even in ruins ; some 
remains were left to show what the original super- 
structure had been. 

A hasty tramp, the door is flung wide open, and 
a tall portly figure entered. 

The intruder was Odo, flushed and excited, his 
eyes red and bloodshot, and his garments torn and 
travel stained ; he eagerly grasped Dunstan's hand, 
ejaculating — 

**Ah, Dunstan, by the blessed Virgin, we are 
well met ; I have much for thine ear of weighty 
import ; but first for a good draught of wine, for 1 
have ridden so fast and mriously I have had no time 
to break my fast." 

A loud whistle summoned an attendant, who 
received ocders to bring the required refreshment. 
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*' Where bast thon been, Odo," questioned 
Dnnetan, bendiiuc a piexoing look on his compamoD*8 
conntenftnoe ; " I have been here several days, and 
was informed of thy sadden absence, strange absence, 
at a time when our plans are rapidly approaching 
mataiity.'* 

'*Mine absence has been entirely to farther thy 
designs," replied the Archbishop, who felt uneasy 
beneath that fixed gaze, and for the first time a 
doabt crossed his mind how far Dnnstan might 
approve of his proceedings, but he tried to banish it 
in copious draughts of wine ; his hand shook as he 
filled the goblet, and the crimson fluid dyed his 
dress; a shudder shook that strong frame. Did the 
remembrance of innocent blood, shed by his' ruffian 
hands, cross his dark soul ? '*Thou dost not jdn 
me Dunstan, he remarked at last, *'ple^ me m a 
brimming ^blet to the dethronement of Edwy and 
the accession of Edflar.'* 

**Thou knowest,^ said the Benedictine, as his 
hand put back the sparkling draught, '* I care not 
for stimulatmg liquors, I want nothing to fire my 
zeal for the Church, and as for the periiSiing body, I 
indulce it not in mere animal tastes ; I only desire 
to make it a useful servant for the immortal souL*'- 

** True, true," answered Odo, half apologetically, 
" thv tastes are veiy simple, but I cannot be quite 
so abstemious, or forget the habits of my soldier 
youth ; still I trust there is absolution for my 
trifling infringement on thy strict rule ; by my 
faith, bread and water are not the fiure I reUsh; and 
if gaining heaven depends on mine abstaining fnmi 
aught else, I stand a bad chance of beins admitted, 
by holy Saint Peter,*' and he essayed a careless 
laugh, but there was something unnatural in its 
gratu^t sound. 

*'A truce to light jestmg, Odo," said Dunstan, 
sternly, with a ^^uice that ^ectually silenced the 
Archbishop. <*x«low proceed with my news, but 
first let me say thou should'st have consulted me 
before taking any important steps in our sacred 
cause." 

*'The delay of an hour even mi^ht have been 
utter ruin to our hopes," observed Odo, in a depre- 
cating tone, *' so r had no time to see thee. Art 
thou aware that Elgiva, the woman whom Edwy 
calls his wife, has returned to England ?" 

Dimstan looked enquiringly, but made no obser- 
vation. 

'* I was informed of this fact by the yoimg min- 
strel," continued the Archbidiop, ''who reports all 
that passes within the palace truly and faithfully ; 
but I will briefly tell thee the whole story, these 
walls have no ears, and I know my taJe is as safe in 
thy breast as in mine own. A few days ago the 
knight called 'Albert, the Stranger,' whom the 
infatuated King raised from a dunghill, came to the 
palace, accompanied by a page, and demanded to see 
the Kins; on uigent busmess. The minstrel was 
playing before Edwy at the time. SometJdng in 



the message awoke his suspicions, so when the King 
left the room he stole cautiousJy down a smkll secret 
passage which communicated with the chamber 
where the messengers waited, and overheard every 
word they uttered. The upc^ot of the conversation 
was that the Queen had returned, and lay hid in a 
house near Gloucester, watting till the King should 
j nn her. The situation was so accurately (Ascribed 
that none but a fool could mistAke it. The page, 
who turns out to be a woman in disguise called 
Gk>vinda, who assisted the fair Elgiva in her previous 
fight, arged on the Kmff to set out at once to join his 
wife," and Odo laughed — ^hoarsely laughed — as the 
wicked onlv can lau^ when they have been 
pf rmitted, for some wi^e end, to destroy the pure 
and good, — ' * but some ^itenagemot the next morn- 
ing made Edwy postpone his journey, lucky for me, 
for I went to keep the love meeting, instead 
of the yoonir husband, unwelcome, truly, and nn- 
expected. To make all conclusive, and banish even 
the shadow of a doubt, the King dropped a note in 
his Queen's handwriting on his way to the oratory ; 
the Cymbrian bard picl^ it up and read it ; it was 
but a repetition of what I have told before ; the boy 
immediately fled to my house with the tidmgs. In 
less than an hour from the time I received the intel- 
ligence, I set off in hot haste, with thirty armed 
fmlowers for fear of any trouble, and reached the 
Haunted House as described, just before sunset. 
There, by the bones of the holy martyrs, I enooun- 
j tered a most desperate resistanoe. The few men 
left in charge, headed by one fair-haired youth, 
fought as if each had ten uvea ; one by one my band 
were struck to the earth, and at one time I feared I 
should share their &te. At last, after a bloody con- 
flict, we forced our way, myself and three men, into 
the room where the Queen was. The young Chief 
was there, and he smote me to the ground, by 
heaven, Dunstan I the King could not have de- 
fended his bride more valiantly than this stranger ; 
but Odo's star was in the ascendant, the brave 
youth fell dead to the ground. There was one 
shneking old she-devil iSt, whom a good sword^s 
thrust soon despatched to the lower regions, then, 
Dunstan," — andL the Prelate's baleful eyes shone 
with a ferocious light, and he hissed the words into 
the Benedictine's ear — *i I effectually stopped that 
woman's wanderings for the future." 

" Thou sentest her to some safe uylum," inteto- 
^ted the monk, whose soul-searching look forced 
Uie whole truth from that blood-stained man. 

" Aye, banished her," replied Odo, with a horrid 
laugh, ** to a country from whence she will never 
return to trouble us again, if my hand and knife 
have not lost their old cunning ; by the Holy 
Virgin, Dunstan, she is a venr witch ; for that 
cursed beauty of hers, wMch I branded by mine 
own hand, with a red-hot iron, more than a year 
ago, (when like whipped curs mv dastard followers 
refused to touch her,) shone out brighter than ever. 
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1^0, no ; it would have been the height of madness 
lb let her meet theloye-aick King, fnio woald have 
taken her to his arms and heart at oooe; so I 
essayed another and a safer course." 

'* What didst thou do to her?" demanded Dun- 
Stan, whose tone expressed unmitigated horror and 
contempt. " Man, thou durst not toll me that thou 
hast murdered a helpless woman in oold blood." 

"Nay, Dnnstan, said Odo, "these are but sorry 
thanks in return formv services $ I did not actually 
kill the woman, but — ■ 

**But whatr tell me the whole truth," de- 
manded Dnnstan, in a terrible voice, so terriblet 
that Odo trembled before it. 

'*! divided the muscles and tendons of her 
dainty limbs,*' he replied, " that the fair lady might 
not have the power in future to ramble far away 
from her doting husband ; and left her in a dead 
etnpor, from which I think it highly imj^robable 
she will ever awake. Fortunately, there is not a 
single living witness left to tell the stoiy ; so when 
Edwy of £i^land comes in the full glow of ex- 
pectant happmess, he will receive a sUent reception; 
I have managed everything so cleverly, that n^ing 
can p^t suspicion at me." 

"Why dost thou turn away, Dunstan, as if my 
very sight was hateful?" surely thou dost not 
think my zeal for the Holy Churah has carried me 
too far .'" 

Every better feeling in Dnnstan had awoke during 
this recital ; the in<Sgnation and contempt he felt 
for Odo were such that he wanted words to frame 
his burning indignation in ; he literally gaflped for 
breath, as he thought of the beautiful Elgiva ten- 
derly and TOjaHy nurtured, having perished by a 
death so horrible, that his flrah seemed creeping on 
his bones at the bare idea. 

Odo gazed with wide open eyes at the Benedic- 
tine's face. He knew that Dunstan was indignant, 
and rightly 40, at his cruel conduct, but he thought 
it was but a transieni displeasure that would soon 
pass away, and iuwardly congratulated himself on 
the promptitude with which he had executed his 
dastardly scheme. 

"Inhuman butcher, base Prelate," thundered 
Dunstan at length, his face grand in its strong 
wrath. ** Dlds't thou dare to think that Dunstan 
would approve, would countenance thy helli^ 
cruelty, wnich has dishonoured our sacred cause, 
and left on thine own name a dark loathsome blot, 
which Time's ages can never efface ; but must dis- 
figure with its foul blackness the fair unwrittoi 
scroll of the future. Did I not warn thee, Odo of 
Canterbury, nay, command thee, that the King and 
the Queen's lives were to be held sacred, and thou 
hast presumed to disobey me, to glut tiiy savage 
soul with the blood of innocence — aye, innocence, 
for save in her marriage with the King, which was 
against the commands of the Ohurc^ I had no 
fault to find with thy hapless victim. Was not 



that fault am^dy atoned for by her banishment? 
must tiie crimson life-stain alone content thee, thou 
traitor, to the church, who has injured her pure 
whiteness by thy crime, and left indelible stains on 
her rootless robe." 

" Odo^ from this time forth," and he raised his 
hand on high, and signed the cross on his own 
breast, "our paths are divided ; the world in which 
I move shall never more be darkened bv thy pre- 
sence; thj murderous and cowardly band shall 
never assist our cause ; or it would be accursed. 
Man of the dark evil heajrt, the leprosy of thy crime 
shall cling to thee— aye, dose as thme own flesh, 
haunt, punish, madden tiiee, and I misdoubt if even 
the fires of purgatory can burn it from thy souL 
Dunstan's hatred goes with thee, pursues thee, his 
curse dogn thy steps, and whilst lue lasts his hand 
shall never again grasp thine. 

Leave my presence, for the very air is heavy 
which thou breathest, and mark me, I do not even 
promise to keep thy secret ; but may disclose thy 
dastard's act to those who will know now to avenge 

"Leave I" and Dunstan signed towards the door 
with an imperious gesture. 

" Leave," shrieked Odo, in his mad rage, " leave 
my secret, my life in thy hands ! ^ Duuptan, by the 
bones of every saint in the Bomiah calendar, thou 
little knowest Odo, of Canterbury. I will never go 
unless thou swearest to preserve mf story sacred as 
thine own soul. I rejoice, I glory m my deed ; the 
blood of that woman, whom I hated, who defied me 
to the last, was an elixir of life to me ; it brought bftck 
the fire of my youth. I would she had had a thou- 
sand lives tliat I might have prolonged her tortures. 
But swear, Dunstan, swear," and he advanced, and 
drew a small dagger from his vest, "swear never to 
betray me, or I must seal my safety in thy blood." 

"Advance, blaspheming JPrelate," add crime to 
crime, until the weary earth swallows thee up, like 
the sinners of old, but think not my life will conceal 
thy coward deed ; soon the whole world will ring 
with it,'* and folding his arms on his breast, with an 
air of majestic calm, the Benedictine awaited Odo^s 
approach. The fixed flnze of that dauntless eye, the 
unmoved altitude and the awe and respect with 
which Dunstan had ever inspired him, prevailed 
over that relentless man. The Ftelate dropped the 
dagger from his nerveless hand. 

"Forgive, me, i/unstan," he stammered, at length, 
" pardon the madness which |nrompted me to raise 
my hand* against thee ; there is no one in the wide 
eiurth that Odo of Canterbury would shrink from, 
save thee. If I have erred in my zeal, overlook my 
fault, and I will multiply fasts and pennances to 
atone for it. Dunstan, I kneel to thee for absolu- 
tion," and the proud, defiant knee was humbly bent, 
and Odo srasped the robe of his former friend. 

The robe was torn from his grasp, the eye main- 
tained its unmoved resolve, and the hand pointed to 
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the door, while in icy tones, Dimstan repeated : 
*' Odo, I have spoken, and mv resolve is finn ; try 
pennances and fasts to win Heaven's forgiveness ; 
mine thoa canst never obtain, unless thou couldst 
undo the past, and restore the dead to life. Go, 
and if then wouldst preserve thy life, lie close con- 
cealed ; that is my last word — my last warning." 

Grinding his teeth with n^, bnt subdued like a 
savage beast, by that iron wul, the Archbishop left 
the apartment, curses and wild rage in his heart, 
and mounting a fresh horse galloped ofif inthe direc- 
tion of Earl Ordmer's castle, noping to obtain 
didter within its strong walls. 

The tale was unfolded to the Earl's ears, and 
though that fierce warrior shuddered at the bloody 
story, he promised Odo a secure refuge in the dun- 
geons of his stronghold, and swore on his knightly 
word not to betray him. In the damp, underground 
vaults of the stately pile, the Archbishop was left 
alone with his accusing conscience, but he deadened 
the voice of that silent monitor by copious libations 
of wine. He had just sunk into a deep slumber, 
produced from fatigue and the influence of the 
strong liquor, when a touch on the shoulder startled 
him ; with an oath he drew his sword from its 
sheath, and was about to spring on the intruder, 
but his hand dropped to his aae, as he gazed on 
the beautiful form of Algitha. 

"I have heard thy story, Odo of Canterbury'," 
she said, and there was no quiver in her voice, no 
. shade of horror on her face, and I attach no blame 
to thee ; it mieht have been better, perhaps, hads't 
thou omitted uie torture and taken the life only of 
the so-called Queen ; but it is hard, when our 
enemy lies in our power, not to glut our soul with 
their agony. 

My purpose in coming is to promise thee every 
oomiort, and to tell thee that while one stone of 
Earl Ordmer's Castle holds together thy life shall 
be preserved. 

" It will be better not to mention''a word of this 
affair to the royal AtheUng, as it miffht unnerve 
him for the coming straggle. Would that I were a 
man, that I might fight in the foremost ranks of 
our warriors, and see our enemies lick the dust," her 
dark eyes glowled like ooals of fire while she 
uttered these words, and she fiercely clenched her 
white hands. 

Odo, blood-stained man as he was, could not 
resist a feeling of disgust to hear a woman speak so 
heartlesslv of the fearful deatibi of one of her own 
sex, but he thanked her for her promise in his 
behalf, and hoped that the day would soon dawn 
in which he might quit his temporary prison, 
** thouffh brightened," gallantly added the prelate, 
''by tny presence, fair Lady A]githa.'' The 
maiden allowed him to raise her fingers to his lips, 
and then withdrew as silently as she entered. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 
Thx Rotal Obsequies. 

It was the day before the funeral of the martyred 
Queen ; the day before all that was mortal of the 
once bright and gifted was to be committed to the 
silent tomb. I^r four days preceding the Royal 
Obsequies the coffin, covered with a velvet pall, with 
the Ciown emblazoned on it, and divers other devices 
of rank and pomp, had lain in state before the high 
altar of Winchester Cathedral with numerous wax 
tapers burning round it 

Priests had chanted masses for the soul of the 
younff Elgiva, taken from an earthly to a Heavenly 
kingdom, where alone her noble spirit could realise 
the fullness of joy. 

Crowds had trod the spacious aisles with reverent 
steps and knelt before the bier as though approaching 
the shrine of some holy saint, for death, solemn, 
awful death, had swept away ike blinding mists of 
prejudice and error, and many longed now, when 
too late, to testify their resp^ect to their late Royal 
Mlstresa But this eve, this last eve, orders had 
been given to admit no one, and in the shadows of 
approaching twilight knelt the true and life long 
mourner, ^wy of England. 

He heeded not the advancing night ; could it be 
darker than the night of his oiftn soiil? He was 
alone ; alone, the King of that wide land in his 
silent desolation. Ah, not alone, for One friend was 
near him, counting each tear drop and poui-ing 
gentle balm into the bleeding heart. 

Tes, the Heavenly brother, the comforter of weak 
humanity, watched over those lonely vigils. 

And human friendship warm and true, was also 
near in that solemn hour. 

Cedric, unknown, unnoticed, concealed behind a 
large pillar, prayed and wept for his beloved 
Sovereign. 

The devoted youth had stolen in to be near his 
King, and he fervently supplicated that consolation, 
nobler and sweeter than any that earth could give 
mi^t be vouchsafed to the royal sufferer. 

The heart of Ordmer's heir was heavy with the 
shadow of impending misfortune ; an unerring 
instinct told him that a crisis was approaching in 
his own fate, and with sickening horror he waited 
for its coming. A messenger had been sent to 
summon him to his father's halls on business of the 
utmost importance. To this Cedric had replied 
tiiat it waci impossible to leave the Kimgr in the first 
moments of lus sad bereavement. Human pity, 
for more than mortal sorrow, touched the heaHs of 
the dark conspirators, and they hesitated to aim 
another shaft at that kiuffly breast, unarmed and 
jdefenooless as it was. They resolved that the 

(young ^ight should remain for the present with 
ids royid master undisturbed. But the momentary 
sfeeling oiE.pity soon died away, and only that very 
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monuBg a oonfideiitlal retainer of the Barrs had 
arrived at Court to oommand his heir, on pain of his 
lather's most serioos displeasure, to return instantly 
to the Castle. 

Beluctantly Cedric had been obliged to yield his 
assent, and had sent a missive back to his proud 
lather, in which he promised to return the day 
after the royal funeral. 

Worn out by mental grief, Edwys head, with its 
brijzht golden curls, drooped on the dark velvet of 
£lgiva*s bier, and a brief trance wrapt the sorely 
tried nerves in f orgetfulness ; slumber stole over 
him, peaceful as an infant's. Again he was with 
Elgiva, her hand clasped in his, her deep dark eyes 
pouring floods of immortal light into his own ; 
brightness and glory surrounded them like a veil, 
and with a raptcu'e so intense that it broke the brief 
vision, Edwy heard the words, "For ever thine, 
belov.ed one ; no more pain or parting ; we are saved 
and blest eternally." 

With a wild start the King awoke ; the oold ioy 
dawn was stealing in, and Edwy, for the first time, 
caught sight of the strange kneeling figure muffled 
in a shrouding cloak. . 

<<Who intrudes on the solitude of the King of 
England?" demanded the kingly Saxon, in un- 
daunted tones. 

The fifiure slowly rose, and prostrating himself at 
Edwy's reet, revealed the noble features of young 
Cedric. 

"Pardon, my revered Sovereign," murmured the 
youth, in low, broken accents ; *' an impulse strong 
as mine own existence drew me near uiee ; not to 
intrude on thy presence, but, unseen, to remain in 
the church with my leige lord. Pardon, if in so doing, 
I have outstepped the bounds of respeot and loyalty/ ' 

A yearning look of sympathy and devotion shone 
in the knight's earnest eyes, and the soul of the 
royal mourner read there all that the lips were 
inadequate to utter. 

Gently he raised Cedric, and clasping his hand, 
■aid, while his eye glanced towards the velvet- 
•overed bier, 

"Beneath that bier thy King's happiness lies 
buried, and his only earthly wish is that be himself 
were sleeping the same unbroken slumber. Silence," 
as he saw the youth's lips move as if alxHit to speak, 
"on this subject I can bear no sympathy, no human 
words ; let it remain for ever sealed between us." 

One reverent kiss the knight imprinted on the 
King's hand, tiie compact of friendship destined 
soon to be tried, and come out triumphant. 

Wil^ waving plumes, swelling music, a solemn 
anthem, and pale mourners, amidst the proudest 
insignia of royal pomp and splendour, the early lost, 
tilie early summoned, was laid to rest. Not a dry 
eye was amoxigst the sable groups as they saw their 
once bright Queen hid &om human view for ever, 
taken in all the bloom of her springtide f reshness, to 
tiie land of immortal youth and bMuty. 



Pale as death with the agony of earth, veiling 
the blue eyes, the dews of mortal a^ gii^gh starting 
from the marble brow, the bereaved husbiuS 
watched the star of hope and joy borne from his 
sight. What could the empty ghtter of a crown do 
to asmaoe such anguished 'gzief? nav, was it not 
that fatal drolet wMch had wrecked his life** hap- 
piness? 

All sorrowed with their King, whose siltnt anguish 
harrowed the strongest heart. 

Good Wulfstan's tears fell like rain, and vainly ha 
tried to read the appointed service over tbe fair 
being he had once married at the same altar. Sign- 
ing to another priest to take his place, the Biriiop 
covered up his face with the sleeve of his zobe, and 
gave way to his grief. 

All was over, the last notes of the nngeni died 
away, and in the stony sepulchre, hidden from the 
light of day, reposed the remains of the young 
Queen ; only the lifeless clay ; her glorified spirit 
was freed, and rejoicing in the beams of etonal 
Hght. 

A brief farewell of the King on the following 
morning, and Cedrio mounted his steed, andf oUowea 
by his armed retainers sought the walls of Earl 
Ordmer's castle. 

But where, all this sad interim, was the mother of 
the murdered Elgiva ? 

On the dreadful news reaching her of her daugh- 
ter's untimely end, the Princess Ulrica fell into a 
deadly swoon, from which she only recovered to fall 
into another and another. A dangerous iUnesa 
supervened, and for months the wretched suflEerer 
hovered between life and death, and her attendants 
feared that should health be restored the reason 
would be totally shipwrecked. 

And the widowed Queen, Elgiva, was she by the 
side of her son, assuaung the waves of anqnish 
which roll&i over his tconpest-tossed sool t Ah no ! 
still with fatal self deoeption, the half maddened 
mother remained in her convent, addreosing oaelesB 
prayers to those intercessors whose aid oould never 
lighten by a feather's weight the burden of sorrow 
sustained idone by her gifted and idolised Edwy. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

Tritest of the Kkiortlt Baitd. 

The warm beams of a bright June aftemoon 
streamed through the long low casements of a Imt* 
oak chamber in the proud castle of Ordmer. The 
bright rays fell broad upon the rushes strewn upon 
the polished floor, lit up the rich hues of heavy 
silken tapestry, hanging on the pamulled walls ; 
gUmmered on the gold adornments and brightly 
stained mouldings of the ceiling ; and shone fantas- 
tically upon the flaxen locks and fair face of a 
young maiden, sitting in an oriel window ; lighting 
part of her tresses to the brightest gold, and stain- 
ing with golden red one <n the zouiid dimpled 



174 



BDWT AKB ELOirA. 



cheeks. It linsered, too, on the raven plaits of a 
taller, noblerTdamsel, standing in another recess ; 
and it poured its light on the broad open brow and 
flashing eyes of a man in the prime of manhood, 
oocup3rmg the third window. 

The room, so stately and fair in its proportions, 
looking forth into a wide terrace, with gardens 
below, and commanding yiews of tiie approach to 
the principal gate of the castle, — ^was the very room 
which three weeks ago was lighted up with festive 
gaiety, on the fatal evening when Edgar oQEngland 
signed away his honour for love. 

In the shady side of these three wide windows 
weze three ower forms, companions to those on 
whom the light shone and sported. 

Sitting near the noble looking man, watching 
him wiui almost feurful attention, anon gazing 
wistfully over the smiling country was a wanior 
of stalwart proportions, cli^ in a simple but massive 
coat of mail ; — a warrior with short beard, and 
short curling locks— the Danish lord of the castle, 
the chief of the rebel band. 

By the dark-^ed damsel, leaning carlessly against 
the oaken &ame, was a tall graceful knight, arrayed 
in all the pomp and sheen of velvet^ gold, and 
gems ; gilded hauberk, and gHtterins sword. A 
golden gauntlet was on one arm, but tne other fair 
hand was bared, and revealed proportions slender 
as a woman's. Flaxen curls of perfumed softness 
fell around his white brow and throat. Eyes, blue 
as the sky, were fixed admirumzly on the proud 
beauty beside him. A true Saxon was young 
Sithric, Thane of Thirlestane. 

The companion of the fair sirl was a youthful 
stripling, sittine close beside her, with one arm 
thrown round her fidender waist — ^the arm of a 
plighted bridesroom. Wild and bright, in vivid 
colouring,— -daNL chestnut locks and deep starry 
eyes — ^was the face of the boy lover; wild and 
blight, beaming with the ardour of devotion ; but 
the fitful gleam in the dark eyes told of a love tale 
brief as it was bright. The strong qualities of faith 
and integrity were wantin|r to preserve the page 
from the wear and tear of life. 

Nearly a month had elapsed since Edgar joined 
the rebels, for though Bunstan was with them, and 
their leader elected, the rebellion was yet delayed. 
Various reasons were the cause of this. Dunstan 
deemed it advisable to sweU the ranks with further 
fluiherents known to him. There were smouldering 
elements of revolt on the borders of the Anglo- 
Danish dominions to be fanned into one flame. 

The chiefs separated on these missions, Lodbrog 
taking the Northern circuit, Dunstan and Odo 
departing South. A few days after their arrival at 
their destination, the traitor page conveyed the 
tidings to Odo, which caused him to stain his vile 
hand in blood. 

The news of the Queen's untimely decease, 
cautiously communioated to Edgar, had deeply 



affected the youth. He longed to gaze upon the 
cold remains of his beautiful sister-in-law, and 
follow them to the tomb, but the dark ties of hi» 
new life restrained him from obeying this natural 
impulse — a restraint which caused omy a transient 
remt, for Edgar was absorbed in his new passion. 

The days passed in close confinement within the 
Castle preciucts, for the Earl deemed it advisable to 
keep the Prince concealed ; had flown on golden 
pimons for Edgar. The daily meetings with Ethel- 
dreda, brief as they were, iar Algitha took care not 
to weaken his shallow love by t^ easy a gratifica- 
tion — ^those daily meetings kindled his wild feelings 
to the highest ardour, and sparred his desire to 
hasten the day of his bridals, at any price, in the 
Universe. 

He panted for war. The unrighteous, terrible 
aspect it had at first assumed, had changed to a 
more alluring image. The homage lavished ujxin 
him, the freedom from all restraint or superior 



influence ; the pcMsonous counsels of the wily 
Brithric, and other intriguing followers, plotting 
to tAmish his young mind, had succeeded in more 
than reconciling Edgar to rebel Against his brother, 
for the hope of the costly guerdon of a crown, now 
coveted for its own sake, and not only as the price 
of Etheldreda's hand. 

Earl Ordmer marked his future son-in-law with 
proud satisfaction. Fortune smiled cloudlessly on 
his hopes and schemes. A daughter of his house 
would yet wear England's purple. Lodbrog had 
broueht back good tiding from the North ; 
huncu'eds had Joined the insurgents, and only 
waited the signal to draw down their forces and 
unite them to the Earl's. Dunstan had returned 
with marked success, leading many ppwerful nobles 
and clergy in his train. Algitha*s nval slept in the 
tomb } naught was wanting to satisfy vengeance 
and erown ambition, save the return of Cedric. 

The delay caused by the Knight's attendance at 
the royal obsequies had bitterly chafed the im- 
patient Dane. 

It is hard to hold the brimming goblet imagina- 
tion conceives to hold the choicest nectar, though 
in reality it is but self-procured poison. It is hard 
to hold this brimming goblet to the lips, And not 
drain the draught of bitter experience. 

But now the probation was ended. This after- 
noon Cedric would be with him, even now he might 
be within sieht. All within those windows waited 
and watched for his coming, though with feelings 
varied as their different circumstances. 

By one only was it anticipated with pure affec- 
tion. The fair girl, around whom the Prince of 
England flung the arm of love, was the only being 
guiltless enough in that Castle to picture Cedric's 
arrival with genuine delight ; the only being to 
whom the dark plots earned on were as unknown 
as the burning crater of Vesuvius to the bird that 
skims its surface. 
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Etheldreda, weak and gentle as she was, swayed 
by stronger minds, yet inherited, like Gedric, the 
fine nature of her Saxon mother, but without his 
strength of character and intellect to oarry into 
effect these noble qualities. Her tendencies were 
naturally good and true ; even her betrothed lover 
felt she would never be a partner in his unworthy 
plans. 

"Dearest," he whispered, drawing her yet closer, 
as the large blue eyes turned from him to the 
winding shady road, stretching far into the wide 
moorlands. ''Dearest, turn those lovely eyes on 
me, and me alone. They are stars, sacred to Ed^ 
the Athelix^ ; genis, which he shall soon match with 
a crown. Seest thou this scarf," and he touched 
the green badge which he wore over his shining 
mail, '4twa8 the first pledge that bound me to 
thee for aye ; but little I dr^med then, fair one, 
that I should soon be able to win England's diadem 
and lay it at thy feet." • 

*' Nay, Edgar," replied the child bride, in tones 
soft as the distant sighing of the nightingale, '* talk 
not of crowns to me ; dearer far to Etheldreda would 
be the wreath of wild fiowers, woven by the hand of 
love, and gemmed by nature's dewdrops. Happier 
far wert thou a humble swain and I thy bride, that 
we might wiJk, hand in hand, through the green 

g&stures and flowery vales of lowly hCe, far away 
om the storm of war, and the glitter of courts ; " 
and ^e eyes of the high bom damsel turned 
sadly, lingeringly, from the bright-eyed Atheling to 
the green wartes without ; a faint shadow, steal- 
ing over her young brow, as though a breath 
from the rustling wings of futurity stirred the 
heart with some warmng of the brief and fated 
year, by the side of the Boyal Being she loved so 
well."' 

**Fair one," replied the smiling lover, "thy 
beauty was only made for a throne, not to waste in 
the valley's shades. Instead of wild flowers a crown 
shall bind, thy flaxen tresses, thy path be the path 
of kings, and the flowers of love be emblemised in 
gems worthy a monarch's ransom. Happy as I am 
by thy side I long for the hour when I shall go forth 
to ba^e for that prise." 

'< Oh, Edgar I what jov isthere in that ?" said the 
maiden, hidf -bewildered, scarcely comprehending 
his meaning, deeming it some courtly jest to please 
her fancy. ** Did the sceptre bring comfort to the 
fair Queen, so suddenly snatched away, so unkindly 
treated by the Church ? The sight of your scarf 
reminds me of the evening when I stood amid her 
train ; bright and beautiful she shone forth in those 
palace halLs. But she has passed away like a dream, 
and how could little Etheldreda grasp that dangerous 
sceptre. But thou jestest Edsar ? Yet I like not 
even the jest ; " and she laid her downy flngers 
caressingly on his shoulder as if to claim forgiveness 
for her words, *' even the jest of wishing to fight for 
a brother's throne." 



A flush rose to the Prince's temples, never had 
his bride spoken so boldly, for never *had she had 
an opportunity of hearing i|o much of his mind. 

The innocent words were a dagger's thrust, but he 
parried the attack, the time hadoome for disclosing 
something of his plans. They must be made known 
before Cedric's arrival, the shock would be greater 
then. 

** My dearest, thou art mistaken in thy views, I 
am not striving for my brother's rights. He has un- 
fortunately offended the Holy Church and injured 
the liberty of the people. It would be injurious to 
the interests of the country to permit him to reign 
any longer. This has been resolved upon by the 
ablest and wisest in the land. Who so natural to be 
his successor as mvself ? Did I shrink from accepting 
the Crown I should only fail in my duty to Ihigland 
without in any way securing to my brother the 
position he has already forfeited. These matters 
are unfit for thy gentle thoughts, and hitherto I have 
concealed them from thee. Now on the eve of a 
great enterprise for the good of England it is enough 
for thee to know that Edgar the ASieling is true to 
thee, and that the King's life is safe ; whatever 
happens we are not fighting for that." 

^artljr pacified by Ms explanation, too innocent 
to conceive of plots and inventions, loving Edgar 
entirely, trusting him wholly, Etheldreda reposed 
in his affection ; an affection whose depths were 
never destined to be proved by time. Over the love 
of their life youth and death were united to cast a 
sacred wreath of memory. Not one blightiue thorn 
or withered leaf was to disfigure that eaily chaplet. 

Etheldreda the fair was fated to linger nearly as 
brief a time by her wedded lord as Elgiva the bright, 
but permitted to pass away calm and smiling, in 
serene security of his love, like the gentle day star 
melting into dawn, undisturbed by cloud or 
tempest. 

To some is ^ven the thorny road, the furnace 
and the flood 1 To others the green pastures, to the 
better land. Elgiva was chosen to pass through 
the former, to inscribe a martyr's name on the roll 
of time, to bequeath a heroine's fate to all aces. 
Her young successor to leave no other record than 
a narMf and an early death. 

What epeech had the other pair in the neighbour- 
iiu; window? Interosting matter no doubt, or 
A^tha, would never have lingerod so long from 
post of. guardian to her younger sister. Interesting 
matter to the younf Saxon, concentrating all the 
deepest feeling oihis not verv deep nature, raising 
him for the time, far above his ordinary standard. 
The love of some is like the tide rising with a strong 
burst, higher and higher, mantling with its deep 
devotedness the unsightly aspect of the banks or 
rocks which surround it. Spreitding grand and 
mighty beneath the guiding influence of the pre- 
siding planet, beautiful enough to attract the 
admiring eye. But it ebbs away, ebbs silently, and 
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by degrees ; allowing little by little the original 
foundation to^appear, tiU falling away, and yet^ 
away it leayes naught but the barren riimy banks, 
the l<»ig stretch of melancholy waste. Sithrio was 
among these fitful creatures, now clothed with the 
digni^ and beautv of love in its highest ardour. 
The worship he had long felt for Algitha, had 
grown stronger and stronger, more and more daring; 
awee^MUg away honour, integrity — ^love of ease, 
thought of self, mantling the defects and deficienoes 
of his eharaoter ; and now on the yery eve of the 
flreat crisiB in which life and fortunes were staked, • 
ne was pleading for that smile which had led him 
on step by step. That smile, which he well knew 
was only the YMjgaa reflection of the. light of loye, 
but eyen so, brighter, dearer to him, than ought 
on earth. 

"Promise m^ Lady Algitha.'' he urged, "after 
a long and pleading address, " promise me, if I sur- 
yiye this battle, to bestow upon me the hand for 
which alone I haye turned renegade to my loyal 
faith. Neyer before did Thane of Thirlestane 
buckle on sword against his lie^e lord ; neyer did 
shadow of treason rest upon his name. But my 
loye for thee is greater thim the promptings of my 
race, greater tSasa. life or honour ; had a harder 
task been exacted, joyfully would I haye fulfilled it. 
And now, lady, what wait I for saye the reward.'* 

He hun^, trembling, upon her answer, the an- 
swer of life^ or deau to loye; and tkrough it, 
death to Hfe. 

The maiden of the castle paused awhile ere she 
replied. 

Her destiny was oonung near ; nearer than she 
liked. The loye oi her wUd heiuet rose up like a 
fierce panther, longing to spring upon the intruder, 
to rend him to pieces, for seeung to penetrate the 
sanctuary sacred to its hopeliess idolatry. The 
wrecks of woman's faith — loye and goodness— lay 
around that shrine ; its worship was stained and 
blackened by crimes, but it was true to one only^ 
jealously, eternally true. 

Not only did her her heart quiyer at the idea of a 
question whose yery answer was sacrilege to her 
nature ; but die grifiyed when too late, oyer the 
waste of loye she had called forth for her own re- 
vengeful sdheme^ 

Sithrio might be shallow, weak ; but he loved her 
devotedly. He had placed in her hands the helm of 
his fate. She was responsible for that freight of life. 

Algitha had her redeeming traits, her bursts of 
noble ladings ; they were not yet deadened by sin ; 
th^ rose up now to reproach her for her treachery. 

"Speak," oontinued the knight, "breathe but 
one word, and i^u wilt nerve mine arm with a 
hundxed lives, for I know thy word is unchange- 
able." 

" A hundeed Uvea 1 " 

Yes ! the lover looked as though that power were 
inhiaacm. 



A hundred lives ! 

She must be sold for that. 

" When the battle is ended, I promise to be thy 
bride. " She knew her word, like her love, was in- 
violate ; yet there was no tremor in the cidm tones^ 
the gazelle-like eyes gazing so piercingly into ths 
dark futurity, never saw herself the bride of 
Sithric. 

" It is my &te," she murmured in a whisper, too 
low for even love to catch. "My fate, come 
sooner than desired, but long ezj^ted, lon^ defcer« 
mined. For thee ! for thee only is the sacrifice. 

Her hands were laid softly upon her bMom ; the 
dark eyes turned heavenward, with a light almost 
holy in its love. 

Sithric heard not the whisper, understood not 
the strange look. He saw the softening diadow 
steal over the proud beauty of his bride ; he marked 
her tremble, and exulting with love, recked not of 
the coming storm. 

The faint soimd of a horn was heard. 

Earl Ordmer started and turned pale ; then gazed 
anxiously through the casement. 

Through an openinff in the coppice he saw a snail 
body of horsemen galloping to the castle, headed by 
one slight form. 

By the young heir rode the youth, who we have 
already mentioned, as a suppliant for Cedric's 
bounty. 

Brighter days had dawned upon the Franklin 
Gealwin. Through the young Oluef 's influence hie 
sister had been restored, unharmed, to her family ; 
she had married her betrothed lover, and resided 
with her old mother, who now having her son-in-law 
to manage the farm was able to spare Cealwin, who 
resumed his profession oi arms, and entering the 
service of his oeloved benefactor, had risen to the 
rank of his shield-bearer. 

A pang shot through the father's heart, the pang 
of remorse. The most deadly sting that can 
penetrate the hjuman breast Hx>w comd he meet 
his honorable son, stained with such deep treachery. 
Never had it appeared so black as now, when Jus 
favorite child was f^»eeding to his presence. 

"Wherefore dost thou turn so pale?" enquired 
the tall figure by his side, who was Dunstan, 
" Surely this arrival has been long and anxioualy 
expected ? " 

"Iknowit," quoth the Eiurl, "but I like not the 
thought of telling our plans to Cedric. The boy 
has peculiar notions of honor, and may give mmm 
trouble ; perchance it would be better to confide 
them to lum alone." 

''Nay," returned his adviser, ''such a thing is 
impossible, and would only expose thee to a storm 
of reproaches, unfitting a parent to hear, and whidi 
besides would disturb &ine own mind from the caJm 
fixity necessary for the leader of so glorious an 
enterprise. BecoUect, Earl Ordmer, thou must not 
consider thyself Cedric's father, but the servant and 
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loldier of the Holy Church, whose commands I 
unfold. No personal tie can interfere with the 
■ervice to which thou hast pledged thine honor. 

Yes, the stout Earl knew he was no longer free. 

The iron fetters of a false service had bound him 
fast. He dared not even dispute the will of his 
absolute master, Dunstan, and see his son alone. 

The lower doors were flung open and a knight, 
wearing a green scarf entered, and advanced towards 
AJgitha. 

ft was Brithric, adorned with the memorable 
colors of the eve of the coronation. 

"Lord Gedric approaches,*' he said, with a 
meaning glance at the Earl's recess. 

The Warder's horn blew loud and lozig. The 
ponderous drawbridge was slowly lowered, cries and 
shouts for Ordmer's heir rose from hundreds oi 
men-at-arms lining the battlemented walls, and 
peeping .through the narrow loop-holes. Amid 
crowds of soldiers filling the vast court, by armed 
knights thronging the grand steps of the entrance,' 
through a mass of waruke forms filling the oaken 
Hall and standing in the large corridors, Oedric 
moyed along, acknowledging their salutations and 
gmiling back their greetings, moved along, 
wonderingly, to his father's presence. 

A rou^ welcome had been gfiven him by his 
favourite wolf hounds, who sprang upon him in the 
hall, and ran frolicking by his side, licking his hand, 
and (jumping upon him as he passed through the 
ante-chamber to the saloon. 

A page flung open the door, and drew aside the 
heavy silken curtains. 

Ccidric entered. 

The groups in the window recesses pajssed un- 
notioed, for nis heart and eyes were yearning for a 
sight of his father. 

A tall stalwart form emerged from an embrasure, 
aad walk^ hurriedly but proudly to meet the 
knight. 

It was Earl Ordmer, clad in mail fi'om head to 
foot. 

Gedric rushed forward, and flung himself at his 
father's feet. 

Ordmer bent down, and folded his son to his 
mailed bosom in a burst of genuine emotion, which 
could not be suppressed, even in the presence of 
those dreaded witnesses. 

"Welcome my son, welcome home to Ordmer's 
castle J the long-desired object of thy father's heart." 

A rustle of silken garments — ^they were not alone. 
Lady Algitha stands proud and smiling by her 
brother, offering her smooth cheek for his lips. 
Another warmer greeting is given ; the soft arms of 
Etheldreda are twined round his neck, her kisses 
fall joyfully on his cheek. 

Turning from these home welcomes, Gedric looked 
round. 

His eye fell on two kniehts, wearing green scarfs ; 
both were turned from him; but surely he could 



not be mistaken in those figures — ^they were the 
Atheling and his friend. 

The Atheling, whom the King had dismissed to 
Oxford. 

Even as he wondered, another form met his gaze, 
a yet more marvellous apparition (unless he dreamed) 
— the banished Abbot oi Glastonbury. 

** Edgar 1" he exclaimed, " and Uunstan ! surely 
I am deceived," and he turned a quick glance on the 
Earl. 

"Thou art not deceived," replied the Danish no- 
ble, covering his grief and confusion under a rude 
blustering manner, "the right reverend Abbot of 
Glastonbury is m^ friend and guest, and the Prince, 
once thy compamon, now thy liege lord, honors my 
dwelling as his abode, until he assumes his true 
position as England's Idng." The Earl paused. 

Gedric stooa as though turned to stone. His 

garalysed senses could scarcely realise what he 
card. Pale and silent, his large, searching eyes 
were rivetted on the Earl's face. 

The Benedictine, the Atheling, and his companion 
drew near the group. Etheldreda huns trembling 
on her sister's arm, veiling her face and eyes with 
her drooping curls. 

Not a sound, a movement stirred the supreme 
stillness. All eyes were fixed on father and son, 
drawn face to face in mortal conflict. 

"Gedric," continued the Dane, in hoarse rapid 
tones ; ** there is no time for delay. I have to 
communicate to thee tidings which at first may 
appear unwelcome, but which a littlexommon sense 
will soon render palatable to thy judgment. In my 
castle are assembled a large number of nobles, 
knights, and thousands of soldiers, all armed and 
ready to take the field ; thousands in other parts of 
England only await our summons to join the 
standard of war, which thy father has delayed im- 
folding until thy coming. We are going to wage 
battle a^inst the usurper, who now reigns. Start 
not, he IS not a usurper by undue right of birth or 
parliamentary election, but from his own offensive 
life ; his opposition to the cause of the Ghurch, his 
subversion of the freedom of his nobles, and his 
unseemly love for the minion he dared to call his 
wife, ^e Saxons and the Danes will no longer 
submit to his yoke ; they have risen, united in 
their wrongs, to hurl him from the throne, and 
place thereon another king. Dunstan, the holy 
servant of the Ghurch, lesuls us on, and blesses 
our cause; Prince Edgar is our chosen monarch. 
I know thine old attacJEiment to the present king, 
and thy fanciful notions of loyalty ; out the time 
has come for shaking them off; for clothing the 
dreaming student with the warrior's mail. The 
time has come when Ordmer's heir must prove him- 
self worthy to spring from a race of lion-hearted 
heroes ; when he must choose between Edwy of 
England and his father ; between honour, wealth, 
and glory ; and shame, disgrace, death 1" 
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"I have oliosen," said the youth, incahn, clear 
tones, all the more intensely thrilling after the 
earl's blustering harangue. The stunning feeling 
had passed ; he grasped the whole extent of his 
father's dishonour, and with all the strength of a 
noble nature, fought brayely against the tide of 
circumstanoes, regardless of any personal conae- 
quenoes. 

'* I have chosen honour, glory, and power, which 
your minds may translate as shame, disgrace, and 
death. I have chosen- the service of Edwy of 
England, in preference to a traitor, father. When 
I buckled on this sword in the service of my lawful 
king, Gedric's whole ambition was to prove truest 
of &.e knightly band, — ^truest of that band he will 
continue while life lasts. The origin of the foul 
hatred against the noble«t monarch who ever swayed 
Saxon sceptre, I see before me, in one whose malig- 
nant feelinffl have outraged her sex," and his eyes 
flashed on Algitha a lightning glance of truth uiat 
quailed her soul ; "the motive which prompts the 
Abbot of Glastonbury to incite rebellion is but the 
unholy craving of an ambitious nature, aiming at 
supreme power, and who knows that its demgns 
would not be countenanced by the present sovereign. 
A puppet is needed for the aggrandisement of uie 
Churci^-^ a crowned puppet. Well, Edgar of 
England merits the honourable purpose for which 
he has been chosen. The glitter of a crown in 
perspective is sufficient t^ptation to stifle a 
brother's affection, and make a Judas of a chosen 
knight. For tjiee, base syco^ant," and he turned 
a contemptuous glance on jBrithrio ; "poisonous 
riiiner of others nobler and better than thyself, • 
there is no} feeling of scorn keen enough to pierce , 
thy hard sordid nature with a momentary pang. 
To the rebel's fate and the coward's death, on the 
battle field, I leave mine account with thee. And 
now. Earl Ordmer, at thy feet I fling down the 
gauntlet of defiance^ in the name of Edwy of 
England, thine insulted sovereign;" and he cast 
down his golden glove, which rang on the polished 
floor. ** 17 the heir of thine house, the last of thy 
race, the son, divorced from thy heart for ever, — 
bid thee send one of thy worthy band to take up 
the challenge of the king's own knight, the first of 
his subjects privileged to do battle m his cause I" 

There was silence. 

Before the fearless eyes and souli^lit countenance 
of the faithful knight the dark rebels quailed^ 

Treason must ever lower its guilty brow before 
lofty virtue, if only for a momentary acknowledge- 
ment. 

The gauntlet of EdwVs champion lay at his 
father's feet. None dared to raise it — save one I 

DuBstan, the man of peace, advanced and lifting 
up the glove exclaimed, "Kashyouth, I take thy 
vain challenge with a view to save thee from 
thyself. The words which thou hast used towards 
me, as a member of the Holy Church, I freely 



pardon, and pray the Saints may absolve thee from 
the sin of such sacrilegious language. For thy 
father's sake and thine own futm:e I would have 
thee reconsider thy decision, ere sterner metiiods are 
adopted for enforcing filial obedience." 

"Once have I spoken," replied Cediic, "once^ 
and for ever," and he folded his arms haughtily on 
his breast. " The anathemas of every cowled head 
in Christendom are to me lighter than hailstones on 
a warrior's helm." 

"Daring boy," cried Ordmer, burstins through 
the calm of concentrated feelings of sweUing gnef , 
shame^ and fury, at being openly defied by a diild, 
"Young upstart, whelp," and he gnashed his teeth 
with rage; "howdarest thou live in the presence 
of thy father, after such insolent defiance, ; knowest 
thou not, young fara^art, that I am lord, sole, 
absolute lora, in these nails, that a word, a look, 
could cast thee into my dungeons, incarcerate thee 
there for life, stretch thy youthful limbs on the 
torture rack, or swing thee up from the forest trees, 
within sight of the retainers who once looked upon 
thee as their future leader. Am I not master of thy 
life, thoughts, will, actions, and yet thou defiest 
me ? Down on thy knees, down on thy knees ; 
retract thine imprudent words in the presence of 
these nobles or I will run my sword thix>nsh thine 
heart " He drew his huge sword, the terriMe sword 
of Ordmer, with one step advanced, and head thrown 
back, stood like a wild bull, Qonfronting the 
stripling. 

On i£ib sli^t f orqi — ^the pale face of the faithful 
knight — ^not one flinching quiver passed. 

A hairsbreadth was not stirred of his supreme 
calm. 

" Kneel 1 speak !" yoUed tfce Earl, " or, by Odin, 
thou art a dead man." 

" Oedric never kneels to mortal threat, or retracts 
the words of truth. Bury thy sword in my heart ; 
death were a joy to living, wlien Ordmer's glory has 
set in shame/' 

" Die then !" cried the Eail, no longer master of 
his fury ; hating with the strai^ge ferocity of baffled 
love — ^baffled by its own evil deeds — ^the once be- 
loved child. 

A wild shriek! Swift ^ light a slender form 
rushed forward, and fluug herself on the bosom of 
the knight» weeping, clinging there. 

It was Etheldrecu. 

Ordmer paused, irresolute. He might have been 
inclined at the moment to have run his sword 
through tins darine interceptor of his will, had not 
the knowledge of the value of the fair girl made him 
hesitate. 

'^Takp )ier away! drag her offl*' he cried to 
Algitha. 

" No I no I" shrieked the maiden, shaking off her 
raster's arm, flinging away the hand of Ed^ar. 

Her fingers trembled on the hilt of Ce£ic's dag- 
ger; then, with superhuman strength for one so 
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fragile, drew it forth, and tnmed, still clasping her 
brother's arm, and raised it to her bosom. 

'* Back 1" she cried wildly, the soul of indignation 
flashing in her blue eyes ; the soul of her mother 
mantling her with queenly majesty. 

''* Back ! all of ye ; if o&e advance a step to harm 
Cedric, I will plunge this blade in my hef^. Never 
will I survive my murdered brother. " 

Was the maiden mad ? Had these wild scenes 
turned her brain ? 

These thoughts flashed through Algitha^s and 
Dunstan's nunas, as their eyes simStaneously turned 
upon Edgar. 

Surely that frail being could never execute her 
threat. Should she be torn away ? 

The Earl gazed aghast. 

Edgar for a moment had retreated, like one 
amazed ; but the love of his life was strdnger than 
aught else. He questioned not whether she had 
power to injure herself, he only saw her life was in 
X>eril by her own words, and resolved at all costs to 
save her. 

"Earl Ordmer, " he said,advancing to the paralysed 
father, "put up thy sword, Etheldreda has saved 
her brother's life ; we request that he pass unharmed, 
and now my betrothed bride come to me; these 
scenes are unfit for thee." 

He approached, and extended his arms to Ethel- 
droda, who, with a low cry, rushed into them, and 
fell in a deep swoon upon his breast. 

The Piince bore her light form to a couch ; Algi- 
tha hastened to aid in restoring animation. 

The sword of Ordmer dropped from his nerveless 
hand^ and rolled heavilv on the floor. Drops of 
emotion broke upon his brow. His wild fury had 
died out, like a neroe flame, and left him prostrated. 
Without one glance at Cedric, who stood motionless, 
the stout warrior turned away, and tottering to a 
seat buried his face in his handfi. 

Gedric's bright eyes followed his father. The 
sight of his emotion checked the tide of righteous 
indignation, and woke the fountains of filial love. 

"Father, oh my father, I would follow thee to 
danger, to death, if thou would'st he true to thy 
better self — if thou would'st shake off the fetters 
that bind thee, ere it be too late." 

The words rose — ^rose from his soul — ^but died un- 
G^ken on his lips, for as he was springing forward 
to his father, a dark form interposed, and the proud 
chieftain turned to stone before that intruder. 

Oh, it was a holy moment of natural grief and love ; 
one which mi^ht, witii Heaven's blessing, have 
wiped away the stain from Ordmer's honour, and 
banished the dark cloud from his fated house ; but 
it was not to be. The dark influenceB closed around, 
and blotted out the angel moment. 

"Earl Ordmer," said Dunstan, laying his hand on 
the Dane's sheulder, "we await thy decision re- 
specting Lord Cedric. His life has been spared by 
Prince Edgar, whose roquest as our future Sovereign 



we are bound to obey ; but it is incompatible with 
the interests of the holy cause to permit so deter- 
mined a rebel to pass unpunished, or go at large. 
What is to be his fate ?" 

"Do with him what thou wilt," said the con- 
science-stricken father, not daring to look at his 
wronged son, — ^longing to free him, to be reconciled 
to him, even at the cost of the enterprise ; but too 
deeply enslaved under the yoke of ms task master 
to assert even the liberty of thought ; "But let not 
a hair of his head be injured. By Odin and 
Tkor, I swear to renounce the rebellion, if any harm 
is done to the boy." 

**Thou shalt be obeyed," replied Dunstan " Sir 
Brithric, summon the attencUnts." (A body of 
servitors entered.) "Conduct Lord Cedric to his 
chambers. It is Earl Ordmer's pleasure that he 
remain confined there for the present. My lord, it 
is necessary for thee to resign thy sword." 

Cedrio unclasped the weapon that had been con- 
secrated in the royal chapel, and girded on by his 
sovereign. 

Sir Brithric advanced to take the jewelled sword, 
but with a glance of cold contempt the heir of 
Ordmer moved aside, and laid the weapon at his 
father's feet. Then, without a word, strode proudly 
from the chamber. 

A strict watch the Benedictine kept over his 
noble host, for fear his paternal affection might 
lead him to meet Cedric, which he well knew would 
be productive of fatal results to the plans. 

So the day waned, and evening fell without the 
earl having contrived to see his banished child ; but 
;the father^s heart had re-asserted itself, and through 
means of a weak instrument, he found a way of 
following its dictates. 

That night the moon rose high over Ordmer's 
castle. Before an open casement of a chamber 
Cedric stood a prisoner — a prisoner in his paternal 
halls; disgraced — stripped of his earthly heir- 
ship. 

But the soul of the young Chieftain grieved not for 
the loss of worldly honours, or the uncertain chances 
of his life. 

His father's treachery ; his beloved King's danger 
alone occupied his thoughts. 

Truest of the knightly band Cedric had been, 
and would remain even unto death. 

A low tap at the door, the lock tremblingly 
unturned, and a little muffled figure softly stole in, 
and throwing back the hood, revealed the pale 
agitated face of Etheldreda. 

"Cedric, my brother," she whispered, tiirowing 
herself into his arms, "Thou must fly, without a 
moment's delay. Cealwin waits in the ante-room, 
with the disguise of a monk for thee to wear, and 
outside the gates are two horses to bear thee away. 
This token," and she placed a ring in his hand, 
"will pass thee through the sentiners and the 
warder's postern, and now leave, my brother." 
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" Etheldreda," replied the Knight, fondly kissing 
her, *'thou liast saved my life, and now o£fer me 
freedom. Little dreamed I thy gentle heart could 
haye shown such noble constancy. Freedom I ah, 
my child, there is little yalue in that word for me ; 
my happiness and hopes are wrecked. If I accept 
this boon from thee, it is for the sake of my King. 
He needs all true hearts round him now.'' 

** How did'st thou obtain this pass ? It is the 
Earl's own ring." 

** I may not tell thee," answered the maiden, 
hurriedly ; '* it is a secret, but I was aided by a 
friend. All hearts are not so black, even here, as 
they may seem." 

*' That blush," said the knight, with a penetrating 
glance, *' methinks I guess tny friend. Ah, sister 
mine, it brings to miim a painful scene I witnessed 
this afternoon, painful to thy brother's pride to 
know thou art the promised bride of the traitor 
Edgar." 

'* Hark ! " cried the girl, turning pale with 
mingled emotion, '* Hark ! I hear a step, Cedric, 
it may be too lati^, go, go I " 

''Farewell then my sister," said the knight, 
pressing her to his heart, and printing a kiss on her 
rosy lips, " Heaven bless and keep thee always ; we 
may never meet a^ain, but tell my father I forgive 
him freely, that his outcast son will love him to the 
last." 

Soon the youth was disguised as a priest, and 
accompanied by his companion, Oealwin, and 
Etheldreda, stole down the unfrequented corridors 
and stairs of the castle to a private entrance to the 
court, which the monks passed in safety by means 
of the ring, and issuing through the warder's gate 
emerged into the opening country, where they found 
their steeds waiting, with one of Oedric's attendants, 
who presented him his sword. Girding it to his 
side, and mounting his steed, the knight gallo]^ 
away. Two watched his departure with swelling 
hearts ; the father and the sister, who had given 
him liberty. But neither, as they gazed through 
the high turret casement, would have dared to 
realise the fact that young Cedric had passed for 
ever from his father's halls ; that the Raven banner 
would never again wave over an heir to the House 
of Ordmer. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE TBAITOB's PXTNISHMEKT. 

Can we describe the feelings of Edwy of England. 
Outraged as a Kin£, bereaved as a husband ; his 
lacerated heart bleeding at every pore, yet filled with 
ajbuming desire to avenge the fate of his martyred 
Queen. It would be an impossible task, for only 
One, who created man with the capacity to suffer, 
the strength to endure, could estimate the conftict 
of the ^oung King ; the deadly struggle between 
indignation, the human longing of blo^ for blood, 



and the milder, purer light of religion, which 
teaches that ''Vengeance is the Lord's," and he 
will repay. 

How agonisingly rose the prayer of the youthful 
sufferer that through the fiery furnace of affliction 
he might come out a conqueror, and still the weak 
heart rebelled and craved for a signal pumshment, 
for such a signal crime. 

" Oh, El^va, my beautiful, my murdered bride," 
he groaned in the anguish of his soul, "Must thine 
innocent blood water England's soil, the broad 
domain over which I rule, and not be washed out 
in the crimson life-tide of thy dastardly destroyers. 
Why can I not wreak the deadliest vengeance on 
thy murderers that the heart of man could dimly 
shadow forth, and on the same page of hiistory on 
which thy fate is inscribed, let thy husband's 
revenge be depictedin equally ineffaceable characters. 

What holds me back? Am I not a crowned 
monarch ? Have I not true hearts around me who 
would raUy at my summons, and fight in defence of 
my wrongs ? 

Y es, nought holds me back but two thinfis — my 
fatal vow to England and the memory of Eleiva. 
She — ^that bright angel in Heaven — ^would have 
sheathed in mercy the naked sword of justice ; aye, 
though the foul traitors spared not her«spoUess life. 

Father above, hear my cry, for the sake of One 
who died for a guilty world ; grant me patience and 
strength ; bring me through this mortal struggle so 
that 1 lose not an entrance into tibiy Heavenly 
Kingdom." 

And these prayers were heard. Over the wild 
agony of the quivering tempest-tossed soul, fell a 
holy calm, which no human reasonings, no human, 
friends, could bestow ; but the surgmg waves of 
sorrow still swept over his shrinking frame, though 
he grasped with, desperate energy the one sheet 
anchor which alone can save man from shipwreck, 
when sinking in the dark ocean of suffering. 
. At this crisis, weak and attenuated, as though 
years had rolled over her, with a look of horror in 
her eyes, Ethel of Herewood crawled from her bed 
of sickness — ^well nigh death — ^to fulfil a sacred 
mission, to tell the King the message of his lost 
Queen. She was admitted, and like a true woman 
tried to pour the balm of gentle sympathy into the 
wounds of the royal sufferer — tried, and not in vain. 

Tenderly she narrated every incident of that sun- 
set eve, till the dosing scene, when the dark veil of 
unconsciousness had <&opped before her own sight — 
told of the sublime peace, the momentary fear con- 
quered by the noble spirit, the unshaken faith with, 
which Elgiva had bowed to the mysterious decree 
of a higher Power, which tore the bright chaplet of 
human love from her brow to place on it instead the 
martyr's wreath. 

And Edwy listened; tears fell from his eyes 
like rain, while Ethel, with faltering voioe, related 
these mournful particulars — ^mournful to human 
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reasoning, but bright with the light of another 
world ; and that radiance shone into both their 
souls, and they felt that though the door of escape 
was stained with blood, they ought not to grudge 
the youthful victor her glorious reward. 

**And now, my gracious Lord and King," said 
Ethel, throwing herself on her kndes, '* nought 
remains for me but to give thee the last message of 
thy queen. She prayed me to tell thee not to take 
vengeance on her enemies, or her spirit would be 
troubled in another world. Ah I my King ! my 
King ! she lived and died an angel," continued the 
maiden, while her whole frame shook with sobs. 
" God, His Son, and the blessed Virgin comfort thee, 
for no mortal can." 

**Lady Ethel," answered Edwy, raising her 
gently, " I am comforted from above. I can look 
beyond the dark veil which divides us from the 
other world, and think of the day when, freed from 
the sins and sorrows of time, I shall once more join 
my lost Elgiva. Her last prayer — her last wish — 
shall be sacred. Edwy of England will take no 
vengeance on her murderers ; should they ever fall 
into his hands, for her sake they shall go free ; for 
her sake, and still more for the sake of One^' — and 
he reverently crossed himself and raised his eyes to 
the crucifix — **,who forgave His destroyers with His 
latest breath. Farewell maiden ; take with me my 
thanks and prayers for all the services thou hast 
ever rendered thy royal la-ly, and remember, whilst 
I live thou wilt ever find in thy Sovereign thy best 
and truest friend. " 

Kindly he pressed Ethel's hand, who raised her 
tear-dimmed eyes to his face, and almost started at 
the divine beauty of the lineaments — yes, divine ; 
for the light of Heaven shone on them, and the 
peace of Heaven dwelt in his soul. The agony, the 
conflict was ended ; his barque had cast its grap- 
gling anchor on the sure Rock of Eternity ; and he 
was safe, aye safe. Whatever storms might rage 
round the £rail skiff, it could never be torn from its 
hold. 

When Ethel left, the King threw himself before 
the Crucifix, and prayed for strength to do his duty 
to his kingdom ; prajred that even his dark trial 
might not be wi'tiiout its influence on the minds of 
his subjects, but teach them a lesson of patient en- 
durance, even under the most unmerited injuries. 
** And oh. Lord," he added, " whatever mals may 
«ome in the future, let me meet them as a servant 
of the Cross, never flinching, never quailing, under 
the hottest conflict ; and when my work on earth is 
finished, mercifully take me to Thyself, to Thine 
own home, where alone I shall know true happiness." 

The things of time lost their hold on the mind of 
Edwy, his loul bore him with rapid pinions near 
the confines of the invisible world, and pictured 
some of the joy and brightness awaiting him there 
so vividly, that the glory and splendour of earth 
paled in the comparison. 



A summons came ; he must answer it — must still 
play out his royal part. « 

" A monk," said the page, ** would see the King 
on business of life and death." 

**Sh6w him into our ante-chamber," replied 
Edwy; "and have the guards near at hand, in 
case we should require to summon them. Glad as 
I should be for my life to end," mused the yoimg 
monarch, ** I must not forget that it is not mine 
own, but belongs to a Higher Master. Therefore I 
dare not neglect, in these dark days, all needful 
precautions. " 

A cowled monk was standing in a comer of the 
chamber, as the King of England entered. 

" What is thiae errand," demanded Edwy, pausing 
in surprise, and some displeasure that the in- 
truder showed no mark of respect at his entrance. 

"Mine errand," exclaimed a well known voice, 
which made the King start ; and the monk sprang 
forward and crouched at his feet, **is to Implore 
my sovereign to kill me ; for I am too base and dis- 
honoured to live." 

The cowl, the robe, were flung aside, and Cedria, 
in all the agony of youthful despair, drew hia 
jewelled sword from its sheath, and forcing it into 
the King's hand, wildly implored.him to wipe out 
his guilt in his blood. 

Edwy was quite confounded at the strange beha- 
viour of his beloved friend, but the pale anguish o£ 
his face, and the mournful look of his da^ eyes« 
plainly betrayed that rome fearful shock had well 
nigh prostrated his reason. Knowing his recent 
visit to«his father, the Saxon monarch connected! 
his extraordinary manner with something that must 
have transpired there, but not for one moment did 
he even dimly surmise the hideous truth. 

** Cedric, my true faithful Cedric," said the young 
King kindly,' as he vainly essayed to raise the 
kneeling knight ; " take back thy sword, for never 
was there a braver or more loyal heart than thine 
own ; and tell me calmly the reason of this agita- 
tion. Something has moved thee deeply to make 
thee give way thus. Speak to me, as thy best 
friend, and rely on mine aid. England's King," he 
added with a sad smile, "is not yet so powerless as 
to be unable to exert his influence in behalf of one 
of his own chosen knigSts." 

" Spare me, my King, my King," groaned Cedrie, 
covering his face with his hands, that those kind 
eyes might not see it stained with the red blush o£ 
shame, " I would I had never been born rather than 
have lived to this day ; the honour of our house is 
tarnished; its ancient banner trails in the dust, 
and never more will Cedric, the last of Ordmer'a 
line, be able to hold up his head in the light of day." 

"Speak, Cedric, speak," said Edwy authori- 
tatively, "as thy King I command thee to explain 
thyself ; whatever has occurred ?" and he paused 
ere he spoke the last words, " Mine affection for 
thee will stiU remain unchanged." 
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In broken accents, with bowed-down head, his 
frame quivering with emotion, the youth mur- 
mured, 

"My father. Earl Ordmer, is a traitor to his 
King and country ; the blood of his warlike line 
is polluted in his veins ; our house will die out ; 
our name become a bye-word for reproach and 
shame ; the rebel standard floats above our raven 
banner ; the proud bird will never again wing his 
upward flight ; never again be borne by stainless 
hands in the front of battle. 

Our halls — our ancient halls — are fllled with a 
traitor crew, thirsting for thy crown, thy blood ; 
they are drawn up in battle array to marcn against 
thy royal person ; thy brother Edgar the Atheling, 
is their leader, their future King ; and inciting, 
inflaming their wUd passions to madness is the 
Abbot of Glastonbury. The dark traitor Dunstan, 
secretly returned from banishment, is now my 
father's guest. I was asked, on my return, in 
mine own castle ; I, the heir of O^^mer, on whose 
fair fame the breath of suspicion hut never rested ; 
I was asked, and my brain reels to repeat the 
words ; I was asked by the Father who gave me 
being to cast off" my loyal allegiance, and turn my 
maiden sword against my King. I was told that 
I should never see my sire again if I refused to join 
that dark band of conspirators ; and my life was 
only saved through the prayers of my young sister 
Etheldreda. She rescued me also from the cap- 
tivity into which I was thrown, and I immediately 
hastened to warn thee of the foul plot against thy 
throne, and to lay down my sword at thy feet ; as 
the son of a traitor, whose life is forfeit to his 
outraged Sovereign, is no longer worthy to be one 
of thy belted knights. But oh, my King, my noble, 
my glorious mastej," and Cedric's hands were 
clasped in fervent supplication, * * believe me, that I 
was ignorant of the frightful tangled web of crime, 
woven by the false Earl, my father ; my heart, my 
TBword, are true to thee ; every throb of my heart is 
thine. I could have borne all, suffered all, for thy 
sake, but to feel that my nearest relative has dis- 
honoured me, and himself alike, is crushing me to 
the earth ; is worse than death. " 

With a wild frenzied movement the half -maddened 
youth tried to plunge his sword into his heart, 
exclaiming, * * Let me expiate the crime of my house 
in mine own blood. 

Quick as thought the Saxon King an-ested the 
rash hand, and laid his own jewelled fingers 
kindly, pityingly, on the young head. 

Varied feelings had filled his soul, proud even to 
death ; proud in the midst of crushing misfortunes ; 
humble only to his Maker, whilst Cedric poured 
into his ear the tale of treason and wrong. 

It did not overwhelm him ; his great mind rose 
superior to it ; but it gave an added pang to think 
that the hand armed against his life, his crown, 
was the hand of his only orother, the brother he had 



loved, and watched, and one day had hoped would 
prove his worthy successor. 

A pallor passed over his face, but his eyes flashed 
with the lion spirit of his noble line. 

** Poor boy," exclaimed his Sovereign, "look at 
me ; thy tale, sad and unexpected as it is, has not 
turned the heart of Edwy of England from thee ; 
no, it has bound him still closer. It is a sad trial to 
a true subject to find his own father a traitor to his 
king and country, but T only pity thee, my Cedric, 
that such a deadly blight has fallen on tlune early 
years ; and that, in girding on thy sword, to fight 
thy Sovereign's battles, thy weapon must encounter 
a father's. 

I thought my cup of affliction was full," said 
Edwy, * * yes, even to the brim ; but there are still 
bitterer drops to be drained ere my life's warfare is 
ended. If thou feelest so keenly Earl Ordmer's dis- 
loyalty, think what thy King suffers in learning 
that his brother, his only brother, is a traitor to 
both honour and affection. But my grief must be 
borne alone, wrestled with as a man and a Christian ; 
my kingly honour obliges me to take the field 
against mine enemies. I shall summon a Council 
to-morrow, and rally all my yet loyal subjects round 
the throne, which must be defended ; aye, even if 
English soil runs red with English blood. Rise, 
Cedric, truly the truest of my knightly band, who 
has defied the threats of a sire, dared the loss of 
wealth and position for his King, thou shalt be 
mine own shield bearer, and win thy spurs in the 
bloody conflict ; lift up thy brow young knight, no 
cloud rests on its surface ; redeem thy bravery, the 
honour of thy line, and the treason of the father 
shall be blotted out by his noble son." 

Passionately did Sir Cedric raise his Sovereign's 
hand to his lips, whilst, in a voice broken by 
emotion, he stammered, ''Yes, my too generous 
King, mine attachment to thee shall be signed in 
my heart's best blood ; I will live to defend thy 
royal person ; and should I be early summoned 
from this world, 1 know that Edwy of England will 
sometimes remember his most humble but devoted 
subject. " 

*' Remember thee," replied the monarch, **ayo 
that I shall, whilst life lasts, but I trust mdre pros- 
perous days will yet be thine when the dark cloud 
that is now looming in the sky shall have spent its 
fury, and armed with right, and the blessing of 
Grod, we prove victorious over the rebel forces. 
Now retire, my chosen knight and best loved friend, 
I would have time to think over the best and 
speediest way of meeting the present emergency 
ere I summon the nobles to Council." 

With a look of speechless gratitude the youth 
withdrew, whilst Edwy, leaning against the case* 
ment, reflected over his best mode of action. 

Not long was he destined to remain undisturbed, 
not long was he left to realise this last shock, to 
face it with manly courage, again the Page entered. 
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^th the intelligence that two persons demanded an 
audience. 

"Let them come to-morrow," answered the 
Monarch, who longed for a few moments rest, 
needful indeed for one so sorely pressed. "Go, 
Leolf , and tell them the King wUl see them two 
hours before mid-day to-morrow ; go," as the boy 
stood, half irresolute. * 

** My gracious King," he exclaimed, dropping on 
one knee, " I told the strangers thou wert engaged, 
but the taller one only said, * * Tell the King Govinda 
is here." That name awoke the memory of the 
ever present past ; struck a responsive chord ; Edwy 
arose, saying — 

** We will grant the audience, precede us." 

Passing through two antechambers they paused 
at an oaken door, the boy flung it open and stood 
reverently aside for the King to enter. 

The Monarch did so, and saw Govinda standing 
in the centre of the chamber, while crouched to the 
very ground, in a comer, was her companion, who 
seemed in an agony of fear or shame. The King 
advanced and took the young Priestess' hand. 
Govinda's face was flushed with a look of delight, 
her unfathomable eyes shone like stars, the hand 
Edwy held trembled with agitation, as the Priestess 
cried out in an excited tone — 

** Edwy of England, my quest has been successful. 
I have tracked tne remotest recesses of the forests, 
traversed miles and miles of country, and have 
found the traitor, the household spy, who, fostered 
at the Board of Kings has stung his Royal benefactor 
to the death. With mine own hand would I have 
slain him but I brought him to thCj King that he 
might wreak his utmost vengeance on the betrayer 
and destroyer of his murdered Queen. There," 
and she pointed with a gesture of sublime contempt 
to the bending form, "there is the dastard who 
pollutes the earth on which he crawls ; the Cambrian 
Minstrel, whom the generous King sheltered in his 
palace, was but a tool in the hands of his enemies 
to wound him in the tenderest point. Let a death 
of torture be his doom, for no torture can be too 
terrible for his hideous crime. The lost Queen shall 
be avenged, aye, fearfully avenged ! Govinda will 
aid thee in carrying this out ; the first link of the 
dark chain is in thy power, and the others soon shall 
be. Yes, bright Elgiva, thy pure blood shall not 
cry in vain for vengeance ! 

She ceased, and stood erect in her stormy wrath, 
her eyes glowing, and her white hand and rounded 
arm extended towards the wretched youth. 

Wild horror — grief — ^burning indignation — by 
turns, chased each other through the mind of Edwy, 
in spite of all his prayers, all nis struggles, for one 
mad^ moment, when he beheld the cause of the 
death of his idolised Queen, his soul burnt for his 
blood ', all the fiery passions of his race glowed in 
his counbenance ; and his look of hatred was so 
terrible that Grovinda's eyes sunk before it. It was 



but for a moment that human weakness triumphed, 
the next he felt that through Divine Grace he 
could forgive even this bittereut enemy. 

The Druidess advanced, and, tearing away the 
long shrouded cloak, revealed the face of the min- 
strel to his outraged King. 

Such a face ! a world of agony and fruitless re- 
morse shone in the dark eyes, which looked preter- 
naturally large from the pale strunken face ; dark 
circles surrounded those once bright orbs ; and the 
skeleton fingers were nervously clasped, while deep 
constant shuddejs shook the frame almost to anni- 
hilation. 

'* Speak," commanded the King, " and confess the 
diabolical motive which urged thee to commit such 
a crime against the Hoyal Mistress ; and explain 
how a mere boy like Myself could have led so long 
the life of a household spy; speak, and quickly, 
for my very soul shudders at the sight of thee." 

"Speak!" cried Govinda, in stem aceeuts ; 
" speak, traitor, e'er thy dark soul quits its gently 
frame. From the first," continued the heroic 
maiden, turning to the Saxon King, " I suspected 
that thy Queen was delivered up to the hands of 
her blood-thirsty foes — by one of thine household. 
When I found the minstrel had fled the palace, my 
suspicions became certain, and I traced his steps till 
I found him ; then I forced the confession of his 
guilt from his lips : — how, concealed behind the 
tapestry, he had overheard thy conversation with 
me and Sir Albert, and had immediately flown on 
the wings of hate to Odo, to tell him of the 
Queen's retreat. Now," concluded Govinda, "we 
can have no doubt of the Archbishop's guilt ; but 
first to deal with this wretch let him confess, ere 
the waning sands of life are run ; the motive which 
prompted his bloody deed." 

"Speak," continued the monarch, hoarsely f 
** speak, for I cannot loncer exist in thy presence,'* 
and he flashed one lightning glance, in which 
suprems contempt and anger were blended on the 
prostrate youth. That glance was electric. The 
boy sprang to his feet, and stood erect before the 
King and the Priestess. 

*■ I will speak," he exclaimed, in a voice which 
sounded like a death cry, "speak, though these 
words are the last my tongue ever utters. Edwy 
of England, whom I have betrayed, deceived, and 
wronged ; whose kindness I have repaid by treachery 
so heinous that the bright sun darkens at my pre- 
sence ; the groaning earth shudders as my loot 
presses its surface, think not I am what I have 
appeared, iherely a minstrel in thy royal walls ; but 
view me as a woman," and a flush dyed even the 
brow at the confession, "a lost, wretched woman, 
royally born as thyself, with kindred blood flowing 
through my veins for my grandfather ; the old man 
slain by one of thy knights was thine also." 

" Impossible, too horrible, "murmured Edwy, " I 
will not believe the tale ; it is but a pretence to 
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screen thy guilt, degraded being," and his eyes 
looked appealingly at Govinda, as if to ask her to 
spare him this ^ded bitterness. 

"It is false," repeated the Priestess; "no 
Briton would stoop to such treachery ; prove thy 
words." 

**Iwin, I will," said Boadicea, "prove them to 
the King and thee, and then make a full confession 
of my crime. See this ring," and she drew out one, 
suspended by a gold chain, from her neck. The 
Bruidess stepped forward and handed it to the 
King, who immediately recessed it as the facsimile 
of one his own mother had given him ; and also re- 
membered she had told him that every true bom 
descendant of his grandsire's Cambrian line had a 
similar one. He could doubt no longer that it was 
a near kinswoman who had brought such utter ruin 
and desolation to his hearth and home. 

** Her tale is true," whispered the monarch to'the 
Druid maidcii. **The ring is the same as the one 
my mother Queen Elgiva wore, and which she 
bequeathed to me as an heir-loom from my Cambrian 
ancestors." 

GoTinda took the ring ; druidical signs on it con- 
vinced her beyond all doubt that on this point the 
miserable girl spoke the truth. Shuddering, she 
cast the sparkling bauble to the ground. 

'* Continue thy story," she added, "we believe 
thine assertion, though it only makes thy guilt the 
blacker." 

*' Yes," cried Boadicea, " from the very cradle, I 
was trained in hatred to the Saxons, and wild devo- 
tion to mine own people. I was the sole child of 
my grandfather's only son, the one frail bud that 
survived the rest, and my parents, who both died 
ere I passed from infancy, bequeathed me to his 
care. He brought me up to obey his every wish ; 
as I grcAv older my grandsire unfolded to me the 
secret of his life. His only daughter, thy mother, 
mortally offended him by marrying a Saxon King, 
thy father. For years he nursed his revenge, till 
ultimately thy sire fell by his hand. But his blood 
was not enough ; and I was reared as an instrument 
to work out this scheme. Ever solitary, hearing 
but one wrong dwelt upon, I gradually became 
hardened to play out my guilty part. 

*'0h, my Cambrian grandfather." and the girl 
raised her eyes madly to Heaven, **^thy soul rests 
the sin of having blighted and wrecked my young 
life, and made me the degraded being I now am. I 
will hurry over the rest. When thou ascendedst the 
throne my grandsire resolved to place me in thy 
household as a spy, and knowing thine inherited 
love of music, I was to become one of the royal 
bards." 

Here Boadicea briefly narrated what the reader 
already knows : her meeting with the stranger and 
introduction by Dunstan to the palace, also her 
solemn oath to report everything truly and faith- 
fully to whoever showed her the fatal ruby cross. 



** I will not," said the girl in oonolusion, portray 
the agonising struggles I underwent within thy 
palace ; how often I begged my fierce grandsire to 
release me from mine awful vow, but in vain. Thou 
must remember, King Edwy, how he tried to take 
thy life, but was slain by one of thy knights. He 
had, however, solemnly pledged me to avenge his 
death, in case he should fall. That oath 'I have 
faithfully kept, for I told the cruel Odo of thy 
Queen's refuge, and was the cause of her bloody 
death. I have now told .ill," she shrieked, as she 
cast herself violently on the ground ; " now torture, 
kill me, so as to make me forget, for one moment, 
my miserable self." 

A dead silence succeeded the awful confession — a 
silence of horror ; even the Druidess felt paralized 
by such cold-blooded treachery. Soon she rallied, 
and said, with kindling eyes : — 

"We have heard enough. King Edwy. This 
wretch should not live another moment. First let 
me have her tortured, ere her black soul is sent to 
shriek through all eternity in the regions of the 
lost. Speak, and I will do thy bidding." 

Edwy raised his face ; he had covered it with his 
hands, for he could not contemplate the author of 
his ruin. Mortal anguish was on his brow ; the 
large eyes were filled with tears ; but a radiance, 
not of earth, dwelt on that young countenance — 
the suffering of time, gilded by a ray from Heaven. 

**Govinda, my true friend, I know thy generous 
heart ; I feel how it throbs to revenge mine 
injuries ; but it must not be. As a weak human 
being I would have every one of my Queen's des- 
troyers perish by a fate so terrible that the very 
earth should shudder ; but as a Christian, a believer 
in the Saviour, who died for thee and me, I dare 
not become mine own avenger. It was the last 
petition of mine Elgiva, that her enemies should 
not die ; her husband must keep her dying request. 
No, Govinda ; let that wretched girl go free ; have 
time for repentance, time for prayer, that her dark 
sin may be blotted out. I pardon her as I trust to 
receive mercy myself, when one day I crave it from 
the King of Kings. For my sake, my noble friend, 
for the memory of my Queen ; promise me never to 
seek this guilty being out. Let her escape man's 
chastisement ; leave her to the judgment of 
Heaven." 

**Thou canst not mean it," cried Govinda, in 
wild thrilling accents; **Edwy of England, thy 
many wrongs have turned thy brain; but I must 
execute justice myself, as I cannot let such a 
wretch cumber the ground. My religion teaches 
us to kill our enemies, and glory in their death 
pangs. No, no ; Govinda will be true to thee and 
herself ;" and she advanced, with a bright glow- 
colouring her whole face, to seiae Beadicea and 
hurry her to her doom. 

The King laid his white hand on her arm, with a 
firm though gentle . grasp, and his voice had an 
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accent of command in it, which even the imperious 
High Priestess could not resist. 

"Govinda," he said; **Thy religion and mine 
differ. Mine teaches us to forgive oar enemies, 
even though contrary to human nature. I trust, 
nay pray, my friend, that one day thy lofty soul 
will bow to the doctrines of the Cross ; thou wilt 
then know that I have acted in a strength not mine 
Let her depart from this chamber free and 



own. 

unmolested. The King commands it, and Govinda 

will not disobey." 

Disobey ! How could the forest maiden, through 
whose soul swept wild and mingled emotions — 
admiration and envy of the sublime calm of the 
young monarch, who seemed above the passions of 
humanity ; and for the first time a longiog seized 
her, to understand something of the mysteries of 
such a religion. 

" Thy words shall be obeyed," replied the Druidess, 
*' the girl shjdl live ; Govinda promises it, and her 
word is sacred j but Odo and his agents, surely 
King Edwy, they are not to remain unpunished. " 

** Their lives shall be spared," said Edwy, " but 
even my religion does not permit me to allow 
crime and bloodshed to pass without just retribu- 
tion ; but I cannot decide on that to-day, for I am 
weary, Govinda ;" and a look of suffering settled on 
the fair brow. 

Taking the monarch's hand, Govinda pressed her 
lovely lips upon it, and then turned to depart. 
First advancing to Boadicea, the Priestess said, 

"Thy life is safe, but thou must leave with 
me." 

**No, kill me ; kill me," groaned the miserable 
maiden, grovelling on the ground, " I will not live 
any longer ; King Ed^v7'3 unmerited goodness but 
makes my guilt the blacker ; I am not nt to breathe 
the same air he does;" with a wild shriek, like one 
pursued by the Furies, the wretched being darted 
from the cnamber, and fled down the corridors, with 
a blind desire to rush away from herself. 

**I will follow her," exclaimed Govinda, divining 
Edwy's unspoken wishes, ** and conduct her to the 
forest, where she will be safe." 

The Druid Priestess then left the room, but too 
late to overtake the unfortunate Boadicea, who was 
never seen again. 

Exhausted by intense excitement the Saxon 
monarch flung himself on a couch, and was merci- 
fully borne away by sleep into the joy region of 
dreams, forgetting alike the horror of the past, and 
the darkness of the coming future. 

Wulfstan of Winchester stole quietly into the 
chamber, and sat by the royal couch, watching that 
calm repose. 

When Edwy awoke, and found his old preceptor 
near him, he told him all the events of that memo- 
rable day ; the rebellion ' of his subjects, and the 
minstrers unparalleled treachery. Wulfstan 
i9httddered aa he listened to the tale. 



**Yea, my cood friend," remarked the King, 
taking his hand, towards the close of their confer- 
ence ; ''thou wert the first to congratulate me on 
assuming the Saxon crown, thou must be the first 
to congratulate me when I lay it down for a 
heavenly one, should it please God soon to call me 
to Himself. 

The bishop's eyes filled with tears of sympathy, 
but, save a pressure of the hand, he could make no 
reply. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

LOVE AND WAR. 

It was the month of October ; the Autum of the 
fatal year of the Royal Elgiva's decease. The town 
ef Winchester, the scene of so many changes, 
presented a very stirring and warlike aspect. A 
large number «f troops were encamped in the 
outskirts and quartered in small houses all over the 
town. For several mouths past war had raged in the 
Saxon land. The King had summoned his Witena- 

fenot together on the first announcement of the 
lebellion, by Cedrio, and the Parliament, though 
reduced in number by several defalcations, still 
presented a firm, compact body of true adherents to 
the Throne, who resolved, on the necessity of war, 
to defend the rights of their King. 

Accordingly it was proclaimed, and a herald 
despatched to summon the rebels to lay down their 
arms or to take the field. 

The summons came sooner than Dunstan expected, 
but the insurgents accepted the challenge. They 
had the advantage of being prepared, while the 
King's troops had not sufficient time to assemble in 
all their strength ; several skirmishes ensued, during 
which the fluctuations of war were, more or less, 
in favor of the disloyal faction. 

The King had not yet taken the field in person, 
his Parliament and friends had almost compelled 
him to remain inactive, and not risk his Royal 
person till the whole of the army and troops were 
assembled. 

At the latter end of the month of October, of 
which we are now writing, a goodly portion of the 
forces were collected in Winchester, ready to give 
decisive battle to the rebels, who lay encamped in 
a large plain, several leagues distant. 

In the hour of adversity the King had the 
opportunity of testing the true worth of ms subjects, 
and the test afforded him great satisfaction, for the 
ranks of the insurgents were principally filled by 
the lowest of the nobles and the most uneducated 
of the people, while the best and noblest in the land 
remained unshaken in their allegiance. 

The feelings of the people in the south of England, 
where the King had principally held sway, were all 
in his favor, and now a noble army lay gathered 
round his palace, every man of whom weuld gladly 
die in his behalf. The rebels, on their part, were 
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equally confident of saccess, and looked forward to few months to prey too deeply on thy spirits ; thy 
the comin2 struggle as giving the Crown to their life, Lady of Herewood, is too valuable to many 
leaderTEogar, and fulfilling their own ambitious sincere friends for them not to feel anxious on 
hopes. thine account." 

Ihe Court was much changed since the time the ** Thanks/* answered Ethel, " for thy kind 
lovely Elgiva ruled there ; the fair maidens and interest. Sir Albert ; my health is wonderfully re- 
noble matrons who graced it? halls were no longer established, but it will be long, if ever, eie my mind 
present ; but at this precise moment many laiues recovers the shock of the dreadful past. I cannot 
had collected within its precints, tiie wives, or other mingle now in scenes of gaiety, where my lost 
relatives ot those about to be engaged in the Queen shone once so brightly ; the contrast of the 
approaching strife. < present is so painful that I prefer the solitode of 

The nuptials of the beautiful Judith with the mine own chamber, but thou. Sir Albert, who so 
Earl of Rent were to be celebrated in two days time, nobly assisted in our fatal search for our lamented 
the very eve before the army marched. Sovereign, 1 shall always be happy to welcome as a 

The lover had pleaded so earnestly for the friend, even should my spirits unfit me for general 
satisfaction of calling Judith his own, ere the society.'* 

uncertain chances of battle might snatch her from '*Thy ' friend' is indeed a proud title," murmured 
him for ever, and the King had seconded his petition her hearer, a glow mantling his fine face; ''it 
so warmly, that the lady had been forced to yield , almost satisfies mine utmost hopes." 
her consent. I He paused, and the maiden, painfully em- 

Be iides, the terrible events that had so lately harassed, spoke in a gay, indifferent tone, 
happened had not been without due effect on the < "I intend soon to return to mine own Heiiot, of 
wayward girl, who had learnt to prize the happiness Herewood, and try if its peaceful shades will restore 
of having a true, devotod heart, in a world of change the health of mind and body. I but linger here to 
and storm. witness the marriage of the Lady Judith, which I 

The coy lips of the maiden, however, had never : trust will be a very happy one ; for the bride, in spite 
confessed tlus change to her adoring lover, who, ' of her wayward humours, possesses a warm lOTlng 
man like, prized his bride's love, in proportion to heart, which will shed a summer of joy on their 
the difficulty he had had in obtaining it. ' onward road, t shall tire thee by talHng so long 

''Is the Lady Ethel within," asked a young of myself," smiled Ethel, "or I was going to m^en- 
knight of a page, who stood at the door of the tion that Guthred, the faithful Ckur^ who served 
lady's bower chamber. me so truly, and was the only one who escaped with 

"I will enquire. Sir Albert," replied the youth, life from that fearful evening,'* and she shuddered 
and raising the tapestry he was about to enter, when with horror, " is to have a post in my household, 
the knight hastily added, " Tell the lady Sir Albert and in due course of time I intend to make him my 
desires a few minutes speech with her." ; steward, as a reward for his fidelity; but these 

The pase raised the arras and disappeared. I details are not interesting to thee," observing that 

In a short time he returned with permission for i the knight's thoughts had wandered from her words, 
the strange knight to enter. i though his gaze was rivetted on her countenance. 

With a beatine heart Sir Albert crossed the! "Pardon me, lady," he replied with a start, " but 
charmed threshold where beauty lingered. In the I must speak or my heart will burst. The coming 
long apartment, usually so crowded with ladies, sat battle forces the avowal of my devoted love from 
one solitary figure, a book lying open on her lap, my lips, which otherwise I might never have dared 
but her thoughts had wandered far &om the subject ' to reveal, Lady Ethel," and he fell at her feet. " I, 
0£ her study, and a shade of sorrow rested on her the unknown knight, whose shield bears no proud 
brow. The young knight advanced to her side, i quarterings, whose parentage is obscure and humble, 
and bending his nead low in courteous greeting, | dare to tell thee that I adore thee ; that all the 
raised her hand to his lips, exclaiming in slightly I ardent love of my nature flows forth to thee ; that 



trembling accents — 

" I hope I am not an intruder on thy solitude, 
Lvly Ethel." 

" Not an unwelcome one," she replied, raising 
her clear eyes to his face. "Pray be seated, Sir 
Albert, I daresay the Lady Etheling of Kent will 
soon return." 

'* Nay, ladv, I crave no other society than thine 
own," said the knight ; then observing her colour 
rise at the deep meaning of his tone, he hastily con- 
tinued, "I tnut thy health is improving, and that 



to win thy smile Albert the Stranger will achieve 
wealth, power, and honour by his trusty sword. I 
am poor in all lady, save mine affection, which is 
strong enough to strive to win thy heart ; or should 
that be a prize beyond my reach, Albert — Queen 
Elgiva's chosen knight, still vows to dedicate his 
heart and sword for ever to the service of the Lady 
of Herewood." 

He ceased, but his manly, honest words sank 
deep into the maiden's son*l. 

She felt a faintness stealing over her ; again love 



thou art not permitting the dark events of the last , was offered for her acceptance, but she dreaded to 
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extend her hand and seize the bright but dangerous 
gift As she hesitated she remembered her conver- 
sation with the Queen, and how that royal friend 
had expressed her hope that one day she should be 
the wife of the stranger knight. 

** Sir Albert," she faltered, but her voice was so 
low that her lover could barely catch the faint 
accents, ** I am honoured by thine affection, which 
I know is sincere, but I tremble, after the ending of 
my first troth plight, to again trust my happiness to 
love. I am not insensible to thy merits, Sir Knight, 
and shall ever follow thy course with joy ; but, for 
thine own sake, win and woo another maiden, and 
forget that Ethel of Herewood ever crossed thy 
path." 

** No, Lady Ethel," answered the stranger knight, 
'*I woo none other save thyself; let my sincere 
devotion chase away the sorrows of the past, which 
only bind thee closer to my heart. Nay, dearest, I 
will take no denial from those lovely lips ; thy 
words have convinced me that my suit is not quite 
hopeless, and I boldly claim thee for mine own." 

Gently his arm stole round her slender waist, and 
drawing her closely to him. Sir Albert pressed his 
lips upon her snowy brow. 

That kiss was the seal of a troth plight that 
Ethel felt in her heart of hearts was eternal. 
' Still, jealously encircling his promised bride, 
Albert seated himself beside her in the deep em- 
brasure of the lofty casement, while he fondly 
whispered, — 

**Mine own Ethel, let thy sweet words confirm 
the blissful fact of thine affection, which mine im- 
patient heart has perhaps too boldly seized ; and 
when, dearest," he entreated, wilt though give me 
the sacred charge to watch over thine happiness 
and linger ever by thy side ? " 

The dark glossy braids of th8 maiden's hair 
rested on his shoulder, as she gently whispered, — 

* • All the love I can now feel for mortal is thine, 
— ^thine till death ; but press me no further, I pray 
thee, for I cannot become thy bride until more than 
a year has past from the time of the Queen's death ; 
itis a respect T ought to pay to her memory, and I 
am sure thou lovest me too well to urge me against 
my feelings." 

**It is enough," replied Albert, sadly, drawing 
her closer and gazing into her partly averted face ; 
**I will drop mine own selfish wishes and wait 
patiently the termination of my long probation ; 
and should stern fate tear me from thee, e'er closer 
ties unite us, I will not repine, as I have been blest 
with the knowledge of thy love, my noble and 
beautiful Ethel." 

Here he was interrupted by the entrance of the 
stately Countess of Kent. Ethel had barely time 
to whisper in his ear, ** Do not speak of our engage- 
ment to anyone;" or the knight answer, **Tono 
one, dearest, save the king f when the dignified 
lady stood close to them. 



Sir Albert rose and raised her hand to his lips 
whilst he respectfully greeted her. 

** I will retire to mine own room for awhile. Lady 
BtheHng," said Ethel, ** as I feel somewhat weary," 
and a flush mounted to her very temples beneath 
the devoted glance of her lover. 

"Poor child!" remarked the Countess, as the 
maiden left the chamber, ** these troubles have told 
sadly on her, as well as on us all : and now we are 
on the eve of a dreadful battle, in which one knows 
not how many are destined to fall." 

"We must look, noble Countess," replied Albert, 
" to an Almighty Arm to preserve us in the coming 
strife ; and I know thy prayers, and those of the 
other fair ladies in the palace, will draw down a 
blessing on our arms. Pardon me, lady, for 
abruptly leaving thee, but I have an engagement at 
this hour ; so, with much respect, must beg to 
retire." 

With a profound obeisance, the tall form of the 
knight vanished behind the heavy folds of tapestry, 
which shielded the entrance door. 

Two days from the bethrothal of Albert and 
Ethel — on the eve of the march of the army — 
Judith was waiting in an apartment of the palace, 
the bridal wreath on her white brow, and her cheek 
rivalling her spotless attire. 

Her gentle mother and sister stood by Jher side, 
alternately chiding and encouraging the drooping 
maiden. 

Nor was it marvellous that a young bride, with 
scarcely a step between the altar and the battle- 
field, should be divided between timidity and the 
dread of losing — by the stern hand- of death — her 
ardent lover. Might not the cypress too soon re- 
place the bridal flowers ? 

A knock was heard,^ and a young form, clad in 
shining mail, — the form of the warrior bridegroom 
stood upon the threshold ; behind him was the pale 
and anxious Bishop of Winchester. 

The soldier, with the laurel crown in view, turned 
aside to gather the rose of love ere he grasped the 
gory wreath. 

Regardless of etiquette, the young earl had 
rushed from the very altar steps to fetch his 
reluctant bride. 

** Judith,'' he said, ** wherefore this delay; the 
King is waiting ; and my hours of love are num- 
bered. I cannot allow even thee to rob me of my 
golden moments," and impulsively drawing her to 
his heart, after a passionate embrace, he twined his 
arm roimd her and determinately led her away. 

At the door they met the Bishop, who said, 
*'Let me conduct my child." 

"Nay," answered the young man, "I cannot 
resign her, even to her father." 

"Be it so," said the Prelate, with a smile, as he 
took his own gentle partner on his arm, "it is as 
it should be, the true heart will ever claim its own, 
mine own dear wife," he whispered — in tones as 
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tender as in the early days of wooing, e*er time or 
sorrow had dimmed the chaplet of life — "pray 
Heaven Uiat their love may be like ours, surviving 
chance and change, or, if it admits of variation only 
to increase in intensity." 

The Bishop's wife only responded by a smile, and 
an expressive look from her soft eyes, which told 
how fully she appreciated her husband's sentiments. 

Judith was so agitated when she entered the 
Oratory that she could take in nohe of the details 
of the scene, had she been able to do so she would 
have been struck by the imposing and unusual effect. 
Only a verj'' small ciicl« were present to witness 
those hasty nuptials, but it contained some of the 
leading personages of the Realm. 

The King, clad in complete armour, was seated 
near the Altar surrounded by some of his principal 
nobles, also clothed in steel. 

The youthful knights were present, all wearing 
warlike attire, all wearing the chosen colors of 
some lady-love, all except Cedric, whose shining 
mail was decked by no scarf of woman's weaving. 
Sir Ulric, too, had discarded the colors of his liege 
lady, and now wore silken fetters woven by one of 
the house of Surrey. 

Two were absent from the chosen band, two who 
should have graced the scene, the Knights of the 
Green Scarf ; a fatal badge, which like a glittering 
serpent had lured them on to destruction. 

AH the decorations of the small Oratory were of 
a military character ; flags an4 warlike banners 
waved over the temporary Altar, proud emblems 
soon to be stained with the blood of the slain. The 
High Shrine, erected for the occasion, blazed with 
light and gems ; the King's Confessor stood behind 
the gilt Altar rails, assisted by some of his holy 
brethren. 

So, amidst all this regal p$mp and martial sheen 
Judith, of Winchester, plighted her maiden troth. 
The ceremony ended the Earl pressed his bride to 
his throbbing heart, and then led her proudly to 
the King, who, raising her hand to his lips kindly 
said, 

** The King of England is the first to congratulate 
the young Countess on her marriage with the noble 
Etheling of Kent, one of his valuS knights ; accept 
this token, fair lady, as an earnest of the interest 
thy Sovereign will ever take in thy future career ; " 
so saying he drew from one of his own fingers a 
magnificent ring, which he graciously placed on her 
Blender hand. 

So another of the shining maiden band who had 
floated round the bright planet, Elgiva, had entered 
into the bonds of wedlock j and the Saxon King 
looked on with all the agony of a dread memory 
-wliich too vividly painted his own bridals — ^looked 
on with a smiling lip but a dead and wasted heart. 

Judith received the warm embrace and blessing 
of her father and mother, and was then taken by 
lier husband to the Lady Etheling of Kent, who 



cordially welcomed the new daughter into her family, 
and promised her an equal share in her heart with 
her own children. 

* * My bright one," whispered the enraptured Earl, 
as he led Judith to a low couch at the further end 
of the adjoining apartment — whither the guests had 
retired — ** this blissful moment far outweighs all my 
previous suffering ; ah, my coy Judith, so hard to 
win, securely mine at last ; it is now my turn to b© 
revenged for all thy previous coldness, but like a 
true knight when I am strong I will be 
merciful, and only punish thee by t^ching thee to 
love me," and his bright eyes flashed volumes of 
affection as they gazed mto the downcast face of his 
young bride. 

** Take care," answered Judith, with a lingering 
of the old coquetry, ** that I do not revenge thee 
for having taken me captive against my will," and 
she looked up with her defiant smUe ; * ' thou mayst 
have got moT-e than thy match, Adalbert of Kent." 

The bridegroom only answered by a playful 
glance. 

Sir Albert's eyes followed the graceful form of 
Ethel, who calmly observed the marked devotion of 
Ulric to Lady Ada of Surrey. When the Lady of 
Herewood retired, before the banquet, two knights 
mourned her departure ; one her betrothed, the 
other — Kagnar, the proud Dane, though the maideu 
guessed not the secret of his life. 

Joyous and bright was the bridal banquet, though 
many felt it might be their last feast on earth, and 
some marvelled if the fair-haired King of the Saxons, 
would ever resume his seat on the throne of his 
ancestors. 

Pacing up and down the broad terrace, under the 
Castle windows, walked Cedric, the light of the 
crescent moon falling silver bright on his noble 
brow, which shone with the lustre of high thoughts ; 
his heart was swelling beneath his martial mail to 
avenge his Sovereign's wrongs, and his own out- 
raged honour ; his soul burnt with fierce ardour for 
the coming fray. 

A light step sounded near him ; a fairy hand was 
laid on his arm ; and Eudora, in a rich golden hued 
robe, her dark hair flowing in curls below her waist, 
bound with flashing gems round the small head; her 
eyes and cheeks glowing with intense brightness 
beneath her warm feelings, stood beside him. 

" Sir Cedric," she said, "thou art doubtless sur- 
prised to see me intrude on thy solitary musings ; 
but I have never been fettered by the severe 
restraints which bind maidens of mine age and 
station ; my southern nature and impatient heart 
alike force me to obey their will, ana I could not 
allow thee to risk thy life on the blood-red field of 
fight, without bidding thee farewell, and asking 
thee to wear this scarf in remembrance of me," and 
she handed to the surprised knight a silken fabric 
of crimson, interwoven with threads of gold, " in 
place of the one I presented to thee on the eve 
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t)f ihy knighthood, and which t^ioR -haat -not 
honoured me by appearing in to-day,", aud an 
-enchantingf sinile parted her ruby lipa. 

*' Lady Eudora, replieil Cedric, a thrill of admi- 
ration shooting through his heart; as he gazed at her 
brilliant loveliness, **Idare not accept thy vahied 
gift, not because I do not appreciate thy generous 
kindness, but I am now unworthy to wear the 
colours of any noble maiden. Our house has fallen, 
its star of hope set for ever. Never again will 
Cedric, the outcast son of a rebel father, take his 
place amongi^t the nobles of the land. My sword is 
drawn for the defence of my King aud country, but 
it is solely drawn as the sword of a nameless kuieht, 
who fights for glory alone. Therefore, fair maiden, 
I pray thee give tlus scarf to some proud £arl whose 
honour is stainless, and take with thee the undying 
gratitude of Cedric, aui the thought that thy 
bright image shall never fade from his grateful 
memory whilst life lasts. " 

Eudora's young heart beat wildly as sh« listened 
to those few kind words. Her love for the knight, 
if possible, increased. With a rapid movement she 
cast her scarf over his breast, and firmly secured it 
with her snowy fingers, ere he €ould breathe a word 
of remonstrance. 

**Yes, Sir Cedric," she exclaimed, "thou hast 
refused to wear Eudora*s colours, aud she now girts 
thee with them peiiorce, and declares that thou, 
and thou alone, shall be her chosen knight. Thou 
canst not imagine that the fearful blow that has 
fallen on thy noble heart can win ought for thee 
but pity and sorrow. Ko, no. Sir Cedric, there is 
enough of cruelty and injustice going on around us ; 
but the world is not yet base enough to condemn a 
pure and guiltless son for the crimes of a recreant 
father. And for myself," she added, vividly blu.«<h- 
iiig beneath the searching gase of her listener, "no 
one, not even thy fair sister Etheldreda, can feel a 
deeper interest in thine onward career, or pray more 
fervently that the day may soon dawn, when the 
House of Ordmer shall again take its proud stand in 
thine own person — the truest and most loyal of thy 
warlike line." 

After a short pause, during which the maiden 
trembled from agitation, and for fear she might 
have betrayed too deep an interest in Cedric, the 
knight replied : — 

"Fair Lady Eudora, I gratefully accept thy 
scarf ; and whilst I live it shall be bound above my 
heart— its proudest token. Thy beauty and genero- 
sity are indeed rare ; and it is unapea^bly charm- 
ing to me to hear such lovely lips striving to 
reconcile me to my fate. Should I survive this 
battle, which my prophetic heart tells me is -des- 
tined to be my honourable grave, I shall willingly 
dedicate my sword and heart to thy fair service. 
Parewell, sweet Lady Eudora," and, emboldened by 
the tears streaming down her face, Lord Cedric 
gently twined his arm round her fairy-like form 



^l^ 4fa wing hot to hi s h ea rt , pri nt>g>d-4t> kiss- on 4iet - 
white brow, as he fervently (jaculated, "Heavea 
and all good Angola bWss -and keep thee." 

Totally unuervotl at the prospect of parting from 
the young knight, perhaps for ever, the proud 
maiden clung to his maaly br?a=it as she sobl^ed 
convulsively : rocovv ring herself, she disengaged 
herself from his embrace, and stammered forth,-- 

' * Heaven protect thee. Sir Cedric ; and promise 
for thu sake of those who love thee to be careful of 
thy life." 

"Would it then grieve thee, lady," questioned 
the young knight, taking her unresiatin^ hand in 
his, " should I fall in the coming battle ?"^ 

"Grieve me!" she answered, and her dark eyes 
looked reproachfully into his, but her lips quivered 
too much to add more. 

" Eudora, Eudora !" exclaimed Cedric, his manly ^ 
nature roused by the sight of her beauty atid " 
sorrow, and he would at that moment have poured 
out his whole heart in words of love, winch must 
have bound them one for ever ; but footsteps were 
heard, approachiiig and, like a startled fawn, 
Euddra tore herself away and fled in an opposite 
direction, leaving the young knight standing spell- 
bound. So like was the late scene to a dream that, 
but for the crimson .scarf bound over his shining 
armour, Cedric would* have doubted the evidence of 
his senses. Had his heart then awoke — at last— to 
the charmed spell of love and beauty ? Had King 
Edwy'a truest knight been taken captive by the 
brilliant Eudora ? 

CHAPTER XXXIl. 

THE EVE OF BATTLE. 

The early dawn of an October morning broke 
pale and cold in the Eastern sky. Its rising beams 
were greeted by braying of trumpets and the 
clarion^ silver ring, calling brave men to arms— to 
march. The soldiers in the white tents outside the 
town heard the summons aud sprang from their rude 
couches. They snatched down the lance, the battle 
axe, the tough Saxon bow, 'and bound these 
respective weapons to their stout forms. 

A short prayer to the Holy Saints was breathed 
by the more devout, a muttered oath of execration 
and death to the rebels broke from the lips of others ; 
then came the brief confession — a hurried meal — the 
fallifig into file and rank — the inspection by their 
officers — and in a very short time the lloyal army 
stood, man to man, equipped and waiting for the 
King's approach. 

Not long was their Monarch coming. 

The matin call had echoed through the Royal 
chambers and woke as responsive a return as in the 
camp. 

The warlike nobles started from their biiel 
slumbers and .preijarcd to leave home and life for 
their King. 
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Bapidly they donned their armour, assisted by 
their pages and squires. The sound of many foot- 
steps was heard in the lone corridors, doors opening 
and shutting, the tramp of heavy mailed feet, the 
caU of mmatient voices, with the neighing and 
prancing of chargers, led into the court-yard to bear 
their nders on the field to glory. 

Aye, there were martial sounds ringing in 
Winchesters palace that -Autumn morning of the 
Poet Kmg*s r^. * 

Martial sou^, sending the young blood swiftly 
through warrior frames, kindling the eye and 
■welling the heart with dreams of glory. Martial 
sounds of earth, and earth's victory, but with the 
mmor note of sadness running through all ; there 
were bright hopes darkening to despair that day 
dawn : joy dreams broken by the battle call ; 
partmgs, sundering heart and soul in twain ; yet 
not one among the warlike Saxons permitted these 
deeper feelings to damp their ardent valour. Not 
one among them who would have exchanged the 
post of honor and danger for the post of love and 
•ase. Ulrio of Freeningham, whose heart had so 
coldly cast aside his childhood's troth-plight never 
^verai in his loyalty to the King. On the news 
of :Udy Algitha's connivance in her father's 
disaffection his ardent admiration for that lady 
chanced to the deepest contempt, and had the proud 
daughter of Ordmer been dowered with a kingdom 
and offered for his bride he would have rejected her 
hand with scorn. 

riF^ ^o*^® did the clarion note ring out so doom- 
like as to the young bridegroom, summoned from the 
arms of love to the red field of fight. 

Yet as the Kentish chieftain donned his armour 
for the march his warlike attendants could trace no 
regretful shadow on the bright countenance of the 
kuMfht, glowing with manly ardour. 

When the shining mail was fitted on the stately 
form— leaving hifirlance, shield, and battle axe in 
his squire's hands— the Etheling strode away to the 
shrine of his deepest happiness, where he thoueht 
to take a gentle parting kiss from his slumbering 
bnde. 

The grey fight shone cold and pale into the bower 
of love, cold and pale as the parting which had 
suddenly invaded its brief world of bliss. But 
though It lit up every object with distinctness, it 
revealed not the one loved form. Hastily moving 
on, the knight sought another chamber, the bower 
room of his young Countess. There he discovered 
the object of his search, pale and tearful, standing 
by the casement. 

"My bride-wife, my darling," he murmured, in 
tones deep and tender, with the soul's emotion, 
drawing the lovely Judith to his heart ; " I thought 
to have found thee sleeping peacefully, and dreamed 
of thee as waking when tne kiss of love had faded 
from thy cheek in the broad light of day, with the 
noise and stir of the army died away, and the pain 



of my parting sorrow spared thee. But it is better 
thus,'' ne added, pressing his lips to her bright 
brown curls, shining so fair in their disheveUed 
luxuriance; ''better to have discovered that my 
proud Judith is not too indifferent to her dreaded 
lord, to arise to bid him farowell." 

The arms of the young bride were thrown lovingly 
around her husband, her bosom rose and fell against 
his steel corslet, with the tide of irrepressible emo- 
tion. Thst moment revealed the carefully guarded 
love for Adalbert. In happier, calmer times, the 
coquettish girl might have still hid her feelings 
beneath the veil of indifference, which had mantled 
her maiden love so long, and tantalised her devoted 
bridegroom for months to come. But in the dread 
prospect of possible death, every flimsy barrier was 
swept aside, and the woman's nature shone forth 
triumphant over pride and shallow pretence. 

"Must thou leave me," she faltered; ''Oh 
Adalbert, are we to be parted thus ?" 

"I must leave thee,^ replied the earl, pressing 
passionate and repeated kisses on the head that 
drooped upon his bosom ; " I must leave thee my 
hardly-won treasure, scaroely yet mine own, to 
follow my king, and serve my country. I were no 
true knight, dearest^ or worthy of thy bright 
beauty, held I not the claims of honour higher than 
the silken bands of love. Hark !" he exclaimed, 
glancing quickly round, as the sound of a toscin 
summoning to the hasty morning meal, rang through 
the palace ; "Judith, my fairest, we must paurt. 
Let me take my last look of thy lovely face here ; 
the sight of it would unman me 'mid the warlike 
throng, and tiiine Adalbert must bear himself as a 
soldier. Farewell, farewell !" he continued, wildly 
pressing the fair form to his beating heart ; " Good 
Angels guard thee ; Heaven restore us to each 
other. Should I fall, my Judith, think of me as 
one loving thee to the last ; dying happy in the 
thought that thy heart was mine." 

The lips of the beautiful bride, trembling too 
much for words, were pressed fondly to her hus- 
band's. In that kiss, fuller, deeper than mortal 
utterance, love's sweeter language sealed the blissful 
fact — he was beloved. Close and fond was the last 
embrace, sacred the tear falling from the warrior's 
eye on the pale face of her he loved ; as kneeling to 
invoke a peculiar spell in the battle, he bade his 
bride bind over his armour the scarf of her own 
colours, she had once so coquettishly withheld. 

Another passionate embrace, the Etheling tore 
himself away, and rushing down a deserted corridor, 
sought a few moment's solitude, to calm his 
agitated feelings, ere he mingled with the nobles 
below. 

• • • • • A 

The King stood in his chamber, gazing through 
the casement ; clad in shining annour, with a 
white plume waving from his golden helm ; a colliff 
of gem« glittering round his neck, and a white 
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Bcarf bound around his polished corslet. He had 
dismissed his attendants for a few minutes refieo- 
tion before joining his subjects. 

The yisor of the youthful monarch was raised, 
his blue eyes shone with vivid lustre, the soul of 
his Saxon ancestors kindled at the sound of the 
war trumpet. The jewelled sword, won in foreign 
lands, seemed to tremble witb a longing to spring 
from its sheath beneath the impatient strides of the 
warrior. But the glow of these martial feelings 
was tempered by the sad reflections, natural to a 
Christian spirit, of the painful nature of the feud 
carried on m his dominions ; involving not only the 
costly sacrifice of human life, but the sundering of 
the closest ties of' blood. To this was added the 
memory of one ever present in the King's thoughts, 
one whose place should have been by her lord's side, 
aiding in his arming for the fray, encircling his 
mail with the snowy arms of beauty, hallowing his 
breastplate with tears of love — ^tears which would 
not weaken, only redouble the warrior's strength. 

Her snowy colours rested on his armour, the 
love token of long ago ; colours he had worn when 
proclaiming her maiden charms at the lance's point 
in many a foreign land. Her image rested still 
more faithfully in his heart, in all the beauty of 
unchanging love. 

''But a brief time has passed," murmured the 
King, gazing from the palace window, ** since these 
walls resounded to the acclamations of an adoring 
people, hailing me as their King ; and now the 
sound of battle is heard within them. The popular 
tide has parted : one hsdf of my people, for whom I 
Would have lived and died, are in arms to take my 
crown — my life. Oh ! yet bitterer pang, the play- 
mate of my childhood — my mother's ison — leads 
them on, and makes the guerdon of his maiden 
sword a brother's throne. Methinks the Crown of 
England is one of thorns so thickly set, that the 
blood-drops of this weary, achiug brow, have 
tarnished the lustre of the gems for ever. Were 
time marked by suffering, and not years, centuries 
would have rolled over this devoted head since the 
diadem was first bound upon it. Oh ! who among 
the ambitious, crafty herd, thirsting for my life, 
would take the crown, did they take with it Ed wy 
of England's cross ? Why strive to retain them ; 
why not lay down both before my foes ? No, no," 
he added, shaking away the weakening thoughts, 
** away with these gloomy shadows ; am I not the 
Lord's anointed ? His hand has not withdrawn the 
sceptre, or arrested the pulse of life. To Him only — 
not to rebel hands— will I resign thctse sacred gifts. 
Be it mine to show false England that the 8axon 
monarch can protect his rights, and unsheath the 
sword of justice. To the Buler of battles I commit 
the issue of the coming strife." 
A knock was heard. The Kinc's page entered. 
*' A young warrior craves speech wit£ my lord the 
King; heoomesfromGovinda." 



The name was now well known in the palace as a 
sure pass-word for admittance to the Sovereign. 

** Ha I" cried Edwy with a start, "bid him enter, 
and let the nobles assemble in the banquet hall ; we 
will be with them anon." 

The page disappeared, and shortly admitted a 

young km^ht, clai in black armour of the period, 

with a black plume waving from his closed helmet. 

** Who art thou ?" demanded the King. ** Speak, 

for our time is brief." 

** I am Baoul, a British knight, sent by Oovinda 
to fight under the banner of ^wy of England. I 
pray thee, noble Kins, to permit me to join thy 
troops ; to fight near Say side," and the youth bent 
the knee. ''Perchance, this missive," and he drcv 
a scroll from his bosom, and extended it to the King, 
"may plead my cause, better than the lips of one 
unknown to the noble King." 

Edwy took the scroll, and, unrolling the fine 
papyras wood of which it was composed, read th« 
loUowing words, apparently traced in blood ; — 

"Edwy, if thou believest in the devotions of 
Govinda to thy cause, accept the services of the 
knight who beareth this ; give him a place near thy 
person ; trust him as a guide — a staunch friend ; 
and doing so, thou wilt confer a favour on 
Grovinda." 

The truth of the High Priestess had been ratified 
by the blood of Elgiva, she had served so faithfully, 
and Edwy never dreamed of doubting the authen- 
ticity of the document ; the many fearful warnings 
of treachery, piercing his very heart's core, had not 
destroyed the divine faith in human nature ; the 
bright heritage of youth though often prematurely 
foneited. That royal being might die oeneath the 
crushing weight of sufieriug, Uke a noble Arab 
exerting his matchless powers, to the last ; but 
never, never, would he petrify into the cold, sus- 
picious misantrophe, shrinkiu^ to take the lightest 
burden of another's care, weiring meagrely every 
trivial deed of kindness ; fearful to give or take — 
the hand of trust. 

Not one glowing heart throb ^ not one generous 
human feeling had lost its force or warmth. Trials 
had swept over him, uprooting his dearest hopes ; 
but they had left the heart-sou moist and fertile. 

The proud rock had been smitten, but the stroke 
of the rod had given forth purer, sweeter waters for 
mankind. 

The removal of the human idol, pure and lovely 
as that idol was, had gently lured the bereaved 
spirit to fix its fullest affection in the infinite 
fountain of All Love. 

Fearlessly, therefore, and kindly, »M though he 
had never been deceived, Edwy granted the youth's 
petition, and bade Raoul follow him to the hall. 
The nobles and knights were all assembled eagerly 
waiting their King's arrival ; a hum of greeting rose 
from lip to lip when Edwy entered, followed hv his 
squires and pages. Af t«r graoiously acknowlfoging 
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the salutations of his Courb and pressing the hands 
df those near him, the King took his scat at the 
board, wh^e a hasty meal was despatched prior to 
taking the saddle. 

Many curious eyes turned upon the unknown 
knight, who stood near the King, and declined to 
break his fask 

Partly in answer to these wondering looks at the 
close of the repast E'Uvy rose. 

•* My faithful nobles and knights, we have brief 
time for parley, but thy King would fain tell thee 
how deeply his heart appreciates your loyal zeal ; 
standing true to the Throne in the hour of need, 
and sacrificing — ^for the cause of honor — the ties of 
kindred and affection. To your valiant arms, 
blessed by the aid of heaven, I fearlessly commit 
the fate of England, knowing well that true, brave 
hearts, are stronger than a host of traitors. This 
knight — and he glanced at the stranger — ^has joined 
our ranks this morning. He is a friend of one who 
served your late Queen, this fact has won him a post 
near our person, and is the best introduction and 
claim we can give for your kind attention to ^r 
Raoul" 

Loud cheers rang through the hall, and when they 
ceased the Chancellor of England, the Earl of Dorset, 
in a few words, expressed the unanimous hop3 of 
every heart that the battle would be successful, and 
the determination of each and all to perish ere, the 
rebel sword approached their liege lord. 

Then came the hurried leave-taking. Stately 
matrons and high-born damsele flocking to the hall 
to bid their relatives adieu ; two only absent from 
the sorrowful band, the young Countess of Kent and 
Ethel, who shrunk from th« pain of a public 
parting. 

Of all the armed knights none were so desolate, 
so divested of every tender tie, and farewell benison, 
as the young crowned chieftain. His mother 
immured in a living tomb ; his wife lying cold in 
the silent vault ; solitary — and unwept for, Edwy 
ef England sprang to horse ! 

It was a goodly procession that emerged from the 
palace courtyard to join the camp^ 

The King, mounted on a superb white charger, 
trapped- with gold, rode between the Chancellor, and 
Hialmar of Surrey, whose brief dereliction in 
signing the fatal ** mandate" had been deeply 
regretted and well atoned for by his ceaseless efforts 
in arming troops in the present crisis. Conspicuous 
among the long array of warlike forms were the 
chosen knights, now reduced to nine in number. 
Those who rode nearest to the King were two clad 
in plain armour. Sir Raoul and the banished Oedric. 

As Albert left the gates he turned back for a last 
look at the palace. A flush suffused his face, and 
he bowed to his saddle bow, till the plumes of his 
helm mingled with his palfrey's inane, "for at an 
«pper casement^ hi» keen eye» detected the face of , 
lii^^y £<thel, and a wave of her snowy kerchief sent 



parting benediction to her lover through the still 



mornmg air. 



Many a hearty cheer and fervent I *!• .sing followed 
the Royal party as at a hand gallop they pressed oil 
t') the camp. 

The Kings' troops were drawn up in a compiefc 
shining body, each company under their respective 
commander. The bow-inen presented a strong 
formidable force, and the sun shone brightly on. 
the huge battle axes, and long lances of the infantry. 

The young King inspectel the lines amid en- 
thusiastic cheering and in a few spirit stirring words 
that rang like a silver clarion tkrough each heart, 
addressed his soldiers. 

Truly he looked a king n»en could die for. 

The morning light shining on his bright, beautiful 
countenanco ; his. blue eyes flashing with noble 
ardour — the stat<jly figure revealed in all its martial 
strength, tho thririling voice carrying all hearts, 
captive. 

;No wonder, tho very sky seemed shaken, with 
those wild cries, *' long liv* King Edwy" — ^the " star 
of the Saxons 1 I>own with the liebels ! death to 
the Traitors \ 

Who could doubt of Victory in the face of that 
army, every man inspired with intense loyalty, 
fired by the natural fierceness of the Goth, and 
bound together by one generous hope of vengeance. 

Suroly, the dark blot of treason was effaced fron^ 
England's record, by the fealty of these her gallant, 
sons. 

Towards the close of a long tedious march, the- 
Royal army entered a valley snrronnded by hills, 
some wooded, others bare and rocky ; this valley 
opened out into a large plain, enclosed on nearly 
all sides, by sloping hrlln : on the incline, of one of 
which, the Rebel troops were encamped !■ 

Sir Raoul had proved his efficiency as a guide, by- 
conducting the army, a shorter route to. the plain 
of Arlan, where the- insivgents were stationed by 
way of this valley, and defile : which would be im- 
portant for covering a retreat. 

On entering the valley, the army halted, and an 
advanced party under the conmiand of Cedric, and 
and led by Sir Raoul, were sent forward to re- 
cognitre. On emerging from the shadows of the 
defile, the scouts', saw by the evening light the 
glimmer of white tents and the distant blaze of' 
watch fires on the hills of the plain, apparently 
about two miles from their reach. Hastily re- 
turning they bore the news of the enemy's positioo. 
to the King, and the prospect of battle on the 
morrow gave new life to the wearied army. The 
word to encamp was given, the tents speedily 
covered the valley ; watch fires were kindl^ ; the 
watch told off, and the valiant men, after a hearty 
meal, throwing aside their heavy weapons, but 
still retaining their armour, flung themselves on rude 
couches of rough cloaks, and skins, and snatched a ra- 
freshin^ sleep to brace them for the morrow's sV'ife^ 
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Tile moon rose high and clear that night. The 
k)vely light falling on the quiet valley, the white 
tents, aod the dark hills, presented a beautiful 
picture, which might tempt the lover of Nature for 
a quiet stroll. Perchancj, with, a view to gratify 
this feeling for the picturesque, Sir Eaoul stole 
fortli:, and passing the watch fires unmolested, as- 
cended one of the hills, and looked long anc^ searoh- 
ingly round the moonlit country. 

Naught arrested his att^tio.n in the direction, of 
the evening ; the white fafxit: liiaiss la^*. .{(.till and 
silent. No sou»nd came to the acutis''€a4* dt: the. 
British chieftain. But hark ! something doea arousre: 
his interest. Or rather some night fancy, born of 
that lone watching startles, his nerves ; for surely 
BO sound is heard in that serene stillness. No, the 
keen ear is not deceived. Bending low to the grass. 
Sir Raoul pauses a few minutes ; then satisfied that 
the first impression was correct, cautiously rises 
and follows in the direction whence the faint sound 
approaches, which to him. appears like a distant 
horse's hoef« 

On and away speeds Sir Eaoul. Never did 
watchman guard so faithfully a sleeping host as 
the stranger Briton. With a swift foot he descends 
to the valley, then asc^iding its opposite side, 
gains the summit, and in a turn of the small wind- 
ing path below, sees a small party of horsemen, 
advancing at a slow pace as those who are unac- 
quainted with the way, or intend to steal an 
ambush. Should he retum and warn the army ? — 
was Kaoul's first thought. Beason soon rejected 
the idea. The party were too small to be dangerous. 
They were, perchance, merely harmless travellers, 
overtaken by night among strange roads ; it would 
be giving needless alarm to inform the King. 

Sir Baoul determined to wait and find out the 
horsemen's errand. He was brave enough to face 
double their number, in the cause of Edwy of 
England. Hiding himself in a neighbouring 
-yiicket, he lay concealed till the party drew nigh. 

The riders, four in number, came slowly on, ever 
and anon glancing hestitatingly along. They were 
mui&ed in long black cloaks, and wore drooping 
hats and plumes, entirely shading their faces. Yet 
something in the attitude of two convinced Raoul 
that they were women in disguise. As the foremost 
rider reached the bushes, Raoul sprang forw.ird, 
sword in hand, and in a clear ringing voice, de- 
manded who the strangers, were, and what, was 
their business. 

The unexpected apparation of an armed warrior, 
with a gleaming sword, standing in the pathway, 
breaking the lone stillness of the mountain pass, 
struck ten-or into the little party. A stifled cry, 
clearly betraying the weaker sex, broke forth from 
one of the horsemen, whose palfrey reared and 
plunged wildly. 

After a moment's delay, a slight figure pressed 
to. the tront, and in a clear sweet voice, replied : — 



" Soliiier, we are ladies, travelling to join some^ 
friends and have unfort'.inafcely lost our way atnong 
these hills. We pray thee kindly to permit us to 
pas» unniulested, for we come on no warlike intents 
or purpo33S." 

** Lady," said Sir Raoul ;. "if thou wilt tell me 
thy destination, I may perhaps serve thee, in finding 
the right track, for these paths are familiar to me." 

"Before trusting thee with our confidence," an- 
swered the speaker; "we must first inquire thy 
name and party. In these troublous times it be- 
hoves all to be cautious. Art thou a friend or foe 
:^b. Kjiig Edwy of England ?" 

" A'tfjiend,. fair lady — one of his knights — Sir 
Ra)ul." 

" Then we are indeed fortunate in meeting thee," 
eagerly exclaimed the lady ; " Sir Raoul we desire 
to join the King's army." 

**Lady," replied the knight gravely, "the 
King's commands are very strict. They permit 
none to enter or leave, the camp without their 
names and errands being duly declared and testified. 
I cannot lead thee to the army until thou hast dis- 
closed both." 

The lady whispered to her companion, and appa- 
rently gaining an assent, continued — 

"Thou art very arbitrary. Sir Knight, but we 
must yield per force of necessity. We are the 
sister and the wife of the Etheling of Kent," and 
she indicated the lady whose psdfrey she had 
reared 

**-We comjB to be near our dear relatives in the 
fight ; to succour them, if wounded in the battle. 
L£ dying, to receive their last sigh. It is a post and 
privilege the Saxon ladies may surely claim." 

"But, at the same time," added her hitherto 
silent companion, in a low trembling tone, "we 
desire not to.enter the camp. Merely to ascertain its 
position, that we may follow its movements, and 
watch the fight from afar. Sir Knight, favour us 
by leading us to some sheltered retreat near the 
army, where we may rest for the night, and we will, 
indeed, bless thee in our prayers." 

Raoul listened with deep attention. The romantic 
nature of the incident, and the devotion of the high 
bom ladies he fully appreciated and admired. But 
mingling with iu was wonder as to what motive 
induced the fair sister to venture forth and gaze 
upon a scene of carnage so trying to a delicate and 
fastidious dweller amid courtly luxuries. 

The newly- wedded wife might, in her wild devo- 
tion to her bridegroom, risk all to be near him, but 
surely a calmer affection never could have dared 
80 much. 

Such speculations seemed out of place in the 
heart of a stranger like Baoul, but they nevertheless 
entered there. 

The ' Knight of the black plume was a close 
observer of every incident and phase in human 
nature ; as deeply read in the book of mankind, aa 



IM 



E1>WT AND ELOIVA. 



In forest lore and nature's masteries. In the Saxon 
camp he had already made himself as much at home 
and as well ac(|aainted with its varied members as 
the most familiarised denizen. In this keen, intel- 
lectual scrutiny, and power of thought, lay the 
wondrous influence of Sir Raoul. 

"Noble ladies," he answered with a graceful 
reverence, ** I deem it advisable that ye should 
enter the camp. There is no other convenient 
shelter for such tenderly nurtured beings, unused 
to the rough midnight blasts. 

"Nay," he add^, with alight laugh, "having 
heard your names, I should feel quite accountable 
to tiie Earl of Kent did I allow two so dear to him 
to remain concealed in his vicinity. We are only 
recent acquaintances, and of alien people ; but in 
knightly brotherhood I am bound to mention your 
arrival to the Etheling, and conduct you to the 
King." 

The court beauties would have preferred bivouack- 
ing beneath some overhanging rock, or under shelter 
of a spreading tree, and o^y appearing before those 
they loved, when the close of battle gave them the 
privilege of woman's gentle ministry, and Judith's 
whole nature thrilled with pride and shame at the 
idea of her love, so long concealed, being thus pub- 
licly revealed to the whole camp. But they were 
caught in a net from which there was no escape, 
and Eudora, making a virtue of necessity, surren- 
dered to her fate with laughing effrontery. 

"Sir Knight," she said, touching her mettled 
steed, and then reining in the animal till it bounded 
and curvetted with impatient spirit, " Thou art 
altogether too brusque and absolute to win ladies' 
smiles, and plainly betray that the camp, and not 
the Court, has been thy school in manners. Never- 
theless we accept thine offer, and bid thee quickly 
lead us to the King'" 

Kaoul smiled, and without further parley rapidly 
moved down the steep descent towards the camp, 
more than once turning to admire the skUl and 
grace with which Eudora managed her spirited 
charger, making it bound from side to side, regard- 
less of all danger, to follow out some working of her 
capricious mind. 

Asain he pondered over her secret interest, and 
could find no better solution than devotion to the 
King. 

"I shall discover this fact when she is in his 
presence. Edwy of England is glorious enough to 
awaken woman's deepest feelings ; ay, and carry 
them beyond every tie of sea, country, and religion." 

Rather might the stranger have wondered, had he 
known the past, at Judith's appearance, stealing 
forth unknown from the palace, and seeking her 
lost bridegroom in the romantic moonlight. 

The gay, careless Judith, who disdained to please 
any one ; least of all the devoted Adalbert. 

But the fair girl's nature was hidden in mystery ; 
l)ut its wcret depths were strong and true in tht 



power of love. Her affections once given were 
given for ever. In some rare, apt moment they 
had been stolen by the dark-eyed Btheling, and 
were never, never more withdrawn from that im- 
pulsive being. Well was it for the young bride that 
the veil of the future hid the coming hour; the 
rose-dreamed vista of wedded lif& 

It was nearly midnight. A lamp burned brightly 
in the royal tent. In one of its compartments, 
before a small table, sat the Eling of England, 
buried in thought. Edwy was ever of a wakeful 
temperament, and many a vigil had he passed from 
childhood upward ; feeding the lamp of thought 
with a costly prodigality of nature's resources, 
which exhausted the store of life, though it lit the 
soul of the young enthusiast with rare happiness. 
Even in lus bridal days the rush of ecstatic joy was 
so intense as to rob sleep of her rights, and send 
him wandering hours through the palace gardens, 
his heart throbbing with deep passionate emotions, 
rarely conceived or realised on earth. The dreams 
and hopes of his country, second only in his soul to 
love, would often, even in his days of Jiappinesss, 
engross his sensitive mind through the solemn night 
hours. Since the melancholy severance from Elgiva 
these vigils had increased to an almost nightly form. 
The sad, harrowing nature of their reflections, 
though tempered by the power of Faith, yet wasted 
away the lamp of life, causing the slow, premature 
decay of the system, which was hourly and rapidly 
progressing, though the indomitable energy and 
courage of the lOng concealed its ravages from 
those around. Now, as he sat in the lovdiy nighty 
the flush on his transparent cheek, his blue preter- 
naturally bright eye told a tale of inward fever, 
presaging an early release from the troubles of 
time. Yes, the pressure of joy and sorrow, which 
could only be intensely by such deep natures, was 
too heavy for the cords of life. Day by day they 
were dwindling, leaving the spirit a slighter fetter 
to the dark cold prison of earthly existence. 

In one comer of the tent lay Cedric, sleeping 
peacefully ; permitted to share the King's apart- 
ment the last night they might be together. 
Within the silken folds lay the Bishop of Wmches- 
ter, come to give his priestly prayers and blessings 
on .the combat ; he, too, slumbered. 

Edwy glanced at his friend's countenance, and 
something like envy for its repose, crossed his 
breast. He had planned every arrangement and 
exigency of the battle ; had committed the issue of 
the strife in fervent prayer to Heaven ; and still 
slumber fled his eyelids. 

The silver moon, peeping through an aperture in 
the curtains, tempted him to s^ly forth, hoping 
the cool night air might soothe his aching tem- 
ples. 

Quietly passing through the sentinels he ascended 
the brow of a gentle eminence, and flung himself 
on the turf, 
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"My bright martyred Elgiva," he exclaimed, 
raising hin blue eyes to the starry heavens ; " in what 
radijuit world art thou now dwelling? Does thy 
rdjjoioing ^spirit look down on earth; and see thy 
desolate Edwy ? Surely thy soul would be grieved 
at the coming strife were it possible for the blest 
to feel a shadow of sorrow ; for, to avoid watering 
England's fair fields with blood, thou, my martyred 
lamB", went forth a guiltless victim to an ungrateful 
realm. That costly sacrifice failed to avert the 
dreaded calamity, but it has placed the martyr's 
wreath on thy pure brow. Safe and blest thou art, 
taken home for ever ; while I, th^ wretched hus- 
band, am left with the sword of civil war in my 
hand — the swoi>d which thy parting words sheathed 
in the cause of avenging thee. Surely I should not 
wish thee back to the din and strife of earth ; nav, 
not even for the rapture of folding thee to a break- 
ing heart. Edwy's sole wish and prayer is to follow 
thee when my Master's work is accomplished.'' 

Thus musing — a calm, wearied feeling stole over 
the young King ; it seemed as though the beloved 
had laid soothing fingers on the wakeful eyes. 
"I can sleep now, he said, rising — ** sleep to fight 
England's battles." 

A dark figure encountered him on the way home ! 

It was Cedric I ** My friend, what brought the 
hither '^ enquired Edwy, I left thee sleeping quietly, 
taking in strength for the coming mom ; needed 
strength, for I depend greatly on that valiant 
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"Oh my King" replied the youth sadly "Cedric 
loves thee to well to lose any portion of the precious 
time we may pass together. The very slumber which 
could not bund me to thy departure, makes me feel 
more surely than ever that my days with thee are 
numbered — for in that dlumber a rare vision for the 
second time has come to me : surely to presage 
mine end." 

"What was the vision"? demanded the King, 
earnestly, on whom these mysterious whisperings of 
the to be exercised a deep power ; " and when sawest 
thou it before ?" 

"On the eve of the coronation," replied Cedric. 
" The vision was a warrior of our house, a famous 
hero I holding the sword of Odin, and offering me 
a laurel wreath ; with him came the image of mine 
unknown mother, which I recognised in the spirit 
land of sleep. To night they both appeared, and 
clearer ; nay, T felt the blood drops of the wreath 
upon my brow and heard the ring of victory, victory ! I 
then close, close folding me in the arms of love, 
came my spirit mother, and it seemed we soared 
aloft and yet aloft on cloudy waves of light, till 
thy departing footsteps broke the spell and I awoke. 
Lodbrog, the warrior I saw, never appears to the 
house of Ordmer without heralding misfortune or 
death. On the eve of knighthood he predicted my 
father's dishonour; noW| sorely, he fortellfl mine 
own death.'' 



The Kinfif s heart beat painfuUy, but he endea- 
voured to dismiss the dark foreboding which echoed 
the youth's words. Gazing on that soul-lit counte- 
nance he could not dream of death — would not 
believe that now that it had become to him the 
dearest object on earth, it was to be snatched away. 

"Cedric, thou art over fanciful. Naturally, on 
the eve of battle, thy dreams would be coloured with 
warlike visions ; and the appearance of a noted 
warrior of thine house would be the most probable 
image to haunt the mind of a descendant, who 
hopes to emulate his deeds. No, my brave knight, 
banish the dark presentiment ; and in the battle be 
not too reckless of thy life. I cannot spare thee, 
Cedric. Next to the memory of my Queen, thou 
boldest the first place in mine affections. Thou 
must live— live, my friend-— to win the renown to 
which thou aspirest ; and be thy sovereign's couno 
seller and companion." 

With an impulsive emotion he clasped the youth 
to his heart. Cedric's breast swelled with a happi- 
ness too mighty for words. The hope of his life, the 
goal of his ambition was attained. Tears gushed 
from his eyes as he returned the monarch's embrace, 

" In this moment," he murmured, ** I have gath- 
ered all the joy life has to bestow for me. To hear 
that my King loves me, is a fate brighter than I 
ever dreamed to realise. Fervently do I pray that 
Heaven may spare me, but should I fall, my King, 
think of me dying happy in the assurance of thine 
affection ; happy m wiping away with my life's 
blood the stain from the house of Ordmer ; may the 
last soimds I hear be sounds of victory — victory te 
Edwy." 

"Truly thy love for me is wonderful — passing 
the love of woman," said the King ; as linking hia 
arm through Cedric's, he descended the slope. 

Suddenly their attention was arrested by a small 
party of horsemen, led hy a knight. The King 
paused in wonder; soon his quick eye recognised 
the singularly slight graceful form of Sir Raoul. 

He, on his part, divined the King as quickly, all 
muffled as he was in a long cloak ; for springing 
forward he rapidly approached him, and exclaimed — 

"My Lord and King ; I was abeut to seek thy 
tent, to apprise thee of the arrival of two visitors 
to the camp — the young Countess of Kent and her 
sister-in-law." 

The monarch gazed with unmistakeable surprise 
into the keen dark eyes, which watched liim 00 
stedf astly through the closed visor. 

;*Nay, it cannot be," he said; "that the fau- 
bride of our Etheling, and the Lady Eudora, have 
come hither alone, and at night-fall. Thou jestest. 
Sir Raoul." 

**My Lord and King," replied the knight, "the 
ladies will authenticate my communication ;" and 
with a low obeisance he slowly moved towards the 
horsemen, who had halted as if doubtful what to 
do. 
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The King aud Cedric soon joined them ; and there 
in the bent down faces of tlic blushing Judith and 
dark-eyed Eudora, they discovered that the marvel 
was a strange reality. 

A tiush rose to Cedric's pale unhelmed face as he 
caught the gleaming lustre of Eudora's eyes ; and a 
colour deeper than the richest rose dyed her cheeks 
as she extended to him a trembling hand. 

Sir Kaoul, who looked on attentively, read the 
Kiaiden's secret then. 

Meanwhile, the King ^avely, yet kindly, ad- 
dressed Judith ; and deploring the risks she had run 
in the long journey, and the unpleasant trials to 
which her coming had exposed her, promised to 
conduct her to his tent, and inform her husband of 
her arrival. 

Escorted by the King and his knights — Cedric 
walking by the bridle rein of Eudora — the ladies 
soon reached the royal tent, and, being assisted from 
their palfreys, were conducted into a compartment 
of the pavilion. 

The good bishop could scarcely credit his senses 
when Cedric awoke him with the intelligence that 
his daughter was in the tent. Even when he saw her 
face to face, he at first thought it was a vivid dream. 

The kind father on recovering from his astonish- 
ment felt compelled to bestow a whispered reproof 
on his child for her singular step, though his heart 
bled for her as she clung abashed to his arms, tears 
streaming from her dark eyes. 

Words cannot delineate the Ktheling's feelings 
when Sir Raoul aroused him, and, leading him 
without his tent, broke the news of Ids fair lady's 
arrival. He had been dreaming of her as he lay 
clad in armour on his soldier's couch, dreaming of 
her soft arms around him ; but never did he expect 
to -Wake up and find the dream reality ! 

Ardently as he worshipped the beautiful girl, he 
would never have wished her near him then ; nay, 
it was contrary to all his proud, jealous devotion. 

The thought of Judith left unj^rotected amidst 
excited soldiers, should the battle turn against 
them ; the image of her sufferings should he fall, 
being made the spectacle of a camp, stung his proud 
heart almost to madness, as he moved rapidly along 
'towards the King's tent. 

Even secret exultation at this evidence of her 
deep love failed to soothe his irritation, and with a 
sterner shadow on his brow than Judith ever thought 
to see there, he entered the private compartment 
where his weepiug bride — fairer than ever — in her 
grief, was clinging to her venerable father, who 
with Eudora alone were present. 

The innate courtesy of high breeding prevented 
Adalbert's angry feelings finding vent in words, 
but silently, since he could not give a warmer 
welcome, he advanced to Judith and drew her hand 
within his arm. 

"My son," said the worthy Prelate, **let my 
'daughter and ihy sister remain here to-night. They 



desire to be near thee, to tend thee, if wounded * 
though the wish is a little contrary to our manly 

' notions, and preference to have had them safe at 
home, we can still appreciate the love which 

, prompts the act, -and for that love forgive it. For- 
tunately I am here to protect my daughter. Go 
then, my son, and banish all uneasiness ; thy tent 
is better without the addition of ladies." 

**No, my Lord Bishop," said theEtheling firmly. 
"Since the Countess of Kent has come to me she 
and my sister will shelter in no tent but mine. 
Thanks for thy promise to watch over Judith, I 
can anticipate the battle with less fears now. Fare- 
well," and he hastily turned away, leading the 
trembling Judith, and followed by Eudora. 

Few words were exchanged by the Earl on his 
transit to his own quarters ; and those few words, 
though polite, were cold as ice. 

Only b^ this unmistakeable change which her 
keen instmct easily attributed to the right cause 
did Judith ever discover the fatal mistake she had 
made with her wayward lord — a fatal and life-long 
mistake, for never again did the gallant Etheling 
bow to the love of the lady he had wedded, but one 
brief sunset ago. 

Cedric had escorted the Lady Eudora ; her fairy 
hand rested on his arm ; the moonlight lit up the 
}u8tre of her deep, dark eyes, to rare beauty. 

As they lingered outside the ddor oi the tent 
Cedric said : — 

"Farewell, Lady Eudora, I have had a strange 
vision to-night of a warrior, whose appearance is a 
fatal sign to one of our house. Thy bright presence 
among us- I may interpret as a favourable omen, 
and it has banished the melancholy shadows of my 
dream. Whatever way the conflict may terminate, 
may 1 not feel that thy smiles will gild the path of 
glory, whether it ends in life here or life beyond the 
veil." 

"Cedric," answered the young maiden, a flush 
mantling her cheek, " thou requirest no words to 
reveal my heart. It must be ; it is well known to 
thee." 

The knight raised her snowy hand to his lips, and 
was about to draw her towards him, when the stera 
voice of her brother bade her enter the tent. 

The same night, when the small hours had 
marked three of the new day, Eudora and Judith 
sat in an inner recess of the Eaii'stent, too agitated 
to sleep. 

Eudora wildly thinking of Cedric, recalling the 
blissful meaning of his last words ^ Judith, wounded 
to the quick at the change in Adalbert, and pro- 
voked at her own imprudent act, sat leaning her 
head upon her hand, the loosened bands of brown 
hair falling around. While outside the door of the^ 
sanctuary the warrior bridegroom lay and slept, 
careless of the pang he had inflicted on woman's 
fond heart.- 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

VICTORY. 

At the earliest peep of day tbe camp was stirring. 
The brave men, refreshed by slumber, buckled oii 
their arms, and emerged from their tents with a 
wild, thrilling longing for the coming strife. 

The King sat in his tent, holding a shorb parting 
council with tbe commanders of his army. &ir 
Kaoul was present at this coRference, which prin- 
cipally touted upon the best means of making tbe 
attack. It was decided to emerge from the valley 
and • march on to the plain, there to await the 
enemy ; leaving a reserve force in ambush in the 
hUly defile, to dash down in case of need, and give 
the foe an idea that other numbers would follow. 
Sir Albert had command of one of these reserve 
squadrons. 

The troops were drawn up in battle array ; the 
dawn fell rosily on the banner of the whit© horse, 
borne proudly in the centre by Ethelbert of Kent ; 
and glittered on the helms, the steel breast plates, 
and battle axes of the soldiers. 

Ed wy^ mounted on a snow white charger ; attired 
in a suit of steel armour, inlaid with gold ; wearing 
the white and blue searf of Elgiva (his sole -orna- 
ment), and a white plume waving from his helm ; 
attended by the Bisuiop of Winchester and the 
principal nobks, rode up to the troops. 

A breathless silence ensued, as the King, with 
his visor up, surveyed the forces ; and stretching 
forth his hand for silence, addressed tliem in a 
few stirring words ; — 

''Nobles and warlike Saxons, — The moment has 
come in which the destiny of England must be 
decided. The throne of your lawful sovereign is 
attacked by rebels, and the King is about to lead 
you forth to do battle for his rights, and the rights 
of England. Both are inseparably connected. The 
hand that aims at the head which wears the crown, 
is not likely ta spare the lesser member, 'j'ime will 
not permit me now to enter into the merits of the 
cause we are enlisted in. Your loyal behaviour 
proves that its truth and justice have convinced 
your hearts and undnrstandings. Your eager, 
flashing eyes tell me that ye grudge each moment 
irasted from the conflict. But this I do cl arge ye : 
— ^let each soldier fight as though the batt e rested 
on his single arm ; let o^ch pray to the Lord of 
Hosts ; ana all of ye^ in the hour of vie tory, re- 
memoer mercy ; then assuredly the bannc r of the 
white horse wiU triumph over the invader and th« 
usurper." 

Loud rose the cry of battle, the shout of greet- 
ing, pealing up to the heavens, echoing rr and the 
biUs, thundermg its prophetic battle sound through 
the enemy's camp. Lances moved, haods were 
uplifted, the very skies seemed rent with f>he flame 
of "Edwy— Edwyof England." Tl^e whole mass 



of the warlike phalanx was moved with one soul of 
loyalty. ^ 

Edwy's lips parted to a smile of noble ardour ka 
he received the greeting of his soldiers, and marked 
the unanimous feeling that inspired them. Nu- 
merically, he knew they were inferior to the foe ; 
but their oneness of purpose and spirit of true 
loyalty made them far superior. 

A brief prayer was delivered by the Bishop of 
Winchester, which the Saxon host listened to on 
bended knee ; the Sacred Crucifix was then held aloft. 
After this act of reverent worship the drums rolled 
the summons for the march. The army was divided 
into its proper form, and the bands told off for the 
reserve squadron. 

The n^ht wing was commanded by the Chancel- 
lor, behind whose Ifenner rode hundreds of re- 
tainers ; the left was led by Cedric, who, in spite 
of his youth and near relationship to the chief of 
the rebels, had been entrusted by the King with 
this high and responsible post, and at Edwy's wish 
had sacrificed the cherished desire of his own heart 
— a plate near Jiis beloved sovereign ; the centre of 
the forces was commanded by the King in person, 
surrounded by the greater part of his knights. 

A noble — yet terrible — sight it was to see those 
stately companies armed with a work of death (so 
many among them doomed never to leave the plain 
they were hastening to) ; to see them emerge from 
the green sheltering hills, and steadily advance over 
the heathery plain towards the rebel's position. 

The enemy were ready to meet them. 

Drawn up in battle array, they covered the 
declivity of the hill like a shining cloud. 

In the night-time the news had reached Ordmer 
of the arrival of the King, and by dawn his troobs 
were under arms waiting for the advance of the 
royal army. * 

Dunstan had harangued the insurgents, thrilling 
them with the fire of his matchless eloquence. The 
fierce Danes were thirsting for Saxon blood ; the 
rebel nobles, greedy of gain ; all were exulting in 
their late successes, and relying confidently on their 
superior numbers. Dunstan felt they were a fitting 
power to work out his ambitious ends. 

"Let us wait till the enemy are within reach," 
said Ordmer to his Generals; **our position on 
these heights is a bad one, then let the bowmen 
speed their arrows. After that hail storm we will 
charge down and break the ranks. It is a goodly 
company, but small compared to our ©wn." 

Onward came the Saxon host burning with wild 
indignation and fierce courage. The more prudent 
among the leaders deemed it wiser to have waited 
in the plain than have placed themselves underneath 
the enemy's arrows. But Edwy of England knew no 
fear and was determined to show the appearance 
of none before the subjects who had defied him. 

Within range of the rebel bowmen the Salmons 
halted, Down upon them came a deadly shower o^ 
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arrows — ^the death rain darkening the air like a 
fhunderdoud, making terrible havoc among the 
ranks, but not before the Saxon archers had dia- 
oharged as noble a return, though not so effective 
as the enemy were protected by the higher ground. 
Again and again the bowmen drew their cross-bows 
and aimed tneir unerring missiles ; many a valiant 
form and noble leader fcU amid the ranks. 

" Charge ! Sithric, charge ';" cried the fierce 
earL *' Charge for the Danish raven ! death to 
Edwy ! long l5e to Edgar !'* The war cry of the 
foe was caught up and yelled out by thousands of 
voices, as the troops poured down the incline upon 
the Saxon army. As a rock receives the ocean's 
wild shock and tiirows back the ansry billows, so 
the compact square of the King's infantry met and 
repelled the rebels assault. 

To a distant observer no impression seemed 
made in their numbers, so firmly they held their 
ground. The front ranks had fallen beneath the 
Sand to hand conflict, but each man had sunk over 
treble of the f oemen, and quickly, as if by magic, 
their ranks were filled up by the soldiers behind. 

On pressed the Saxons hewing doarn their 
Danish assaulters with their battle axes, uttering 
wild cries of rage and defiance, thundering the 
name of Edwy of England. The rebels fell '*like 
■heaves in autumn," and the remainder paused 
irresolute. 

Ordmer saw the failure of the assault, and draw- 
ing down his whole army they closed upon the 
Royal troops, attacking the wings right and left. 

The fight now became general — long and deadly 
was that terrible conflict ; waged between two 
kindred people some of the self same nation — between 
brothers fighting- for the bauble of a crown ; the 
earth shook and trembled beneath the tramp of 
horses ; the tread of eager masses, pressing on — 
charging on over dying and dead ! Ine earth ran 
red with blood — life drops, sending thousands un- 
prepared to their great account. 

The groans of the dying, the yells and oaths of 
hatred, the battle cries ; the shouts of triumph, the 
clash of arms, the wild storm of lances, the ringing 
of battle axes on the dinted shields, mingling witn 
the shrill neighing of the riderless chargers, formed 
a wild, fierce accompaniment to the work of death. 
Hot and long was the fight, terribly doubtful 
seemed its issue. 

The Saxons carried out their King's words, every 
man fought like a hero, left alone to defend his 
heart's treasure. But the enemy hadm any mighty 
leaders, they were fierce and daring men, and far, 
far superior in numbers. 

Edwy fought as though a hundred lives were in 
his arm. In the front, the side, the tfaickest of 
the fi^ht — urging his men, defending every weaker 
point nis form was to be seen. 

His simple armour and white plume were un- 
^oogxiised by the foe, and uone could have dreamed 



that England's King would have risked his life bo 
fearlessly ! Fearles^y, i)erchance rectlessly, sharing 
in hiSf-seldiers dangers ; inspiring them by ms words, 
fightmg side by side with them— mowing down the 
foe like grass ; the King, whose life was no valueless 
to himself parsed unhurt, untouched ; while hun- 
dreds of his followers fell around him. 

Worthy of their leader, worthy of their knight- 
hood, were the chosen bJind ; sword in hand, press- 
ing on, conquering all, falling only over heaps of 
slain. 

Watchless of all was the outcast chieftain, young 
Cedric ; equalling his King, even outstripping him 
in reckless bravery. The wing which the young 
warrior commanded — the warrior who bore no crest 
on his helm was dreaded by the foe as a fatal spot : 
beneath the reeking sword of the chieftain, men fell 
as though an ansel had contended. His dauntless 
courage endowed the soldiers round him with more 
than ordinary prowess, and the ground where he 
held the battle was thick with corpses. 

He too bore a charmed life, even while pressing 
almost alone with the enemy, with their swords 
flashing round him the death stroke passed harm- 
lessly by, while Eagnar, gallant Rag^r, and the 
fair scions of Surrey fell close beade him ; he the 
doomed chieftain, lived on. 

There was one among the Rebels Cedric singalled 
out, and bore desperately towards. 

A Knight with a gre^i scarf, not young Edgar, 
for the Prince was kept safely in the centre but the 
traitor Brithric. 

The false coward for the traitor is ever one, sought 
to fly from the invincible Saxon, and hide himself 
behind his followers ; but Cedric cut a way towards 
him, a noble hatred glowing in his breast, and the 
sword of vengeance, struck down the traitor Knight. 
** Our band is freed from a leprous taint" ex- 
claimed the youth, reining back his fiery charger. 
Ha ! a sudden cry arrests him, a cry of triumph 
from the enemy, dismay from the Saxon. He turned 
and saw tbe Earl of Dorset's wing had been betrayed 
into pursuing part of the enemy, who had feigned 
flight and when they were cut off from the Army 
the foe surrounded them and poured down triumph- 
antly on the King's division. 

Cedric perceived the error — the tide of battle 
seemed almost lost. Spurring forward, he burst up 
to the King who had not yet seen the mistake. 
* * We are ensnared, he cried breathlessly" the 
Saxons have pursued the enemy and broken the i*anks. 
** Sir Raoul," said Edwy to the Knight, who was 
ever hovering near him, ''go and call Sir Albert. 
Cedric we will out away to the surrounded troop.-*, 
they show symptoms of fear'" 

No, no, my king, exclaimed the youth eagerly, 
* ' leave that glory to me, the first — the last boon 
Cedric craves of thee. Farewell Edwy, when we 
meet again it will be Victory ! Victory ! for thee 
and England." 
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Inspired by this supernatural bravery, and suc- 
cess, Ardmer, the Earl of Kent, and a band of 
valiant Salmons, including the chieftains shield 
bearer Cealwin dashed along with him. Desperately 
they fought a bloody way through the enemys ranks. 
Faint, bleeding, they gained their surrounded 
friends. *' Sir Albert comes, we are safe" shouted 
the youth, *'one more struggle, and the crown is 
ours" The courage of the Saxons returned,, they 
rallied round the Chieftain axyd sore beset on all 
sides, fought like hunted Lions, keeping the enemy 
at bay. 

Sir Albert and his horsemen dashed forward and 
fell upon the rear of the Danes surrounding Cedric. 
The rebels already showing symptoms of yielding ; 
panic-struck at this sudden reinforcement^ staggered 
and retreated. Albert hotly pressed up the advan- 
tage ; the King's division closed in towards Cedric. 
Once more they were united ; the tide of battle 
had changed and set in with victory to th« Saxons ! 

Ordmer saw the crisis. He felt the chances 
hopeless, but urged his troops to rally. The voice 
of their leader inspired them with a little spirit ; 
but it was evident they were powerless to continue 
the struggle. The flower of his army had fallen, 
and a weaker, less sansuiue portion, alone remained. 

** I will cut dowiii tnat youth, or die," growled 
the earl ; *'he, Only, has turned the field ; in his 
fall will fall Edwy's sucftess." 

He spurred to the spot where Cedric contended, 
faint and bleeding, but still undaunted. 

** Come out, mad youth," roared the rebel leader; 
'* and fight single-handed with Earl Ordmer." 

Ba ! what means it? The arm of the invincible 
one falls powerless to his side ; the shield is thrown 
aside ; a defenceless breast is offered to the mad- 
dened Dane. Pausing not to inquire into the fact ; 
nay, not even the hair's breadth of a moment ; 
though ott that moment hung an irreclaimable 
future ; the sword of Ordmer was plunged into his 
son's side. 

" Victory, victory !" burst forth this instant 
from the Saxons. '1 he King had pressed upon the 
rebels, who staggered, turned, and simultaneously 
fled. 

** Victory, victory !" echoed Cedric ; " the stain 
is wiped away from Ordmer's line. Father, I for- 
give this deed." 

With a last effbit his hand was flung on high, 
then without a groan the young warrior fell to 3ie 
ground, dying in the arms of victory ! 

That voice rose above the cry of battle, and 
pierced the Dane's senses with an intensity of 
awful distinctness, beside which earth's loudest 
tumults were as silence. 

That voice thrilled through the soul's deep citadel, 
■ — the awful tidings he had slain his child. 

A death-groan issued from the stricken father's 
heart — stricken as a warrior for ever. The sword 
of remorse bad entered deep into his soul, never on 



earth to be removed. Springing from his war 
horse, the leader of the rebels! — the wretched father! 
— flung aside his terrible sword, never again to be 
wielded in battle, and sinking by his son's side, 
raised the still form in his arms, unclasped the 
helm, and gazed frantically on the pale features of 
his own bright boy. 

A smile rested on the lips ; the eyes were closed 
as in sleep ; and the marble face wore the likeness 
•f the gentle angel mother, who in olden days the 
fierce Earl had cherished with so fond a love. 

Ah ! how had he borne himself towards her child. 
Wo*ild not that- loving spirit look down upon him 
with reproachful horror from the far-off regions 
where she lingered. 

ThiB time for earth's regrets was past. It was but 
the mortal semblance of the valiant high-souled 
Cedric the agonised father gazed upon. The noble 
spirit had entered into the realms of endless victory. 

**Lost! lost! lost!" cried the frantic Earl;, 
"Ordmer's hopes are lost for ever. 

The Earl's followers heard the cry of their chief- 
tain. They saw him on the ground. Givins up 
all as hopeless they threw aside their arms, and fled 
like the rest of their comrades. 

The Jling's troops hotly pursued them. 

A faithful squire of Ordmer's, and a young knight 
wearing a green plume, seized the Earl's charger, 
and dashed up to the spot, where he knelt. ITie 
Knight started as he saw the pale face of the dead, 
but there was no time for tears. 

" Thou must fly. Earl Ordmer ; all is lost. Come, 
I entreat, I insist.^' They raised the now half 
stupified father, and forced him on his horse ; then 
seizing the bridle rein urged it away. 

Prince Edgar, Dmistan, and a few of the principal 
nobles had managed to escape. 

The Atheling had to be dragged away, for his 
proud heart revolted from flying even when the 
battle was lost. Towards the close of the engage- 
ment he had broken through the restraint imposed 
upon him, and rushing into the fray, fought like a 
worthy member of his royal house. 

The tide of battle brought him face to face with 
his royal brother. Edgar knew not the simple 
knight of the white plume, but the King recognised 
the royal appointments of the Atheling. One of his 
followers dashed forward to pierce him to the heart, 
but the King turned aside the death blow, and it 
only wounded the youth's arm. The same magic 
influence eavel the boy's life, and permitted his 
attendants to lead him away, when the flight became 
general. 

Smarting under the pain of this sword cut, and 
writhing more keenly under the blow of a defeat, 
the Atheling speeded away from the scene of his 
K>st hopes. 

Frenzied with excitement and success, the royal 
troops pursued the fugitives, cutting down the 
enemy with fierce delight. The King, fired with 
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indignation, spurred his reeking charger after them. 
'*'Hold," he cried, in tones of supreme command, 
** your King commands ye to abstain from further 
slaughter. Prove yourselves men, not ruffians, to 
assault the weak. Let the enemy be taken captive, 
and treated with respect." 

The royal word checked the unbridled passions of 
the soldiers, and sheathed the bloody sword. After 
a short pursuit, during which only a few escaped, 
the army returned with their prisoners, and 
assembled ii> the plain — a Badly diminished number, 
though victory was written on theii* flushed brows. 
Edwy felt his crown was dearly bought in that 
costly gacritice of human life. 

Mournfully the red sun descended behind the 
the heathery hills, 'and flamed upon the field of 
fight.' An awful picture its beams glinted over, 
ghastly and eoiy faces, rigid in the death struggle ; 
heaps upon heaps of bodies, so closely piled that 
the fierce nature of the ccuflict was clearly revealed ; 
the gi'oans of the wounded and dying, calling for 
aid, were heard painfully through the silent 
twilight ; mingling with the cries ol the birds of 
prey novering in the evening shadows for their gory 
prey. 

A painful duty it was to inspect that bloody 
plain, a sad task for the King to note and number 
the lost, in the few nobles and knights left* him. 
Of all the gallant knightly band only Wilfrid of 
ii^jjJj^f Ardmcr, Albeit, and young Ethelbert of 
K^^ gathered, round Lim. 

There was one missing, to whom the King's 
thoughts turned anxiously, agonisingly. Cedric, 
who had turned the battle by his valour, anel saved 
a kingdem— Ceelric A\ho had wen the wreath of 
glory, came not to the roll-call of his sovereign. 

Ihe youth's projhetic wo]ds lushed chillingly 
throngh Edwy's mniel, banishing the hope which 
sought to cheer him wijh the cjiance that the youth 
mi^t be among the woundeel. 

Before seeking refreshment or repose, the King, 
attended by Eaoiil, Albert, and a small body of 
squires, walked slowly over the battle field, to 
seek him who was not. 

The almost appalling stillness of the scene was 
only broken by the groans of pain, and the oistant 
growls of wolves lurking in wait. 

Albert, who moved painfully, from a deep sword 
cut above the knee, guided the party to the spot 
where he had last seen Cedric. 

There were truly piles of slain wairiors here. It 
was a long time ere the men could remove the mass 
of bodies to discover those lying underneath. Had 
Cedric not perished during the battle, he must 
inevitably have died hael he fallen wounded beneath 
such a load. 

After a close sciutiny, not one trace of tho 
missing knight could be discovered. More than 
ever distressed at the mystery that concealed even 
his friend's remains from his sight, or left him, if 



wounded, out of the reach of present aid, the 
King gazed sadly round, and heaved a deep sigh. 
His pale face showed hew much he needed repose. 
Eaoul, who had hitherto remained siiept, heard 
tliat sigh, and after gazing attentively at thi^ King, 
moved away — away from the immediate site of the 
battle towards a dark object which for some little 
time had attracted his notice. Nearer* he discerned 
through the twilight shadows, the figures of two 
T\'omen kneeling over the slain. 

It needs no closer^ scrutiny to reveal those 
females, and as Eaouf nael discovered the secret of 
the dai keyed Eut^ora's love, he felt that she had 
found the object of their search, and it now only 
remained for him to summon the King, 
He was right. 

Judith and Eudora, with the Bishop and a few 
attendimts, had waited on the hill side t];irongh all 
1 that dreadful day, watching, with a terrible inten- 
sity, the distant fight. 

The faint outlines of the conflict were visible to 
their strained gaze ; but the details of death were 
enveloped in a narrowing mystery, 

Occasienally the eye of love caught sight — or 
fancied it caught sight — of the well-known crests of 
their chosen knights : but amid the assemblage of 
so many banners and plumes, and mingling lances, 
the fleeting token was soon lost to view. 

The good bishop prayed frequently and fervently 
for the King's success ; and mercy to be accorded 
those hurried out of life. 

Judith knelt beside him and clasped her white 
hands in tearful supplication. 

The restless Eudora felt her heart tco much en- 
kindled with the fire of a wilel earthly love, to find 
solace in heavenly aspirations. 

Through all that dreadful crisis for the Sazona, 
Wulfstan prayed with intense fervour. The words 
of entreaty were trembling on his lips when the ciy 
of *' Victoiy !" broke foith. 

It was a moment tf deep joy to ihe watchers : 
tempered, however, with painlul suspense as to the 
fate of these who had taken part in that terrible 
conflict. 

Uhe anxiety of the ladies to discover, what they 
dreaded and hoped could no longer be restrained ; 
and without waiting the issue of the fiight cf the 
rebel 3, they m':unted their steeds and, followed by 
their servitors, galloped down to the plain. 

Wulfstan, wearied with the protracted mental 
anxiety of the day, and too much enfeebled in health 
to undeitake further exertion, returned alone to the 
camp. 

Unobserved in the wild tumult of pursuit, Judith 
and Euelora drew near the scene of the engagement, 
and, guided by the unerringinstinct of love, reached 
the spot where the right wing had teen go foolishly 
betrayed into their premature pursuit. 

The painful aspect of the place stiuck a chill to 
the sensitive heart of Judith. At another time she 
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could never have endured the sight ; but uoW) filled 
only iivith a longing to find her^usband, she was 
steeled to all other emotions. 

Eudora^s wild cry suddenly startled her. 
The maiden, like a flash of lightning, sprang from 
her horse, and flung herself beside the prostrate 
form of a warrior. 

The uncovered face, lay as the Earl of Ordmer had 
left it — mid a gory assemblage of the departtd, 
sleeping the sleep that knows no earthly waking. 

To bid her followers raise the body of the knight 
and bear it to some neighbouring thicket, where a 
spring gurgled forth, was the woik of a few minutes 
to the energetic Eudora, who, buoyed up with the 
hope that life might not be extinct, lost no time in 
idle grief. The piteous voice of Judith arrested 
her as she was turning away with the men. 

The poor girl had discovered her husband by his 
out-stretched arm and sword, whose devices v.ere 
well known to her keen eyes. The rest of his tody 
was hidden under a pile of corpses. 

' Eudora bade two of the attendants go to the aid . 
of the Etheling, and soon the body of the young 
earl was released from its dangerous vicinity, and 
carefully laid near his brother knight, in that 
sheltered spot where the terrible images of carnage 
were not seen. 

"With tiembh'ng hands, Judith undid the helm of 
her lord and gazed in speechless agony on the still 
pale face, which showed no si^n of life. The gay 
armour of the Earl was literally steeped in blood : 
the white gaiments of Judith wtre stained with the 
same crimson stream— even then slowly welling 
from a wound in the side : though unmarked by 
the paralyzed girl as in her silent despair f-he knelt 
supporting the still foim of him she loved upon her 
arm. 

Ay, but not so still, rnd cold as the dead youth 
over whom Eudora bent in vain frantic grief, having 
essayed every means of restoring a ray of conscious- 



ness, and in vain. 



Lost in the depths of sorrow to which time and 
place entered not, the ^ir moumers remained un- 
heeding the murmured expressions of sympathy 
from .'the pitying attendants, who, believing that 
life had for ever fled from each prostrate foim 
anxiously wiehed^'fea-^ their young ladies away, 
knowing not that in the deepeniug twilight, another 
group had gathered rcvind,'and stood silently gazing 
at the scene of love and- sorrow. 

L^eeply affected, Edwy of England lingered, then 
gently approached thfe oody of Cedric. Eudtra at 
this raised her wild flashing cyee — terrible in their 
history of a hopeless love for ever lest, and exterdcd 
her arms as if to shield frcm harm the still form 
abke insensible to the voice of love, or the presence 
of the dearest object on earth. 

Edwy's heart pitied the unhappy maiden, whose 
grief made her unconscious of the presence of all 
spectators and theconfe&Bionof her maiden affection. 



Kindly taking her hand with a voice so tender 
that it soothed even her frantic sorrow, and a look 
of gentle command that could not be resisted, he 
bade Eudora turn aside while he examined the 
Knight's wounds to sec whether hfe were really 
extinct. 

Silently Eudoro obeyed hiding her face in her 
Icng black hair. 

Tremblingly Edwy unbuckled Cedric's corslet and 
laid his har:d on the youth's heart. No pulse re- 
sponded to the touch. The crimson stream lay con- 
gealed around a gaping wound in the left side. 

The heart of the truest of the knightly band was 
stilled for ever. 

Beverent y the King laid his own mantle over the 
faithful breast and pressed his lips to the dead face. 
*' Would tLat I had died for thee mj brother." 
he mui mured while tears fell like rain from his 
eyes. 

* * Kever did nobler spirit, truer friend, or braver 
waniorwcKr this mortal garb. England is dearly 
purchased by thy blcod. Ob, Cedric, in thine early 
sunset, Ed-Nvy's last lingering joy has set for ever." 

Not then, not in that swiftly fading light, where 
so many diity-calls were echoing round, was theie 
time to weep, to breathe a requieum, for the trusty 
and the bi we. Dashing away his tears Edwy of 
England rose, and bade his soldiers bear the body of 
the Knight to the royal tent. 

At this corrmand Eudora sprang forward, wildly 
screaming, and flung herself on the dead foim, re- 
lapsing there into a deep swoon. 

"This is no place for her," said the monarch. 
** yir Albeit, carry her carefully to the camp." 

!Ih(i Knight endeavoured to comply, but his 
wot nd was too painful, even for that fairy f<>i m. 
He, however, bade one of the squires gently raise 
her, and himself walked bea^'de the maiden to the 
camp. 

The King meanwhile had turned to Judith, whose 
gi-ief, though silent, was quite as intense as that of 
Eudora, and won even more sympathy from Edwy. 
Sir Eaoul, at the monarch's request, opened tie 
Earl's aimciir, and discovered that his heart beat 
faintly, while the blood still flowed from his wounds, 
which, though deep, were not vital. 

Eaoul lade the grateful Judith go to the spring 
and fetch water in the Etheling's casque, while he 
and the iren poured a healing balsam into the 
wound cutb, and bound them up with the Knight s 
Ecaif — poor Judith's fated colcuis, now dyed to a 
deeper crimson than their rosy hue, in the blocd of 
the gallant Adalbert. 

When water was thrown over the Earl's face he 
partly revived, and unclosed his eyes. Eaoul passed 
a restorative between his lips, and a faint colour 
stole into his cheeks, but the weakness caused by 
the loss of blood was so great that he relapsed, again 
into unconsciousness, and was conveyed to hia 
quarters, Judili dowly riding by hie side. 
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Twilieht had deepened into night when Edwy 
reached Jbis tent. Sad and silently he l^ad walked 
home ; sad and silent though a conqueror, and 
England's acknowledged King — ^his very sonl hleed- 
ing for the fate of Cedric. 

Kaoul was at his side, wrapped in profound medi- 
tation, not even by a look disturbmg the King's 
musings. • 

V^lien he arrived at the tent the Knight tamed 
Eiide. 

*' Stay," said £dwT, beckoning him to enter. 

The 6riton obeyed. 

** Sir Baoul," continued the King, when the cur- 
tains had closed around them, " thon hast proved 
thyself a brave warrior and a tiusty follower. When 
I was ccntending alone, cut off from my troops, and 
that cowardly Dane crept behind to aim a blow at 
my side, it was thine aim that saved the Saxon 
Kmg. What can I do to reward thee, my valiant 
deliverer, and to show my gratitude to Govinda ? 
Name a boon, young chieftain, that shall liquidate 
the debt I owe thee, and let me hope thou wilt 
remain in the royal army." 

*• Gracious King," replied the warrior in faint 
tones, ** I am more than lewarded in thy thankp, 
and in having had the privilege of serving thee 
Baoul desires no higher boon. For the rest I may 
not tarry in the Saxon airoy. My mission was to 
fight for Edwy of England when in difficulty. 
Edwy of England, crowned and victorious, neecls 
the British Knight no longer. With thy leave I 
would fain return to mine own people." 

The King extended his hand, which the ycnth 
raised to his lips. ** Nay, Sir l^aoul," he eaid with 
a smile ; ** we cannot spare thee yet, thou must 
tarry in the. camp till the war is decided ; one 
victory does not always ensure permanent success ; 
and the ranks of my brave knights have been sadly 
diminished. Wilt thou not, before retiring for 
refreshment and rest, remove that casque and let 
the King see the face of his unknown friend ?" 

"I am vowed never to raise my visor," said the 
knight gravely. ** At thy request, noble King, I 
will linger till peace be established ; permit me now 
te withdraw, for I feel somewhat weary." 

" Ha ! what is that ?" exclaimed the King, as the 
youth, turning to depart, staggered and fell against 
the stakes of the tent, while a stream of olocd 
poured from his shoulder. 

•*Thou art wounded, Sir Raoul, and severely," 
said Edwy, assisting him to raise himself ; ''let me 
call mjr leech." 

*' It is nothing," muttered the knight, making an 
effort to move away, but the exertion renewed the 
faintness, and he sank to the ground. 

The King laid his hand on the clasp of the youth's 
helmet ; in a case, perhaps, of life and death he 
deemed even a secret must be broken ; be.sides, 
none were present to read the mystery save him- 
self. 



He raiseil the vi«ir. 

A shower of dark brown cmrls ; then a pale^ 
beautiful face was revealed. 

The face of Govinda ! 

A rush of strange emotions sent the blood to the 
King's heart, and blanched his cheek. There was 
then no time to analyse these mingled felhngs ; 
gently, he bathed the pale brow of the brave 
priestess — his Elgiva's friend ; his own devoted 
sister — and anxiously watched for sign4 of returning 
life. 

Soon they came. 

The large dark eyes of Govinda were fixed upon 
his face at first unconsciously ; then, raisins her 
hand to her face, the colour rushed to her cmeek, 
and she started from the Monarch's arms. 

** King Edwy, all unwittingly thou hast penetra- 
ted my disguise," she exclaimed in indignant tones. 
**Jt now only remains for me to leave it to thine 
honour, to preserve my secret from thy followers. " 

** Nay, Govinda, that were a needless request," 
replied Edwy, " thy wishes on this point, and all, 
are sacred to one whom thou hast so nobly served. 
There is no cause for a blush to stain that cheek. 
In proving thyself a brave warrior, thou hast lost 
nothing of the dignity of true womanhood. There 
is naught in that gentle, generous heart, the ten- 
derest of thy sex, might not claim kindred to. 
Now, Govinda, let my leech attend to that wounded 
arm, and for to-night occupy a private chamber in 
my tent, which will be more retired than thine own 
quarters. I shall consider thy consenting to do 
tnis as a pledge of thyipardon for a discovery, which 
has only deepened my gratitude and respect." 

**I will accept thine offer," said the priestess, 
after a few moments pause, during which she stood 
with her eyes bent upon the ground ; " but I need 
not the leech's assistance : my wound is a slight 
one, and can be healed by mine own remedies. It 
was but a momentary jmintness, and has passed 
away." 

Courteously the King raised Govinda's hand to 
his lips, and conducted her fb an inner recess in his 
tent ; then rejoined his nobles who were waiting 
without. 

The army had hard work to perform ere m'ght 
fell. Bearing the wounded to the encampment, and 
disposing of the prisoners. It was late before those 
who could be spared sought their pillows, and slept 
long and profoundly. 

It was only a brief slumber snatched by 
England's victor King, when, after attending to all 
necessary arrangements, he sought the chamber of 
his tent, where lay the dead form of one, who the 
preceding night had been his living companion. 

Long he kept vigil beside the dead wairior — 
remenu)ering much — hoping much — all the rich 
past of love, from boyhood's shining hours to early 
manhood's graver cares, and deeper joys, — hoping^ 
for the bright to come^ when the friendshu) ^^ 
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sweet on earth would be renewed, and perpetuated 
for ever. Sleep closed the weary eyes as he knelt 
beside the loved Cedric. 

Through all that night, Judith sat by her lord's 
coneh, pillowing his head on her bosom — bathing 
his fevered brow. 

Once the large black eyes of the Etheling un- 
closed, and, meeting the beautiful face besiding 
over him, the fire of nis old ardent love re-kindled 
in their depths, dispersing for a moment the dull 
clouds ot suffering, and the memory of every bitter 
feeling. His lips moved as if to speak. 

Judith bent down and pressed a kiss upon them. 

Adalbert again suuk into slumber. 

Eudora lay unconscious and delirious in the ad- 
joining compartment, wa'oched orer by the King's 
leech. 

So ended the eve of the battle. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE BREAKING OF THE CONVENT FETTER. 

Burning with rage and mortification, the rebels 
sought the shelter of Earl Ordmer's castle. 

With dinted helm, torn plume, and broken 
sword ; their once bright armour speckled with 
blood, and covered wibh dust ; they retraced their 
course to the frowning stronghold ; from which they 
had proudly Issued, flushed with the hope of 
victory. 

Edgar's soul was stung with divers fierce pas- 
sions ; his pride and heart alike wounded. His 
Eride that he had suffered such a signal defeat ; his 
eart, that he could not lay before the feet of thft 
young Etheldreda, the diadem of a conquered 
kingdom. 

Bunstan's emotions were impossible to decipher, 
as tlfey were covered by a thick veil of impenetrable 
mystery. 

But one tall horseman of the party ever urged 
his war steed faster, and yet faster, tUl its reelong 
sides were wliite with foam. The raised visor dis- 
played the pale face of Earl Ordmer ; the eyes dis- 
tended with horror, and big drops of anguish 
starting from the brow. 

But fly as the stout earl might, the vultures of 
despair and remorse kept pace w th him, lacerating 
his bleeding heart with their sharp talons. Curses, 
interminglad with groans, burst from his parched 
lips. NoU'S dared approach hi n ; all held aloof ; 
his wild sorrow was too awful foi' the bravest heart 
to encount«3r. 

Now the battlements of the k rdly castle loom in 
sight; crowtled by anxious waidens and soldiers, 
looking out eagerly for tidings oJ the battle. They 
spy a small hwj of horsemen, and recognised their 
master in the foremost ridei. 

The question is answered ; tlie panting steeds, 
speeding as though life and death hung on their 



headlong gallop, proclaim the truth, that they are 
fugitives flying before their victois. 

The drawbridge is lowered ; the earl dashes into 
the court-yard, and flings himself from his ex- 
hausted chargsr, whose trembling limbs can hardly 
Bui>port his weight. 

Without a word or si^ to his faithful servitors. 
Earl Ordmer strides through the hall ; and gaining 
his own apartments, secures the entrance with a 
fierce clang, whicn reverberated through the whole 
building. 

The discomfited party, left behind, drew bridle 
before the frowning door, and dismouutiug, repaired 
to their respective quarters. 

As the knight with the green scarf was passing 
through the hall, his arm was tpuched. With an 
impatient gesture the intruder'^ hand was flung 
away ; but the magic words—" I would speak with 
thee, daughter, for a moment," subdued the angry 
feeling; and the disguised Algitha turned aside 
into one of the window recesses ; —in the same hall 
where they had avraited Cedric, to make his 
decision ; a decision which had proved fatal to 
himself and his stricken father. 

The enraged Atheling sought his chamber alone, 
for his false friend, Brithric, whose evil counsels 
had so perverted the mind of the royal youth, lay 
a pale, bleeding corpse on the battle field ; his 
baleful influence over the prince, broken by death. 
Sithric, who had escaped unhurt from the fray, 
though he had exposed his life a hundred times, 
cast a longing glance at the proud maiden, a? she 
waited Dunstan's communication. What recked 
the noble if a hundred battles w ere won or lost, so 
that the bright prize, the hope of his life, was 
gained. But he plainly read from the fixed brow, 
the haughty glance, and the earnest attention 
Algitha bestowed on the benedictine, that this was 
not the time to put in his claim. 80, reluctantly, 
the young Thane of Thirlestaine withdrew. 

" Daughter," said the Monk, attentively perusing* 
the maiden's face; "the fo€:3 of the Holy Church 
have been triumphant. The C.-oss is stained red 
with the blood of its valiant defenders ; but let us 
not despond. If our banner of peace and justice 
has been trampled to the eartU by the feet of the 
wicked, the retribution is bi t ti clayed. Dunstan's 
prophetic soul knows it will yet surely come. Yes, 
though years may interveno, and oceans of blood 
separate us from the desired goul ; the Church will 
eventually crush her enemies beneath her feet. 
But speak. Lady Algitha, 1 w )uld listen to thy 
words on a subject so dear to us all. To mine ear 
thou may'st freely confide every thought of thy 
heart." 

** Father," she answered with a heavy sigh — a 
sigh of the longing soul to escape from the dark 
chains which held it a strug^jling captive ; " we are 
signally defeated ; without hope of redemption, 
unless some miracle is wrought in our favour ; our 
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schemes destroyed like the frail gossamer threads 
the spider weaves for his prey ; our troops defeated, 
our bravest leaders dead, the rest prisoners ; who 
could have the heart to take the field ag^ain in the 
face of such discouragements. Besides, I know my 
father, Earl Ordmer, will never draw steel again 
after his sword has pierced the breast of his only 
son. He now hates me, hates us all, viewing us as 
instruments in Gedric's destruction, in inciting him 
to oppose his son on the tented plain. Knowing 
these facts, canst thou marvel that I consider oar 
cause lost, and feel that we all lie helpless at the 
mercy of the outraged King." 

**I think not so despondingly as thou dost, 
daughter,** remarked Dunstan, persuasively ; ** but 
believe that when the first wild burst of grief and 
remorse is over, Earl Ordmer will strive to win 
peace for his lacerated heart by action, and we 
shall soon enlist him again as one of our bravest 
leaders. In an hour or two I will seek him, and 
try what Christian counsel, and sympathy, can do to 
soothe liis despair. By-the-bye, lady, canst, thou 
tell me (for thou joined*st in the hottest strife as 
bravely as one of the most valiant of our warriors), 
who was that young knight with the white plume 
and plain armour, who performed such feats of 
superhuman valour ? He and thy brother Cedric 
turned the scale of victory, and forcec. the wreath 
from her hand, which would otherwise have been 
placed on our side.*' 

"The knight with the white plume,** said Algitha, 
a flush, for the first time, mounting to her face ; 
*'was Edwy of England. He fought like a true 
kins in defence of his crown and kingdom. 
Father,'* and the disguised maiden fell on her 
knees before her companion ; the wom: n*s heart at 
last breaking forth, and asserting its supremacy 
above all the evil passions that tried to force it 
down; **thon said'st I might pour out my whole 
Boul before thee ; and I will do so. Thou knowest 
my secret, and how, for ove of Kiiig Edwy, I 
have stained myself with murder, .reason, and 
perfidy ; and have forgotten my nan e, sex, and 
station. His beautiful queen has been :oully slain, 
and I am no nearer that love for w. ich I have 
sacrifice! everything, than I was at th( comi lence- 
ment. But Father, I will work no fui }her ti'eason 
against Edwy. I resign my dark, Liteful task. 
Oh, spare me ; in mercy spare me, ? loro crime, 
more bloodshed !*' Wildly she claspe L her white 
hands, as he knelt before her inexorabl judg3. 

**Rise,*' commanded Dunstan, sten ly ; ** thine 
own weak love has been thy destructioi ; and now, 
because thou dread 'st thou wilt neve * gain the 
heart of the young king, thou would'st lare to turn 
back, to desert the cause of the Cross. No, I will 
not permit it. The brighter will be t ly heavenly 
crown, if on earth thou art left lonely a id desolate ; 
the surer is the hope of eternal glory, if t line upward 
road is thick set with thorns. Thcu art still 



needed to play thy part in the great struggle, and 
I will not absolve thee from thy solemn compact, 
to devote soul and body to our sacred enterprise, — 
the restoration of the pure doctrine of the Church, 
throughout broad Eagland. How we shall yet 
prosecjute our undertakmg, I know not ; or whether 
a mightier Hand than that of war and violence, will 
not soon wrest; the sceptre from the hand of Edwy, 
and place it in his brother's grasp." 

** How meanest thou ?'* cried Algitha, springing 
to hor feet with dilating eyes; **I heard thee 
swear that no treachery should be used against the 
king." 

**Nor will there be,** said Dunstan, coldly ; 
"the hand I allude to is the hand of death ; against 
whose power there is no resistance. I know that 
King Edwy is not long for this world. His very 
talents, his genius, unfit him for the battle of life, 
which can only be waged successfully" (with a 
sarcastic smile), *• by those whose heart, and nerves 
are encased in adamant. The sorrows he has en- 
countered ha^e sapped the very fountains of youth 
and health, and worn the thread of life so fine that 
a breath might break it. So even if the changes of 
w^' prove agiinst us, we need not waiu long ere the 
crown devolvoa on Prince Edgar, without farther 
bloodshed. Now, daughter, our conference is 
closed ; but first promise me never to shrink from 
the path of cl nty, even though it seem dark to thy 
mortal vision." 

**I promise," replied Algitha, solemnly; "pro- 
mise to be true to tne end." 

The hand of Dunstan was extended in blessing 
over the bow "d head, as he slowly left the hall, to 
seek the proud owner of the castle. 

At the closed door of Earl Ordmer*s chamber the 
Benedictine }jaused. He gently knocked ; no an- 
swer. A louder and a louder suumions passed un- 
heeded. Then Dunstan, seizing a battle axe which 
lay outside the threshold, struck with its 
ponderous handle with all his might against the 
entrance door. 

A step was h -3ard, and a terrible voice, the voice 
of the earl h^m^elf, demanded who was there. 

**.Ct ia Dimtan,*' answe;ed the monk; *'who 
desiies to pcuv the balm cf consolation inti> thy 
stricken heart." 

" (yowled i baiter, avaunt," yelled Ordmer, in a 
voic»5 that shjok the very roof ; "out of my bight, 
thou and thiiie accursed crew ; who have ma le me 
imbrue iiy hmis in the blood of mine only t on, a 
single hair fr)m whoie heal was more valuade to 
me, than the lives of all thy rebel band. Be jjone ; 
but first hei.r me swear by Thor and Odiii, the 
gods of my mighty ancestors, that the first person 
who comes u:isummoned to my door, be it evtn my 
daughter Al^'itha, 1 will run through the boily like 
a yelping citr ; and may mine arm fall withered 
from the roots, if it ever takes up sword a^ain 
against my lawful king. Begone ; thou smooth- 
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tongned, glossing hypocrite. Thou hast plunged 
my soul into the tortures of hell, but shalt not ^ut 
•thme hateful eyes by contemplating thy fiendish 
work. Begone, I say.*' 

The Benedictine quailed before the storm, and 
left the chamber door muttering — 

** Our strongest prop has fallen ; no matter, 
Bunstan will sustain the tottering edifice himself." 

During this interval the beautiful Algitha had 
arrayed herself in woman's garb, and with an un- 
natural light shining in her dark e^ es, and a deep 
red staining her smooth cheek, had summoned her 
young sister to join her in the hall. 

The golden haired Etheldreda obeyed with 
alacrity. A word from those ruby lips had told 
her that Atheling was safe. The trusting heart de- 
manded no more. 

The two sisters descended to the hall ; the 
younger in perfect ignorance of the untimely fate 
of her brother, and Algitha left the painful task of 
informing her to others. 

Etheldreda withdrew to a window apart, and as 
she gazed at the wintry prospect, marvelled that 
her princely lover did not hasten to her side. 

A step was heard ; Algitha knew it but too well ; 
it fell like death on her throbbing heart. 

Sithric entered, arrayed in festive attire, and 
advancing to her took her hand with privileged 
assurance. 

'* My brightest, my matchless Algitha ; mine at 
last," exclaimed the young Thane ; as he gazed 
rapturously at the maiden, who was arrayed in a 
ti^ht fitting vest of crimson, slashed and laced 
with gold ; ner long flowing white skirt bordered 
with the same rich hue ; her magnificent hair 
caught up by a golden circlet, though its rippling 
glossy lengths fell far below her supple waist ; her 
ruby lips parted to a strange smile ; as she turned 
her face from the ardent gaze of her triumphant 
lover : " I have fulfilled the conditions of our com- 
pact ; and though fortune has not smiled on our 
arms, she has smiled on mine ardent love, and 
given to mine eager grasp, the treasure I have ven- 
tured so much to win. Say, fairest Algitha ; are 
not my words true, and is not this lovely hand 
fairly mine own ?" and he passionately raised her 
white fingers to his lips ; while he longed, but 
dared not venture, to clasp her to his throbbing heart. 

The maiden turned deadly pale ; her lips lost 
their coral tinting ; her wild, free nature, grand, 
in spite of all its crimes, rose in strong revolt 
against yielding itself up to an inferior being ; she 
pressed her disengaged hand against her heaving 
breast, while her splendid eyes dilated and flashed 
with meteor brilliancy. 

"Sir Sithric," she at last replied; "thou art 
n^t, my hand is nobly won. In four days from 
this time thou may'st claim me as thy bride, when 
and where thou wilt. Algitha promises it ; and 
win keep her word." 



With a wild gesture of delight the lover tried 
to draw her nearer towards him, but c^e firznly 
resisted. 

"Xot yet, not yet," she murmured ; "thou art 
not yet my lord and master. I can submit to no 
caresses till the allotted period arrives ; then I am 
thine entirely, Sithric of Thirlestane." 

" Thou art too cruel, beautiful Algitha," he ex- 
claimed reproachfully; "but my probation will 
soon be accomplished, and on the fourth day thou 
must- become my bride without an hour's delay. 
That will be only just, my proud enslaver, when I 
have loved so long and hopelessly." 

" As thou wilt," answered the lovely girl sadly ; 
a peculiar smile resting on her arching lips, which 
Sithric afterwards remembered too well ; and she 
seated herself in the window recess, the jovaig 
Thane by her side ; jealously retailing the white 
hand, so soon to be his own ; and breathing into 
her ear words of burning lovie, to which the 
maiden, absorbed in her own sad thoughts, gave 
little heed. 

So time stole on ; till the Atheling, whose angry 
passions had softened down, from the combined 
influence of solitude aud having no ill adviser to 
fan them into flame, came down to the banquetting 
hall to seek Etheldreda ; having been informed by 
one of her attendants that she was there, in com- 
pany with her sister. 

That light royal step fell on a listening ear, and 
an exquisite blush mantled the childish face of the 
young betrothed as the prince advanced towards her. 

Timidly rising, she was soon clasped to his heart ; 
her beautiful head hidden in his bosom, her bright 
golden hair falling round like a veil. 

" Etheldreda, my fairest, my lovely one ;" whis- 
pered the dark eyed Atheling, as twining one arm 
round her slender waist, he drew her closely to his 
side in the recessed window ; her glossy curls 
sweeping his shoulder, as she reclined m the happy 
confidence of love and youth, on his princely 
breast. 

"Art thou glad to see me safe returned; and 
hast thou no curiosity to learn how we have fared 
in the late battle ?" 

"Oh Edgar, Edgar," replied the maiden; "I 
have wept and prayed so for thy safety, that when 
1 knew tiiou wert unhurt, my full heart craved for 
nought besides. The issue of the strife is indifferent 
to me, save as it affects thy happiness. But tell 
me, is my brother Cedric unharmed ; and art thou 
victorious ?" 

"We are defeated," answered the Atheling, 
hoarsely. "My brother, my hated brother, has 
gained the battle ; and nearly all our troops are 
slain. The crown, with wmch I would have 
crowned thy beauty, and mine own hopes, still rests 
on brows unworthy to bear it. It is vain to 
struggle with an iron destiny. I hate my very ex- 
istence, and but for thee, sweet one, would never 
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again have set foot in these detested walls. As to 
iSv brother, I know nought about him.'* 

How could he tell that guileless being, whose 
•oft anns encircled his neck, the dreadful fate of 
Cedrio, 

"Oh^ dearest Edgar,'' murmured Etheldreda, as 
she tried to torn his face towards her with one of 
her small dimpled hands ; " I love thee far better 
than if then liad'st brought me the crown of a 
kingdom, -jptrhich, forgiye me for saying so, would 
nerer have been justly won. 1 am too young and 
ignorant to discuss these grave matters ; but I feel 
sure thou would'st never have been happy with 
England's diadem unlawfully thine own. Oh, 
Edgar ; while we are young, and have love, hope, 
and an untroubled conscience, why should we 
desire more f ' 

The prince bent his haughty head, and pressed 
his lips to the maiden, whose beautiful face was 
dyed with blushes, ^ like a timid fawn, she tried 
to release herself from his embrace. 

*'Nay, fair Etheldreda,'' he remarked, half jest- 
ingly ; " I never expected such a homily from thee, 
as grave as though delivered by some mitred abbot. 
But I do not chide thee, dearest," observiug the 
blue eyes fill with tears at even the shadow of a 
reproof ; ** thy love is so sweet to Edgar, he would 
not part with it even to gain a throne. But all is 
not lost yet. Next time we meet, my proud brother 
may have occasion to lick the dust at my feet." 

How little thought the royal youth that he him- 
self would be prostrate to the earth with self- 
abasement, when he met the injured king. But 
who can read the future ? 

"The worst part of the business is," continued 
the Atheling; "that I fear thy father. Earl 
Ordmer, aft^' (here he paused and bit his lips, 
remembering his future bride's love tor Oedric) ; 
*' after such a signal defeat, will never care to bear 
arms again. Even so, Edgar of England has still 
many friends left, who will rally round his banner, 
and he will yet bring Eiheldreda the laurel leaf of 
victory, twined round the golden circlet of the 
Saxon crown." 

▲ loud barking and baying was heard outside, 
and through the naif opened door Cedric's two dogs 
rushed up the spacious hall to the feet of Ethel- 
dreda, where they crouched and whined. Suddenly 
they sat up on their haunches, and throwing back 
their heads, uttered such a wild fearful howl, that 
every one who heard it involuntarily shuddered. 
Again and again they renewed that doleful cry, 
then turning round, with their bushy tails sweeping 
the polished rush strewn floor, ran swiftly out 

of the door. 

"How strangely those dogs behave," remarked 
the maiden. "Poor Cedric, it seems as though 
they were moumint; for his absence." 

Yes, they were mourning; but for an absence 
Irom which their young mai^ would never return. 



So engrossing had the conversation been, that no 
one had noticeid the entrance of a small mounted 
party into the castle court. 

At this moment the seneschal of the castle en- 
tered the hall, and advancing straight to the young 
prince, said with a profound reverence — 

"My royal lord and master, a lady would speak 
with thee. I have conducted her to one of the 
%ide chambers, and she bid me tell thee her errand 
was one of the utmost importance." 

"A lady." cried Edgar, starting up in amaze; 
" did she give her name ?" 

"No my Prince," replied the seneschal, "but she 
bade me deliver thee this ;" and he placed a small 
scroll in the hand of the astonished Atheling. 
Hastily undoing the silken thread, Edgar read these 
few words : — "A messenger from thy mother, Queen 
Elgiva, awuts thee." The royal youth hesitated 
no longer; with a whispered explanation to the 
'anxious Etheldreda, and a promise of a speedy 
return, he followed the seneschal from the apart- 
ment. He met Dunstan at the door, who, merely 
saying "Heaven bless thee, my son," let him pass 
without further remark. 

The Benedictine advanced to Algetha and whis- 

gered a few words in her ear. When she heard of 
er father's fearful oath she started, and said, in a 
low tone, "This but confirms mine own fears. " 

Three or four of the rebel nobles now dropped in 
to talk over the battle, and the veiled, but deeply 
momentous future, with Dunstan. 

Algetha took advantage of their entrance to glide 
from the hall, her graceful figure followed by the 
eager gaze of her lover tiU it was lost to sight. In 
the meanwhile Edgar had been shown into a low 
apartment, hung with gorgeous tapestry ; rich 
crimson velvet couches, covered with costly skins, 
bound in gold, and embroidered footstools were 
scattered about. A tall lady, closely veiled and 
robed in the deepest sables, was standing, leaning 
against the casement, and a heavy sigh smoto his 
ear as he entered. 

The Prince politely bowed to the stranger, and 
remarked, "Ihou comest, madam, from Queen 
Elgiva, pray deliver thy message ; I am her son. 
Prince Edgar. " 

The Unknown advanced slowly and threw np her 
veil, the plain white band of a nun met the youth's 
astonished gaze ; but the features, the beautiful, 
though wasted features struck faintly on some half 
broken chord -of memory, too faintly for it to fully 
vibrate. " Dost though remember me ? " she ques- 
tioned, her dark eyes seeming to read the soul of 
the proud Atheling who stood so fearlessly before 
her; "hast thou a dim vision, far back, in thy 
days of childhood, of a royal palace, and a stately 
dark haired lady ?" 

**1 have," said the Prince, "the past comes np, 
obedient to mjr call ; that dark lady was my mother ! 
I_see her entering the room where I and my brother 
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are at play ; I see her glaaoe at us, then pass on 
%vithoat bestowing a word or smile in return for 
our anxious caresses ; but she has been lost to us 
for years, buried in the gloom of a convent ; and, 
sj.ye the bare name of mother, we are without 
parents. 

But, madam, I shall be glad to learn from thine 
own lips any message she may have given thee for 
me." 

** Edgar of England," replied the stranger, ** I am 
thy mother, Qaeen Elgiva ; T have lefE the coavent 
t'xpressly to see thee, and to know from thee if the 
taje they told me was true or false, tliat thju hast 
dared to raise thy rebellious and Cain like hand 
against the King, thy brother, and conspire to take 
away his Crown ?" 

The Queen's eyes shone with their old lustre as 
she questioned her son, who, overwhelmed with a 
mingled tide of feeliugs, remained mute and mDtion- 
les3 before her. Then, with the svarm heart whicii 
laapt up at the toach of nature, and goodness, when 
uainfluenced by evil counsel, the Prinee rushed 
towards her and tried to clasp his arms round her 
neck, exclaiming, in a voice of deep joy, — 

'• Oh mother ! mother ! so long lost but now 
restored, bless and kiss thy son, whose heart at 
once acknowledges thee, and who would desire to 
show thee the affection which thine own will has 
hitherto prevented hU displaying," and again Edgar 
essayed to embrace his mother. Coldly and firmly 
he was repulsed ; the pale face looked gravely ab 
him, the arms were folded on the breast, while 
the caresses of the long parted son were firmly re- 
fused. 

** Edgar," said his queen mother, in a voice whose 
cutting coldness resembled the north wind, *' think 
not I will receive thine affection or acknowledge 
thee as my son whilst thou art in arms against thy 
brother, an anointed sovereign ! No, false traitor 
to thy name and lineage, down on thy knees and 
demand pardon of Heaven ; then supplicate the 
mercy of thy king. If thou refusesb," and her 
brow darkened, thou wilt take a mother's curse 
with thee which will shadow and blast thy young 
life. 

Thy mind has been influenced by false and per- 
fidious men who play upon thy weaknesses, and 
wish to raise thee to the kingly dignity, simply 
because thou wUb be an easier puppet in their hands 
than thy noble brother. 

Edgar, I bid thee fling away the vain dreams of 
ambition which have filled thy soul, and let thy 
beoter, nobler nature re -assert itself. Thinkest 
thou, poor boy, that the crown won by treason 
would not crush thee by its iron weight ; the purple 
mantle become a cloak to hide an aching heart ? 
Kemire and despair, the deadliest feelings of our 
nature, will haunt thy steps, blacken the fair face 
oi nature, and dog thee like untiring bloodhounds 
to an early grave ! But the day of repentance is 



not yet past ; thou art not too stained with crime 
to recede from the downward road, though the next 
step will plunge thee into irretrievable ruin. 

I have left my convent, again mingled with a 
world from which mine aching heart has withdrawn 
for years, to save my youngest son, to lead him to 
his brother's feet, and there win for him pardon and 
happiness. 

Oh ! Edgar, Edgar,*' and het eyes softened and 
her voice took a pleading tone, irresistably winning 
and tender, ''hast thou lost all m3mory of thy 
guileless childhood, when thygoldsn-haired brother 
was thine idol, protector, and friend ? Hast thou 
forgotten thy sunny youth whea, hand in hand, ye 
shared in each others sports and studies, with but 
one heart between ye ? Has the love of so many 
years utterly died out, and baen replaced by evil 
jealousy and hatred, simply because a crown rests 
on the head of one brother ? Shame ! shame ! that 
such a tinsel bauble should destroy the affection of 

ife time. 

Hasb th")u no sarrow, no pity for thy brother 
Edwy's miifortunes ; his idolised queen snatched 
away by a violent and bloody death by the lawless 
hands of some of the very men, with whom thou 
hast been conspiring. Ha ! thou start est ! this 
truth, then, has been kept back from thee. 

No, my son, thou hast been cruelly misled, but I 
will save thee from the agony of fruitless remorse. 

Try by thy love, thy o'^nitptice, to atone for the 
bitter wrongs thou hast inflicted, and in the re- 
stored confidence and affeotion of thy King (should 
he be generous enough to forgive) thou wilt find 
happiness and peace. Now come, my long parted 
Edgar, to the shelter of a mother's arms and heart," 
and she extended her long closed arms to receive 
the princely youth, for she saw that his soul had 
responded to her appeal. And it was so. 

Edgar's young mind was softened. He was 
transfixed oy dismay and horror when he heard that 
his beautiful sister-in-law had perished by the 
hands of the men whose party he had pledged him- 
self to join. * Then rose up the image of his betrayed 
brother, in all the beauty of the olden days. Youi^ 
as he was his principles for good or evil were not 
firmly rooted ; the better angel triumphed, and 
the Atheling rushed to the long sighed for sanc- 
tuary of a mother's love, sobbing out his penitence 
on her breast. Fondly Queen Elgiva pressed her 
rescued son to her heart, and as she did so a thrill 
of long lost peace and joy vibrated through her soul, 
a peace and joy which years of fasts and penances 
had failed to bring. 

**Thou hast conquered," murmured the Prince in 
broken accents, ** thou has conquered, my long lost 
mother ; lead me to mine injured brother, that on 
my knees I may implore his pardon ; but, oh, be- 
lieve me, had I only known how his queen had met 
her end, I would, though it had cost me my life, 
have that very moment abandoned my traitorous 
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and orael schemes. Bad as 1 am I cotild not have 
associated with rebels whose hands were stained 
b^ royal and innocent blood ;" and the boy buried 
his pale face in his clasped hands. 

** My noble Edgar,'' replied the widowed queen, 
in a transport of delight, ** nobler in thy tears and 
rk;hteons sorrow, than wert thou crowned Monarch 
ofthe World ; thy mother feels this is the proudest 
hour of her life, and devoutly thanks Heaven for 
permittiog her to be the humble instrument of 
making peace between her two sons." Gently she 
drew the youth towards her, and gazed earnestly 
and tenderly at the bright beauty of his face ; the 
dark eyes speaking of his Cambrian descent, with 
scarcely a trace of his Saxon sire shining through 
the well cut lineaments. Searchingly she then 
questioned him about the last two or three years 
of his life. Edgar with the open candour of his 
age, told her everything without the shalow of 
concealment, how Brithric had always influenced 
his mind against his brother, and how he hira^^elf 
had secretly fretted and rebelled against the 
restraint the youne king wished to impose on him ; 
particularly (and the Atheling's cheek burnt with 
an ingenuous blush) in his love for Etheldreda. 

The Queen started and looked anxious as she 
heard the name, but did not interrupt her son. 
Rapidly the Prince told how he had been entrapped 
by this very affection into joining the rebel party ; 
and how, after the first plunge into crime, he had 
banished all remorse, and could look calmly forward, 
without a single heart pang to wearing his brother's 
crown. 

The youth ceased, and his mother felt, as she 
gazed into his face, that he had laid his whole 
soul bare before her. 

*' What is that thou hast told me, Edgar, about 
thy love for Earl Ordmer's youngest daughter ? the 
child of a rebel nobleman is ho bride for my son ; 
besides the maiden is too young and unformed. I 
would thou had'st selected for thy future, partner 
one more fitted to be a guide to thy wayward 
nature ; but we will talk further of this in future 
years, if thy heart still continues constant." 

"Mother," replied the young Prince starting up 
impetuously, *' my love can never change. I am 
devoted to Etheldreda, as one of thy blood slioijld 
be, to the very gates of death. Do not dash the 
cup of happiness from my lips ; do not condemn a 
young life to sorrow and complete shipwreck, for in 
losing Etheldreda I lose all hope, and when that is 
taken from existence it ceases to be worth having. 
She is young it is true, but her heart is warm and 
affectionate. She ever urged me against conspiring 
for the Crown, and never mingled in any of the 
plots and treachery of this haunted Castle. 

As to her being Earl Ordmer's daughter that is of 
little consequence, for since the Earl slew his only son 
with his own sword, he will never, I am convinced, 
again raise a hand against his anointed Soyereign, 



My brother Edwy (should he rep3nt and hnmble 
himself), is noble enough to for^ve him, and for my 
sake mother thou must promise to exert thy in- 
fluence in my behalf, and, further, my love for this 
young maiden." 

" I will do so- my son,** answered the Queen, 
' * thou has nobly conquered thyself for my sake, and 
for thine I will receive the fair Etheldreda as an 
intended daughter. She is no stranger to me, she as 
resided for some years in the same convent. She 
is a dream of loveliness, and if her character and 
principles can be strengthened, I shall not regret 
that she is thy choice. 

Now," added his royal mother rising, "lead me 
to Dunstan and some of the leaders of the late 
rebellion, 1 would speak to them of their heinous 
crimes, and, if possible, avert furtiier bloodshed." 

Edgar rose from his seat, and taking the Queen's 
hand affectionately and proud Ij', led her to the 
banquetting hall, where Dunstan, Sithric, aud two 
or three other nobles still lingered. 

All gazed in surprise at the tall stately form clad 
in conventual garb which glide i swiftly towards 
them, and rose to their feet with an instinctive 
feeling of respect. 

" I perceive I am well nigh forgotten, " the lady 
exclaimed in thrilling accents, in a voice whose 
every tone was music, ** years of seclusion in a 
cloister's shade have banished from your memories 
all traces of your former Queen Elgiva, the widow 
of the murdered Edmund. 

Dead to the world my very memory has ceased 
to exist ; but I have come forth once more into the 
light of day, into the world from which I retired 
broken hearted, to do right and to repair treason 
and wrong. 

Dunstan, of Glastonbury, and ye nobles whose 
names I am ignorant of, ye have disgraced the 
Holy Religion ye profess by raising your disloyal 
hands, your traitor voices against your king. 

Thou, Dunstan, by thy learning aud genius hast 
seduced and perverted others to follow thine evil 
example, amongst whom is my son Prince Edgar. 

Happily, ere too late, I have saved him from thy 
toils, and shall obtain a free pardon for him from 
his kingly brother. 

For the rest," and 'her dark eye fell on the 
listening group, ** I have but one Word of warning 
— ^persist no longer in your disloyalty, lay down 
your traitorous weapons, and try by submission to 
win the clemency of your offended ^s wereign, for 
know that assuredly, as in the late battle, you will 
again be ignominiously defeated. Heaven is armed 
on the side of the right, and never will Edwy of 
England lose the crown of his ancestors, till sum* 
moned to lay it down by the King of Kings." 

Dunstan was collecting his energies to reply, when 
the seneschal entered, and, advancing towards the 
Queen, bent one knee to the ground, whilst he 
respectfully said ; — 
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^* Royal Lady, I am sent by my noble master, 
Earl Ordmer, who has just been informed of thy 
presence, to bid thee welcome to all his poor castle 
contains, and to inform thee, noble Queen, that 
thou art no longer in a traitor's stronghold, bu,t in 
the dwelling of one of King Edwy's most humble 
and faithful subjects ; and that all the guests now 
assembled in its walls, unless equally loyal and 
repentant for their past crimes, will be banished 
forthwith by the Earl's oommsinds. Also, royal 
lady, our master prays thee to hold him excused 
from paying his respects in person, but he is mpuru- 
ing the untimely death of his only son, my Lord 
Cedric, and cannot leave his chamber. 

I have, however, received the Earl's orders to 
attend to thy directions, most honoured Queen, 
whilst thou remaln'st in the Castle, and shall faith- 
fully endeavour to fulfil thy wishes." 

*'B,ise seneschal," replied the Queen, courteously 
extending her hand with the regal grace of former 
days, *'we accept the Earl's hospitality till to- 
morrow morning, when we set out to join the King, 
our son, in company with Prince Edgar. Inform 
Earl Ordmer also that we lament .the death of his 
son; but we rejoice to hear that he acknowledges 
his past offences, and trust that he will soon seek 
the pardon of his lord and king ; we now dismiss 
thee from our presence," and, leaning on her son'p 
arm. Queen Elgiva was turning away, when Edgar 
eagerly whispered — 

"My royal mother, leave not, I pray thee, till 
thou hast spoken some words of kindness to Eohel- 
dreda," and he drew her to the deep recess in which 
the maiden was seated. 

The moment the girl's gaze fell on the Qaeen she 
turned very pale, and fixed her large blue eyes 
imploringly on the face of her young lover, who 
affectionately said, — 

** My dearest, my royal mother. Queen Elgiva, 
has been informed by me of our affection, and intends 
to smile upon it." 

Like a shy fawn the beautiful maiden was about 
to bend the knee, when the stately Qaeen drbw her 
to her heart, and, kindly pressing a kiss on the 
smooth brow, remarked, — 

**Nay, Etheldreda, we are old friends, and now 
a new tie exists between us, as thou art the chosen 
bride of the Royal Athling ; Heaven bless and pre- 
serve both my children for many years," and she laid 
her hand on the golden tresses of the blushing girl, 
while Edgar looked on, a proud smile arching bis lip. 

** Now come with me to mine own apartments, 
fair child," said the Royal Elgiva, **I have much 
to say to thee ; " and, leading Etheldreda by the 
hand, escorted by the Prince, the Queen swept 
down the hall, without bestowing word or glance 
at the discomfited group, who stood uncertain what 
to say or do. 

Dunstan, to whom all eyes mutely turned in this 
crisis, calmly observed : ^ 



"For the present we must assume the olive 
branch of peace, but the tide will turn >yhen least 
expected. I, for my part, quit th-.s castle instantly, 
not being a faithful subject of the King, though 
obliged, for policy, to conceal my sentiments. " 

Signing the cross he immediately left the hall, 
and the rebels felt, with bitter dismay, that they 
had been playing a losing game, which might 
involve, loss or station, fortune, or even life. 

Oio, who had lingered in safety in Ofdm'Jr's Castle 
till the last total defeat of his party, on the first 
intimation of the ill success of the battle, and the 
despair and grief of Earl Ordmar, had (on the 
Queen's arrival) left the stronghold of the Danish 
noble, and sought refuge in a sanctuary. 

The Archbishop dreadei to remain in the E irl's 
Castle for fear he might be delivered up to the 
victorious sovereign by his repentant subject t3 
avert his own destruction, and the dark Od ) justly 
dreaded the punishment he would meet at the hanls 
of the outraged Saxon Monarch for his unparalled 
barbarity. 

No one had yet told the young Etheldreda the 
fate of her brother Cedric ; Elgar's evasive answers 
led her to hope that he was safe, an.l not the faintest 
suspicion of the dreadful truth had dawned upon 
her mind. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE DIVISION OP THE KINGDOM. 

Edwy of England sat alone in his tent on the 
second morning succeeding the battle. 

Without were the stirring scenes of warlike life. 
Fair haired warriors pacing up and dawn on guard ; 
others polishing their arms, attending t) their 
steeds, or ministering to the wants of the siok a. id 
wounded. The nobles and commanders were, many 
of them, collected in groups near a large pavilion, 
erected by the royal tent for a meeting of the chief j, 
which the King had convened at noon. 

An eager look of excitement shone on the f i^es of 
the knights and thanes as they expressei their 
opinions as to the probable issue of the conference. 
All united in the hope that Edwy would prosjcate 
his, success still further, and lead them to the 
stronghold of the rebels — Ordmer's Castle — tliat 
they may strike down the very root of treason, and 
yet more fully slake their thirst for strife in streams 
of human gore. The sword once drawn from the 
Saxon seaboard was not easily restored to its sheath , 
or the spirit of vengeanc 3 quelled in her par^iit. 
No ! even though the corses of the burie I slain of 
their own nation, and many familiar friends lay 
around, in graves dug by the soldiers, the sad aid 
solemn warning was unheeded, and tha warriors 
longed to be the occupants of the guarded space 
where the royal flag waved, that they might give 
the word to march. 
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Senerons praise of Sir Baonl, and desire to see bim 
onoured, is well pleasing to thy King, and shows 
how a brave heart can conqner national antipathies. 
and acknowledge valour in whomsoeyer it may 
exist. The Cambrian Knight has declined any 
bonours in the Court or c<imp, bat the cross of 
valour, which we have bestowed on you, he 
assuredly shall accept, and with it the tribute of the 
Saxon army, that he was among the bravest in the 
field." 

Sir Raoul advanced, and with a graceful obeisance, 
said in sweet, rin^g tones, ''Xoble King, and 
brave Saucons, the British Knight is proud to accept 
this token of favour from Edwy of England, and 
the kind praises of his subjects. With joy he sees 
the white horse victorious ; with joy he predicts its 
future successes, for the old feeliug of ill-will to the 
conquerors of his country is lost in respect for the 
present illustrious Sovereign.'^ 

A pallor stole over Edwy's cheek — ^a pallor and 
weary look as of one sorely needing rest. It was 
with almost an eftort that he raised his drooping 
head when the Knight ceased speaking, and addressed 
his subjects in tones lower than their wont from 
weakness. 

** My brave nobles," having settled the question 
of distinctions for the present, we must now unfold 
the purpose for which the council was convened. 
Heaven has blest our arms, and given us victory. 
The enemy are routed before the sword of justice, 
and the crown is secured to your lawful Sovereign. 
The small band of rebels who escaped, and the 
large number of prisoners we retain, puts it out of 
the po«ver of the most obdurate to continue the 
rebellion for the present. Yes, my subjects, we 
are victorious, but the triumph is too dearly pur- 
chased by the country, llie best, the noblest 
blood in England has watered the field ot fight, 
and robbed the land of the sinews and strength she 
so greatly needed. It behoves us all, from the 
highest to the lowest, to shrink fiom no personal 
sacrifice by which permanent peace maybe obtained 
for this harassed isle. Permanent peace, resulting 
from a nation united among themselves ; united to 
their ruler, and only drawing the sword to repel 
foreign aggression. Such a prosx)erous state of 
affairs can hardly be expected under our circum- 
stances. The enemy are trampled, but not extin- 
guished; the same flame of disaffection te the 
throne may break out again, the next time causing 
England to be the funeral pile. From the earliest 
ages this realm has been the prey of invaders, 
owing to her internal contentions. If, like true- 
hearted sons of the soil of our adoption, we wish to 
see this fair country great and glorious, as I have 
dreamed and prayed she might be, we must heal all 
her bleeding wounds with the balm of peace ; we 
must cover her hostile members with the invin- 
cible armour of unity. My trusty lieges, Edwy of 
England desires to set yott an example of doing 



this* My dearest Hopes are entwined round my 
country ; willingly would I have lived, willingly 
would I have died for her. I accepted the crown 
with the sole aim of benefiting my people ; but the 
aim has not been accomplished. My reign has been 
marked by misfortunes. I allude not to personal 
troubles, but to those which have attended my 
kingly administration. My efforts to ameliorate 
the condition of the i)eople, and improve the faulty 
code of law and morals, have signally failed. My 
endeavours to support the more enlightened and 
apostolic views of the church have drawn down 
redoubled rancour from the Benedictine cler^, and 
added to their power, which is proved by the 
serious rebellion they have been the principal 
means of inciting. The blessings of peace which I 
strove so earnestly to procure for my subjects, and 
thus increase their prosperity, have been turned 
into opposite results, and now nothing is left 
Edwy to prove his love for England but to resign 
the crown he was not permitted to wear for her 
benefit, and to bestow it upon another — ^upon 
Prince Edgar." 

" Start not, my friends," he continued, observing 
an indignant and simultaneous rise of the Council, 
** There is nothing of undue submission in this act. 
Mine honour, as a man and a King, have been vin- 
dicated on the field of fight. The crown has been 
redeemed and secured. I yield it, not through sub- 
mission ; I resign it, as a victorious King, of mine 
own free will — as a gift for England." 

There was silence — ^breathless silence. 

Wonder, indignation, and grief held the Saxony 
speechless^ till Sir Ilajul broke the spoil with a 
glowing appeal. 

** Saxons I Saxons!" he exclaimed, laying his 
hand on his redoubtable sword, ** Are ye men and 
soldiers, tamely to allow your King to make this 
sacrifice ? to rob the country of the noblest King 
who ever swayed her sceptre sioce the days of hero 
Alfred ? Speak ! speak ! one and all. Protest 
against the step. Save Edwy of England from his 
too generous heart." 

As one man, the Saxons sprang to their feet. 

**We protest against the sacrifice," they ex- 
claimed with a tumultuous cry of emotion. 

" None but Edwy of England shall reign over us. 
Death to the rebels, and Sie rebel's Prince. Long 
live King Edwy. Death to the rebels." 

The cry was caught up by the troops without, 
and pealed forth its deafening loyal vindication ; 
stretched forth under the broad canopy of Heaven a 
Saxon protest against their King's desertion. 

Breaking through the tumult of cries and shouts, 
Hialmar of Surrey waved his hand for silence. 

** My noble Kling," he said, ** hear me express the 
sentiments of my companions and your subjects at 
large. We were silent for a moment, because indig- 
nation and inability to credit the evidence of our 
senses held us spell-bound. Bat now, as one man. 
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we protest against vonr resignation. We swear, as 
Saxon nobles, on tne emblem of our holy faith, to 
water England's soil with the blood of all her sons, 
ere a usurper wears thy crown. Oh ! my E^ng, 
thinkest thou ; thou art just to us. Have we 
ever swerved in loyalty to thee ? I for one moment 
was cajoled by false priests into signing that ever- 
to-be-reeretted deed of separation from thy sainted 
Queen, out these others," and he glanced at the 
excited assembly, "can show a fealty unstained 
even by that act. Why should we be deprived of 
our rightful Sovereign, because a set of traitor 
Priests and lawless Danes and nobles choose to 
murmur and rebel. Bight well have they been 
punished for their treason, but not sufficiently to 
secure decisive peace. Let us fight, my King, till 
not a traitor breathes in England. War I war ! is 
the desire of thy Council." 

He ceased, overcome with eager emotion, amid 
the loud plaudits of the assembly. 

The Bishop then rose, and with a thoughtful, 
earnest mien, said : — 

"My gracious King, permit me to add a few 
words on this important question, and as a servant 
of the Holy Church, cordially to acquiesce in the 
protest of the Council against thy proposal. As a 
minister of religion, I would further urge upon my 
King the serious evils resulting from such a step. 
The oath of Lord Surrey will bo kept by 
every loyal subject, and the evils of a yet more 
disastrous war entailed upon us. The people who 
love their King will be deprived of the good 
example of a faithful ruler, who, as years roll on 
and temper his youth, will become more and more 
endeared to their hearts. The efforts made to pro- 
mote the welfare of the country, though apparently 
markedbynooutwardsuccess, havenotpassedinvaio. 
With patience, the good seed cast into the ground 
shall assuredly one d^ bear eood fruit, worthy of 
the name of Edwy. I speak boldly, mine anointed 
King, as one who recognises no false delicacy when 
his Sovereign's real welfare is at stake. Before 
this Council I hesitate not to affirm that if thou 
resign the crown thou wilt do so in defiance of the 
decrees of Him who has chosen thee monarch of the 
realm, and thou wilt be guilty of a grievous wrong 
to the country, which no over-stained reasons could 
ever soften away. The vow which thou madest, te 
sacrifice all of happiness for England, demands, 
that instead of laying down the diadem, thou 
shouldest take it up, now that it is one of thorns, 
and wear it humbly until the King of Kings bids 
thee to resign it.'* 

The Bishop's sharp rebuke struck home to Edwy's 
soul, and convicted him of his sin. In the pride of 
despair, not meekness, he had sought to shrink 
from the^ Heaven-appointed task, and the sin had 
found him out in this public reprimand. The 
fervid resistance of his nobles was a sweet, yet 
bitter reflection. It showed him how impossible it 



would be to break the tie that bound them togetiier 
— a tie which he now learned was rivetted by love. 
But it was hard to relinquish the nearly-won 
freedom ; to resume the heavy sceptre. 

The wasting frame, weaker than those eager 
gazers imagined, or even tho Bishop dreamed, 
shrunk from the arduous task, while the proud 
spirit quivered at the idea of yielding submission, 
even to the right. 

Yes, it was a sharp struggle, fought out during 
those agitated minutes while the King sat pale and 
silent. 
But it ended in victory. 

A brief soul prayer ascended for wisdom and 
strength, and wisdom was granted him to do the 
best for England's peace — ^strength to conquer every 
lingering weakness. 

Fale, but with the light of a higher world illu- 
mining his face, making it more km^ly, more sub- 
duing, than when lit with earthly triumph, or the 
flush of human joy, the King rose, and fixing his 
lar^e speaking eyes fully on the face of Wulf stim, 
said in sweet calm tones : — 

"My worthy Bishop, I bow to thy just rebuke, 
and in presence of this Council acknowledge that I 
failed in allegiance to a Divine Master in wishing to 
resign altogether His mission of Sovereign com- 
mand. I rejoice in possessing a friend upright 
enough to reprove his Sovereign when in the 
wron^ ; I rejoice in being able to appreciate that 
f rienoBhip more than ever. " 

"And you, my brave nobles," he continued, 
turning to the warriors, while an intense pathos 
softened his melodious voice, "Never was your 
King BO justly abashed for doubting his influence in 
the kingdom as in this hour, when your sincere 
affection convinces him that he has not laboured in 
vain. The expression of this feeling compensates 
for the loss oc many hopes, and compels me to 
abandon mine own personal wishes, and a secopd 
time accept the crown. But though I yield in this 
respect to your desires, I solemnly affirm my inten- 
tion of sheathing the sword and prosecuting our 
advantage no further. England's pierced breast 
claims my sympathy ; her wounds shall be healed 
by love ana reconciliation. To remove all differ- 
ences, I intend to give free pardon to the rebels, 
and bestow upon my brother Edgar the sceptre of 
the Northern dominions, the boundary of our king- 
doms being the River Thames. This measure will, 
I trust, put an end to all future strife, and content 
the Danish part of the people. For you, my lieges, 
it only remains to prove your loyal affection by 
submitting to this unalterable decree of your Sove- 
reign. " 

There was no misunderstanding the fixed resolve 
of that young face. It was an unalterable deorde, 
and none could dispute its wisdom under the pre- 
sent state of affairs. After a hard struggle with 
their pride and affection for the King, the CounoU 
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yielded an aaaenty and the Chanoellor risizig, ex- 
claimed: — 

"My Lord and King, never did'st thou claii^ a 
luyrder sacrifice from oar allegiance. It is a sore 
day for England to need such a division, neverthe- 
less^ as humble subjects, we desire to obey thee in 
all things, and submit to the decree, though with 
deep regret." 

With a calm smile the King replied : — 

*'My Lord Chancellor, we trust that this act of 
seeming division will prove.one of real unity to the 
Anglo-Saxon Isle." 

Scarcely had he ceased speaking, and turned to 
Usten to the Bishop of Winchester, who again rose 
to address the assembly, than the attention of all 
was arrested by a sudden commotion outside, and a 
herald opening the folded curtains, with a low 
obeisance, announced that a lady and a knight 
craved an instant audience with the King. 

SHghtly surprised at the interruption, the King 
bade the herald inform the lady he could give no 
audience at present, and charged Leolf to conduct 
the strangers to one of the tents. 

The herald and page withdrew, and, carefully 
closing the curtains, approached the strangers, who 
stood m the ante-room. 

The lady who had come in a litter, veiled, 
and accompanied by a knight with his visor down, 
whose appearance excited no little wonder among 
the soldiers, had now flung aside her veil and 
mantle, and stood revealed before the admiring 
crowd of pages and squires in all her gentle beauty. 
A beauty etherealized by long fasting and vigils, 
but still shisiug forth in moonlight Splendour, 
proving the celebrity of those charms which in 
early youth won the heart of the Saxon Edmund. 

Bobes of black velvet flowed round her statdiy 
figure, sweeping the earth with the pride of ma- 
jesty. 

Long white flowing sleeves opening from the 
shoulder gave a cloudy grace to the tight black 
velvet under sleeves which were fastened at the 
wrists with diamond circlets. A collar and stoma- 
cher of the same gems glowed upon her graceful 
neck and slender waist. The long dark hair 
ne longer shrouded beneath the convent's 
band was wreathed round the brow and graceful 
head in rippling coils and volutes, starred with 
diamonds. From these rich plaits flowed a long 
white veil, falling in soft undulating folds round the 
figure. 

The page and herald stood speechless, lost in 
amaze before this beautiful apparition. 

"Wherefore lingerest thou?" exclaimed the lady, 
in imperious tones *'Lead me to the presence of 
ihe King." 

"Noble lady," replied the royal page with a 
deep obeisance. " The King is engaged in council, 
and bids me conduct thee to one of the adjoining 
teata, there to await his leisure. 



"Tell thy master," replied the stranger, ad- 
vancing to the rich folded curtains and drawing 
them aside with her small white hand, so as to 
permit her voice to be distinctly heard by all within 
the council. "Tell the King that Queen Elgiva, 
the Eoyal widow of his father, the late King 
Edmund, desires to speak to him." 

Those clear tones announced their own startling 
intelligence, and caused a thrill of amaze to pass 
through l^e wondering council. 

"Queen Elgiva. My mother" burst from 
Edwy's pale lips, as the sound of that sUvery voice 
awoke a cord of yearning love which had slum- 
bered in his heart's depuis for long, long, aching 
years. Eagerly he glanced forward. He saw 
the curtains fully drawn aside, saw the vision 
of Queenly beauty standing on the threshold, and 
felt the rush of ecstatic joy a mother's sacred 
presence gives. Ardently he desired to rush forward 
and faU at her feet, but the eyes of the council 
were upon him, the fetter of sovereignty, must bind 
down these leaping feelings and turn them to stone 
in the sacred hour of re-union. 

The strain imposed upon the bounding tumult 
of joy and surprise, told painfully on tne over- 
taxed heart, a fierce pang shot through its cords, 
for a moment they seemed still for ever. 

Pale as death, the King's face was buried in his 
handa 

The bewildered courtier's bad no eyes or thoughts 
but for their long secluded Queen — some of the 
oldest recognized her pale, spiritual beauty : with 
one accord, they rose with a movement of respect, 
and Hialmar advancing, bent the knee before the 
Eoyal visitor and bade her welcome among them. 
The Queen courteously acknowledged the greeting 
of the nobles. 

She had paused upon the threshold, overcome 
with a mother's emotions. 

The fair beautiful face of the warrior, who sat at 
the table ; a face as fair, and far more intellectually 
glorious than the one which had caused the British 
maiden to forget her people, seemed to recal to life 
the murdered Edmund. A rash of mingled fellings, 
remorse joy, and maternal love, swept through her 
soul, threatening to overthrow the long restraint 
of years. 

The salutation of the nobles restored her queenly 
calmness, and at once absorbed the mother in her 



mission. 



Meanwhile this scene gave Edwy time to recover. 
Sir Raoul's whisper, that none had observed him, 
enabled him successfully to shake off the deathlike 
f aintness ; but the effort told so fatally on his heart, 
that never again did its cords beat to health or vigour. 

Kising from his throne, pale '; and calm, though 
with every nerve quivering with suppressed emotion, 
Edwy advanced to the proud, beautiful wonian, 
more unknown to him thsui to many of his subjects^ 
tho%h he called her mother, 
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" Mj Royal Mother " he marmured respectfully, 
raising her hand to his lips, 'Hhou art more than 
welcome to our camp. " 

"Nay, my son," cried the Queen, with a sudden 
burst of impassioned feeling, **not thus must thy 
mother greet thee, come to my heart my long lost 
child, never more to be parted from me while life 
lasts." Her tender arms were folded round the 
warrior's neck, her mother's beating heart pressed 
to lus corslet, her tears flowed like rain upon his 
blood-stained armour, and Bdwy felt a joy, a 
strange restful calm, as he was folded to the shelter 
of that holiest of all human loves. Long and sacred 
was that embrace, mother and son forgot in its 
rapture, the presence of the outer world. 

With a feeling of profound respect, every eye 
turned aside, while tears flowed down many a 
bronzed cheek. Some of the young Knight's glanced 
curiously afc the Queen's companion, who had stood 
all the time motionless as a statue, with his visor 
closed. Edgar, for it was he, met their gaze, and 
his haughty spirit winced at the prospect of raising 
his visor and acknowledging his fault in their 

Eresence, it seemed so like cowardice, like the hum- 
lepleadingof an abject foe, but the sight of his 
brother, whom he recognised as the invincible 
Knight of the White Plume, the generous adversary 
who had saved his life, that sight conquered the 
momentary stirring of pride, and once more filled 
with remorse, he only longed to hear words of for- 
giveness from his outraged brother. 

With tears shining on her cheeks, the Queen rose 
from her son's embrace. 

** I have much to hear from thee mine own," 
she whispered, **.my heart longs to have thee all 
alone, after the weary years of absence — but first, 
I must accomplish the purpose which brought me 
hither, and made me conquer the natural reluctance 
to meet thee in public." 

The young King led his royal mother to the 
throne, and would have seated her thereon, but 
with a gentle, yet imperious gesture, she declined 
the post of honour, and accepted a chair, which 
was placed for her by Sir Kaoul. 

Meanwhile, at the King's command, the wonder- 
ing courtiers once more re-assembled round the table. 

** My Lords," said the Queen, rising, **I will not 
detain you with many words, but briefly unfold 
the mission, which has made me disturb your 
council. The sound of war, dread civil war, 
penetrated the conventual seclusion where I have 
lived since my Koyal husband's demise, and burst 
open the gates which 1 believed, had for ever 
closed me from the outer world. Forth from those 
rent portals I have come, too late to prevent 
bloodshed, but not, I trust too late to guard 
against the recurrence of a brother's feud. Victory 
has declared in favour of the rightful King. Heaven 
be praised for that, and I come to that victorious 
monarch, as a mediator, with the leader of the 



rebels, who seeks for pardon. I come as a mother, 
leading one son who has erred to the son, who is 
generous enough to forgive. Edgar, raise thy 
visor, and let thy mother feel that the past is 
atoned for me this hour." 

The young prince cast aside his helmet, and 
darting forward, flung himself at his brother's feet. 
Teara choked his utterance, generous tears— . 
springing from a repentant heart. 

** My King, whom I have defied and betrayed; 
my brother whom I have outraged, I come to entreat 
thy pardon, to cast my sword at thy feet, as on 
unworthy weapon, Edgar has no further right to 
draw, to implore thee in the presence of the nobles, 
who must and ought to despise me for my shame- 
ful rebellion — ^to implore thee to give me a just 
punishment for my conduct, that the load of re- 
morse may be lightened from my soul, and some 
day* I may hope to serve thee as a humble sub- 
ject." 

All were deeply moved ; none more so than idle 
mother, and the injured monarch. Her heart beat 
with intense gratitude, for she Imew that the 
Atheling was prouder, more princely in his manly 
abasement, than had he stood before her a crowned 
victor, but the slave of sin. 

Edwy's soul was unexpressibly touched. He re- 
joiced over the restoration of his estranged brother, 
so well and truly loved, but he grieved at the 
pain his heart must feel in making such a public 
avowal of his fault. 

Edgar ; mine own brother " he said, bending over 
the kneeling Knight and grasping his hand, *' more 
than ever my brother now. There is no need to ask 
forgiveness from me, my heart never cherished 
any feeling for thee, save regret at our unhappy 
estrangement, in which mine own too rigid rules, 
for thine improvement, and the baneful counsels of 
others have contributed too large a share to leave 
the blame with thee alone. Arise, take up thy sword. 
In laying it at thy sovereign's feet, the stain of 
rebellion is wiped away, and he restores it to thee, 
as to a victor in the hardest battle ever fought 
by mortal — the victory over self, in acknowledgmg 
thy fault. 

**What, still kneeling? art thou waiting for a 
punishment," added the King with a smile," then 
thy sovereign has one in store, one which he had 
prepared ere thy coming, for his brother. We andow 
thee with one half of our dominions, we charge 
thee to prove thy repentance for the past by wearing 
this crown worthily, by uniting with Edwy in 
striving to make our two kingdoms one in heart, 
hope, and name." 

The astonished Edgar sprung to his feet, an in- 
dignant flush staining his cheek. 

* * Never, ray gracious King he cried I never will 
I accept this gift. It is indeed the punishment of 
heaping coals of fire upon my head ! Surely thou 
believest the sincerity of my bitter regret, for 
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liAYiiig coveted the crown without tiying me with 
its offer now.** 

"Not 80^ exclaimed the King,'* thy generooa 
feeling only oonyinoes me how ri^t was my de- 
cision! Sdgar, we lay upon thee onr last royal 
conunandB, to kneel and accept this gift.** 

"My mother join in enforcing this decree." 

The Qneen's dark ^es scanned the fair face of 
her son. She saw the evanescent colonr on the 
transparent cheek ; the pretematorally bright eye, 
and gaessed with a motner^s instinct, that not for 
long would an earthly sceptre be grasped by the 
bright child of genius. 

Shoald she then hesitate from pride, about an act, 
which lightened a burden, already too heavy, and 
secured peace where it was needed to prok>ng life, 
to prolong it, alas, nothing more. 

"My son, she said** laying her light but com- 
manding touch on £dgar*s dark curls "Thou must 
submit to thy sovereign's noble resolve, the more 
r^kdily because it is contrary to thine own wishes, 
andprove thy love by obedience.** 

The Bishop of Winchester, and the other nobles, 
joined tiieir voioes of approval, but the love and 
praise rose and swelled towards the bright being 
they had learned to value when too late. 

Edgar kneeled down. 

His brother placed the diadem on his clustering 
ringlets. 

The diadem won not by sword and treason, but the 
divine spirit of love, and faith. 

Never did longed-for ^rize prove so agonizing to 
the possessor, llie punishment he sought for was 
indeed given him, and it proved the nobility of his 
nature that he felt it such. 

"With this diadem, said the King,*' we invest 
thee with the sovereignty of the north, which will 
shortly be solemnly bestowed upon thee. Kise King 
E^ar, and receive the fealty of the nobles." 

The blue^ of shame mantling his cheeks, the new 
monarch rose, «id luring down the crown upon its 
cushioD, cried 

"My King and brother, I accept the dignity 
thou hast offered me in accordance with thy royal 
command. But though I rule over the north, here 
me swear, before Heaven, and these nobles to rule 
only as a tributary sovereign, or office bearer, under 
Edwy's authority — ^referring all my deeds to thee, 
as my lawful King." 

Loud cheers rang through the assembly. 

Cheers for Edgar, and the Prince's eye grew 
bright at the well earned tribute. 

Gladly they pressed round him, bent the knee, 
and kissed his- hand, he the young vice-regent of 
their beloved Kiag. 

Sooi^ the news spread outside, and the soldiers, 
though at first averse to the project, when com- 
prehending it 'in this latter phase, joined their 
applause and cheered loudly for Edwy and his 
governor of the north, King Edgar. 



Weary and longing for rest, the King neverthe- 
less shewed himtielf to these trosty men, and with 
his mother leaning on his arm, and Edgar by his 
by his side addressed them in a few sturring words. 

As the royal party were moving to their tents, 
amidst bursts of enthusiasttc cheering a sudden 
commotion arose among the Saxons. A horseman, 
bespattered with mire, sou^t to force a way throuirh 
their ranks towards the King. The officers of the 
household passed through the throng to the spot 
and demanded the rider's business ; but he declined 
rovealing it to any one but the Kizig, and urgently 
sought to reach the royal party. The soldiery 
ojiposed this intention, and a disturbance commenced 
which attracted the King's attention, and made him 
send to enquire the cause. On being infonned of 
the case he commando I that the horseman should 
be conducted to the royal tent. 

"I will leave thee in an inner chamber, my 
mother," whispered Elwy, "and return to thee in a 
few minutes." 

** Thou art weary, my son,** she answered, " and 
need repose ; I will tarry with thee, and thus shorten 
the interview.'* 

A soldier, travel soiled and heated, bearing a 
gigantic sword, entered the royal presence, and, 
raising his vizor, bent the knee to Edwy. 

"Gracious King,'* he said, *' I am Earl Ordmer*s 
squire, sent by my lord to bring thee his sword, and 
to tell thee it will Qever again be drawn in battle. 
His castle is freed from its crew of rebels and sur- 
rendered to thee with aU his estates. His life is in 
thy hands — ^a life which it would be a charity to 
take, as it is pierced by remorse and grief for the 
death of his son. That death has so bitterly 
avenged the Earl's gnilt that he prays thee to grant 
the last request of a broken-hearted man — the body 
of Lord Cedric to be buried with his fathers." 

The sqaire paused, and laid the giant blade of 
Ordmer at Edwy's feet. 

The young King took the sword and gazed sor- 
rowfully and earnestly at it. 

It was the death weapon of Cedric. 

The sword of his dream. 

" Follow me," said tlie King, and he retired to a 
small tent adjoining his own. 

Edgar and the Queen moved thither silently. 

On a soldier's bier, covered with a crimson mantle, 
Uy the still form of a sleeping warrior. His bruised 
helm and soiled plume were oeside him, his sword 
upon his breast, his hands folded over it in 
prayer. Every line of the figure expressed that 
rapt, mysterious calm which succeeds the conflict 
of life, and which the marble has imaged forth and 
perpetuated in the recumbent figures visible in the 
cathedral's dimly-lighted aisles. 

The fair, calm face— the soft light enrls, waving 
over the lofty brow, made the repose, at first 
sight, seem that of life, not death. Bat the chill 
awful silenee of the tent—the dread, unmistakeable 
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presende of the dork destroyer, the last, foe— told 
of a slmnber which would never be broken by 
earthly Yoice. 

Adyancing to the cold form the King gazed with 
unspeakable tenderness on the white face, then bent 
down and laid the sword of Ordmer beside the 
dead. 

'* By the last of his race, the brayest of England's 
warriors, the noblest of her sons, I place the sword 
of !Earl Ordmer, to be buried with him whom its 
fatal stroke deprived of life. Tell thy master," he 
said, turning to the squire, ** that for the sake of 
this dead youth, dear to me as my 'very soul, I 
pardon his rebellion and restore his estates. In 
the death of his hen-hearted heir the Earl is 
punished euough Take back the dead to his native 
halls, with Edwy of England's forgiveness." 

"Farewell, Oedric," he murmured, in lower 
tones ; ** our earthly dust may not mingle, as I had 
hoped, but we shall soon meet again." 

Silently the kingly mourner left the tent ; and 
Edgar, profoundly agitated and distressed ab the 
sight of one he had loved and admired, and whose 
early death he had helped to bring about by his 
tmfortunate rebellion, led lus trembling mother 
away ; and then retired to vent his grief alone. 
• • • . 

The evening shadows fell around the camp. 

The mother and son were alone ; Edwy's head 
rested on her bosom, his arm twined around her 
waist ; as he reclined, wearied, upon a couch. 

A long, long story had been poured into her ear 
that afternoon, -r-the story of her son's life. Much 
of joy, much of pain, mingled in the strange re- 
cital. The varied emotions of remorse, grief, in- 
dignation, which swept through the Queen's heart, 
as she listened, are beyond words to express, — but 
of all feelings self-reproach was predominant. In. 
every misfortune of her son she traced the result of 
her false step of self -seclusion. Ah ! had she 
emerged sooner, — Elgiva might have been spared 
him, Edgar true, the evils of war averted. Never 
again would she leave him ; but would that tardy 
repentance atone for the past ? Was it not too late, 
even for life ? No, no. Gazing on that beautiful 
face the mother's heart could not, would not believe 
the dark foreboding, that the sands were ebbing 
fast. 

No ; he would surely live to bless her, even 
though it was too late to recall his lost happiness. 

In the tide of reminisence, one name ever blent, 
the name of a deliverer, a faithful friend — one of 
the few yet spared on whom the mother's heart 
could lavish its gratitude. Elgiva listened with 
deep interest to the account of the beautiful 
Druidess. Her kindred nation gave her an added 
charm, and she longed to see the gifted maiden, 
and win her to the faith she had learned to value. 

While the mother and son sat and conversed to- 
gether, Govinda, whose name "^as so often on their 



Ups, sat in her tent, absorbed in musings, which 
seldom for so long engaged the wild priestess. 
Her warrior helm was thrown aside ; in the privacy 
of that inner compartment, none would disturb 
her. The beautiful face was exposed to view, 
shaded by billowy masses of tangled gold and 
brown tresses. 

The increasing shadows broke the spell of 
dreamy reverie, and with a wearied look and 
slower motion than her wont, Goviuda rose, and 
approaching the curtains, laid one hand upon its 
folds. 

*' He needs Goviuda no longer," she murmured, 
pushing back the heavy curls from her brow, pre- 
paratory to binding them beneath her martial 
casque ; ' * his mother is with him. I can return to 
the forest life, and mine, own people. Why do I 
feci so sad at the Queen's arrival? Aught that 
ministers to his happiness is sweet to me. Ay, 
very sweet ; but it forces me to realise the isolation 
of mine own fate. It makes me long for the tie of 
mother, sister, friend, even follower, to bind me 
to his side. But no, vain wish ; it may not be. 
Only when the storm doud gathers and danger 
threatens, is Govinda privileged to be near Edwy. 
Enough. I must go now ; I am too weak to linger, 
and he must never read or guess the secret of my 
love." 

The sweet voice died away sweeter than ever ; 
and soft, as though dreading lest the envious 
zephyrs should hear that confession. 

And one heard her. 

Standing on the threshold, longing to retreat, yet 
fearing to disturb her quick ear, and fill her heart 
with ^ame. 

One heard her. One who would guard her secret 
in manly honour ; whose whole soul thrilled with a 
rush of strange admiration and respect, as he 
listened to the confession of a love great enough to 
rise superior to woman's weakness, and serve one 
who had been his heart's idol. 

As Grovinda turned to raise her helmet, Edwy of 
England stood before her. 

A flush rose to her cheek at thus suddenly meet- 
ing the' object of her thoughts; but never for a 
moment did she dream thati her words had been 
heard. 

**Govinda, my sister," said the King, taking 
her hand; **I come to lead thee to my mother, 
who longs to thank thee for all the noble services 
thou hast shown her children. Fear not this dis- 
guise. My mother admires the generous courage, 
which caused it to be assumed, and will delight to 
meet one of her own people." 

"Let me go, now," murmured Go vinda, endea- 
vouring to withdraw her hand, which was still 
retained in a firm, yet gentle grasp; "another 
time I will meet thy mother, but now I must return 
to my people. Even interest in the Saxon cannot 
blind me to my allegiance to the Britou. Farewell 
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Edwyof England. I leave thee happy with thy 
restored mother ; happy in victory and peace. 
Whether we meet again or not, Grovinda will always 
be thy friend." 

**No, Gk)vinda ; not yet must thou leave us,'* 
exclaimed the King. '*My friends are so sadly 
diminished that I cannot part with one whose so- 
ciety even my mother could not compensate for. 
Thou most stay with us my sister," and he gently 
laid his hand on the Cambrian maidens arm and 
gazed at her with his beautiful, irresistible blue 
eyes. 

That light touch was stronger to the wondrous, 
dreaded priestess, than the clamour of a people, or 
the armed band of power. That touch brought a 
rush of joy so sweet, so estatio, that beneath its 
rapture, pride for the moment yielded and tears 
sprang to the eyes from a heart so unused to happi- 
ness uiat the first realisation unnerved the strong 
cords to the strange joy of grief. 

"Weep not, Govinda ;" continued Edwy ten- 
derly as a brother — too tenderly for her he addressed 
— "We will console thee for thine absence from 
Cambria, and may it be mine to give thee those 
strong consolations which endure when all else is 
passing away. Govinda, my beautiful deliverer; 
my Elgiva's friend ; thou must learn from me those 
truths which shall seal the bond of our eternal 
union in a land where friends are never parted." 

He spoke warmly, as a young enthusiast, inspired 
by his interest in the noble priestess, whose beauty, 
in all its subtle changes, never looked so subduing 
as now, when the dauntless warrior was softened 
to the drooping maiden. 

"Govinda, thou has given me life; that life 
would be valueless if it did not lead thee to the 
way everlasting. Thou must promise to stay, and 
let Edwy of England be thy brother." 

Drawing her closer towards him, and raising the 
falling veil of bright hair, so strangely like the 
lost Elgiva's, that the very touch thrilled him with 
a sad mourning, he bent down and sealed a brother's 
kiss upon her brow. 

• ' • • « 

A young warrior stood beside the king, in the 
presence of Queen Elgiva. 

" Mother mine," said the youthful monarch, 
taking the hand of the youth; "Sir Raoul, the 
brave British knight, who conducted us to the 
enemy's camp, and saved my life ; is the Govinda 
of whom I told thee. " 

The stately Queen rose, and taking the knight's 
hand, as he was about to bend the knee, drew him 
to her heart, and warmly embraced him. Then 
bidding Govinda unhelm, gazed with deep admira- 
tion at the spiritual face, which so marvellously 
resembled her vivid memory of the infant beauty 
of Elgiva. 

The Queen saw no cause for censure in the war- 
like attiM of the priestess. The maidens of her 



brave, hunted people, were of a race of heroes, 
accustomed to wield the sword like yonthful war- 
riors. But in the fair exquisite proportions of the 
face and figure she traced the pure descent of her 
son's deliverer ; and desired to know further of her 
history. Cordially she pressed Govinda to return 
with them to the court, where she intended to 
reside. The Druidess consented to remain nntil the 
Qneen left the camp, and at an early period to 
revisit her new found friend ; but beyond tbst 
Govinda could promise nothing. 

A long interesting conversation ensued, affording 
peculiar pleasui^ to Elgiva, sinoe it was held in her 
long unspoken Celtic tongue. With winning frank- 
ness Crovinda narrated her ovm history, and 
Druidical honours, and gave many particulars of 
old friends of Elgiva's among the Cymri. With 
trembling lips the Queen inquired after one so 
closely connected with her sad stricken history-— 
the unforgiving father. Govinda told her of the 
chieftain's demise, and that of his last descendant. 
The Queen wept profoundly, and shuddered as she 
thought of the last parting from her enraged father. 
But glancing at her noble son, the recollection that 
she had wasted too many years in vain regrets, 
enabled her to stide the feeling, and turn resomt^y 
from the irrevocable past, to improve and be happy 
with the blessings left her in the present. 

That interview with €U)vinda awoke a warm 
feeling of love in the Queen's heart, destined never 
to be extinguished. As she listened to her eloquent 
words, which carried away the hearts of her audi- 
tors by a magic spell, and watched the varying 
expressions flitting over her beautiful face, a hope 
flashed through the royal widow's mind, that when 
the Druidess was won to the true faith, and rescued 
from her wild life, Edwy might find consolation in 
her for his lost bride, whom this gifted maiden so 
strangely resembled. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THB END OF THE HOUSE OP ORDMER. 

Wearied in both mind and body by the various 
exdting emotions of the day, ihe young king 
yielded to his royal mother's persuasions, and re- 
tired early to one of the inner compartments of the 
tent, where, flinging himself on a rich couch of 
skins, he sought the capricious favours of sleep. 

And sleep, that gentle soother of man's woes, 
that blesseil Lethe to pain and memory, came 
obedient to the summons, closed the bright eyes, 
and bid the bounding heart cease its anxious throbs, 
and beat with the calm pulse of peaceful slumber. 

Dreams — bright golden visions — encircled the 
kingly couch, whereon reposed that gifted — ^too 
fatally gifted, being. The crown, with its aching 
weight of care, was forgotten ; the heavy sceptre 
dropped from the young hand ; while, the beloved, 
the lost, the lamented^ hovered near him. 
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El^va, with her sttarry eyes, her radiant smile ; 
Cednc, with his thoughtful brow ; seemed watching 
oyer him, beckonins him to join them ; while the 
intense happiness luiining on each face was such as 
mortal visage nerer wore. Airy voices whispered 
to Edwy that they were waiting to conduct him to 
their glorious dwelling. Vainly the youne king 
tried to rise, to ffrasp their outstretched hands. A 
slight chain, whose colden links were all but 
severed, held him back, and sweet and clear as a 
spirit-s whisper, came these words : — ** The earth 
fetter is not yet broken. A little longer thou must 
linger below. Have faith and patience to endure 
to the end." 

Again the vision shanged, and G-ovinda, beaufciful 
as a dreamj was bending over him ; a smile of 
serene joy on her lips, and her finger pointing to the 
sky ; while she murmured in low, thrilling tones, — 

** Edwy, my best earthly friend ; thou hast 
saved mine immortal soul. We shall yet meet in 
heaven." 

Then the glorious visions all vanished, and 
during the remaining hours of darkness, deep, 
dreamless slumber wrapped his senses, only broken 
by tiie sounds of stirring life, as nighb yielded to 
the bright smile of morning. 

^ Meanwhile, through all the eventful hours of the 
past day, fraught with such mingled joy and pain, 
the young bride, Countess of Kent, had watched by 
the pillow of her wedded lord ; watched, with an 
anxious intensity of affection, which told how her 
every hope was bound up in that scarce breathing 
form. 

Nothing could induce her to quit her post, even 
for an instant. In spite of her anxious father's 
entreaties, who read by the dim eye and pale 
cheek ot his once bright daughter, how the sick- 
ness of hope deferred was telling upon her. 

To all his remonstrances Juditn shook her head 
with a sad smile. 

''Mine honoured father, I cannot leave him 
whilst he is spared to me. ' If — but she could not 
finish her sentence, and the good bishop felt 
obliged to desist from further importunity. 

Me despatched a trusty messenger to the Dowager 
Lady Etheling of Kent, telling her the sad state 
of her son and the alarming illness of her daughter ; 
and praying her to hasten to the camp without an 
hour's delay. 

Constant enquiries poured in from the krights 
who were spared, as to the fate of their brother in 
arms, but his weakness and loss of blood were so 
excessive that the most sanguine could entertain 
but faint hopes, 

Kow a new day had dawned, and still the 
Etheling lay without sign or word of consciousness ; 
while Eudora tossed m all the wild delirium of 
fever in an adjacent tent. 

The young king took his morning meal with his 
jaoiher And Edgar, the newljr elected sovereigny 



who bore his honours with extreme meekness, and 
still sensitively shrank from meeting the eye of his 
injured brother — a far more favourable sisn for the 
future than the haughty arrogance of nis usual 
manner. 

After the repast was ended, Edwy spoke freely 
and unreservedly of his plans. He informed his 
royal parent that he intended breaking up the camp 
the following day, and returning to Winchester ; 
where he wanted Edgar to remain as his guest at 
the court for a few days, till he had time to send 
heralds forward to proclaim the new king and let 
him repair in proper state to his Northumbrian 
dominions, and there receive the fealty of his 
subjects. Edwy added, with a beauti^I smile, 
that as he had pardoned the rebel's leader, he 
should extend an equal amnesty to some of the 
minor offenders, and should permit them to retain 
their forfeited estates, on one sole condition, tihat 
they proved leal and loyal subjects to King Edgar. 
As the Queen listened to the monarch's high, 
generous sentiments, she felt more and more con- 
vinced that her royal son had attained that peace 
of conscience, that sense of pardoned sin, wmch a 
life of penances and fasts had failed to win for 
herself ; and a sigh burst from her full heart as she 
gazed at his frail evanescent beauty, and felt that 
neither the bonds of parental affection, or the 
Saxon throne^ would long have power to retain 
him. 

Edgar withdrew from his brother's presence to 
his own tent ; for, by the King's orders, one had 
been especially allotted to him, and remained for 
some^hours alone. 

They were hours which, in a measure, influenced 
his whole after life ; true, he never ' attained the 
elevated standard of his brother, but there were 
meteor flashes of a nobler, better nature shining 
forth in his brilliant reign : they were due to the 
memory of Elwy of England, an unconscious 
tribute to his excellence, which Edgar fully acknow- 
ledged. 

G^iat supreme act of kingly generosity and for- 
giveness, the reward and tree pardon of deadly 
injuries, was written for life on the king's soul in 
indelible characters. Yes, those deeds which we 
marvel to hear, or read of as performed by fiail 
mortals like ourselves, never die, but bear deathless 
fruit for both time and eternity. 

An hour before mid-day, as Judith, with stream- 
ing eyes, was bending over the low couch on which 
the young Etheling lay extended, she was startled, 
almost to fainting*, by perceiving the warrior's eyes 
slowly open and fix themselves upon her with a look 
of earnest enquiry. 

"Judithi" he faintly articulated, though his 
voice was so low she could with difficulty catch the 
words ; "this has been a sad bridal for thee, begun 
in tears and ended in blood, and it pains me deeply 
to see thee in the midst oi acenes so unfit for niy 
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newly wedded Coantess; would that my mother 
were here/' he murmured, with a half sigh, ** I 
should like to see her again ere I die." 

Ah ! that sigh ought to have been for his beautiful 
bride, not his mother. 

Was his love indeed so frail and transient as only 
to exist in the sheea and slitter of a court and 
gaiety ; and did the anger and mortification he felt 
at Judith's little breach of reserre in seeking his 
side prove that his ardent pursuit of her had been 
but jb short lived passion, fanned into intensity by 
op{x>sition, and not that heart and soul devotion 
iniich is immortal, defying all time and change, 
whose spirit is forgiveness, and whose watchword 
is faith ? 

" Oh, do not talk of dying, Adalbert,'* answered 
Judith, bursting into a passion of tears, ** for if thou 
diest I shall soon follow thee," and she pressed her 
lips repeatedly to his pale brow. 

The erief and kisses of his bri(^ seemed to disturb 
her lord's tranquility, for closing his eyelids with a 
weary look he feigned sleep. 

Alas ! poor Judith, the early promises of her 
married life faded ere one of them had been ful- 
filled, though in the present hour her soul could 
only contain the one agonizing thought that her 
husband was to be torn from her grasp by the cold 
hand of death. 

But it was not to be. Life again slowly coursed 
through the veins of Adalbert of Kent ; he was not 
summoned to ** the silent land." 

But could the young Countess have seen the dark 
years in store for her, she mieht, perchance, have 
deemed it better had her brio^groom been taken 
then. 

King Edwy, after personally reviewing his tr'^ops, 
speaking to the officers in command, issuing his 
orders for the next day's march, and kindly visiting 
the sick and wounded, had again sought the shade 
of the royal tent, where, recmiing on a low couch, 
with his mother by his side, he listened with deep 
interest to the story of her early life. 

The wild, free days passed in the Cambrian 
forests, the first meeting with his father, and the 
events that sprang from it. 

Edwy resolved, as he heard the sad history of 
the past, .never to tell his royal mother how his 
grandsire had attempted his life, and how his own 
cousin had been the main instrument in the bloody 
death of the lost Elgiva. 

No; he determined not further to lacerate her 
sore heart by revealing painful truths, which, for 
the peace of all most nearly condemed, were best 
buried in oblivion, and covered with the thick veil 
of Christian charity. 

''Now, my royal son," said the Queen, after a 
lengthened pause, let us summon Sir Kaoul, or, 
rather, the beautiful Druid Priestess, to our 
presence ; her services to thee and thy wife Elgiva 
AAve completely won my heart j besides^ I love the 



maiden as being one of mine own people ; it is a 
singular passion,*' she continued musingly, "that 
devotion to our country"; it seems to outlive all 
other feelings, and never wholly to perish. True 
in my case ; I was won to forsake mine early home, 
my people, and my religion for my love ; but I have 
never forgotten the land of my birth ; and even by 
my husband's side oft pined for the wild, craggy 
fastnesses and dense forests of my birth place. 

I would, my fair son, we could instruct Govinda 
in the life-like truths of Christianity, and retain 
her ever in the Court as an honoured friend' ;" and 
the Koyal Elgiva's dark, wondrous orbs tried to 
read her son's heart as she uttered these concluding 
words. 

A faint flush rose to his face as Edwy readily 
answered — 

** Thy wishes are mine, honoured mother ; I 
would that Govinda, my adopted sister, could ever 
linger at the Court under thy protection ; her lofty 
soul is like a crystal vase, and reflects in her face 
every passing emotion of her heart. By her side 
one learns to believe ia disinterested goodness and 
virtue, in heroism and self conquest ; all those 
exalted virtues which separate man from the dumb 
animal ; and if such is her character whilst still a 
Pagan, what would she be if the light of Christianity 
were once kindled within ber ? Let us th^ 
endeavour to InstD into her mind those words of 
hope and faith that will make her '* wise unto salva- 
tion," and have the satisfaction of feeling that, we 
shall all one day be re-united in heaven. Thine, 
my mother," and the king affectionately took her 
hand, ''has been a chequered existenne, one light- 
ning burst of love and joy, veiled by the dark cloud 
of sorrow and despair ; and thy fate has been 
strangely worked out in that of thy sob's, who, 
after draining one draught of happiness, has had 
the full cup dashed from his hand for ever. 

But why should we complain, my royal mother, 
at our thorny road ? Each day brings us nearer 
to the loved and lost ; each day lessens the sorrows 
of time, and lets in the light of eternity. 

But I must not forget thy request about sum - 
monine Sir Baoul, for so I cannot resist calling 
Govinda, more especially as she desires to be known 
by no other name during her sojourn at the 
camp." A half smile played about the king's 
mouth as he blew a golden whistle suspended from 
his sword belt. His favourite page instantly obeyed 
the call. 

"Inform Sir Raoul," said Edwy, " that the king 
requests his immediate presence." 

A low bow and the youth vanished to obey the 
behest. 

Soon the curtains were parted, and the graceful 
form of the young knight appeared in the opening, 
his vizor partly raised. On his entrance the Queen 
immediately rose, and, taking his hand^ kindly n- 
markedy — 
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"WeloODie, fair Qovindi, we embrace thee as 
a daughter ; bat first let me remove this ponderous 
helm. Kay,*' seeing the maiden's start and ylsible 
agitation, * * no intruder dare enter the royal pavilion, 
and with the king and his mother thy secret is safe 
as with thyself." Firmly, though gently, she then 
undid the fastenings, and after gazing fully for a 
moment into the lovely face, mantling with crimson 
beneath her earnest scrutiny, pressed herlips ten- 
d&ly to the smooth brow. 

Edwy had risen from his seat, and now advanced 
and raised Govinda's hand to his lips, with a tender 
respect and chivalrous devotion of manner irresisti- 
bly fascinating, whilst he warmly said, — 

"My best friend and deliverer, at all hours and 
seasons thy presence is ever welcome, and thy sym- 
pathy has oft soothed Edwy of England in his 
darkest moments." 

AfiPectionately he then drew her to a seat by his 
mother's side, who added, with genuine warmth of 
manner, — 

** If thou art obliged to leave us thou must again 
renew thy yestere'ens promise of a speedy return. 
I shall want thee by my side at the Court, and thy 
presence ever gives pleasure to my son, the king. 
Thou must become one of us ; no barrier, no 
reserve between our hearts, and the most essential, 
the most vital point of all, religion, must not be 
permitted to cast a shadow over our future inter- 
course. I will not press this last subject further," 
she continued, noting the growing pallor of the 
Priestess' cheek, " it is too sacred ; out feeling a 
deep interest in thee, I shall never rest praying to 
Heaven and the Blessed Virgin that thou mayst 
accept the doctrines of Christianity, and abjure the 
dark tenets of the faith in which thou wast reared." 

Queen iSgiva was going to say more, when there 
was heard a faint rustling in the outer compartment 
of the tent. 

Edwy instantly spranjj up to seek the cause of 
the disturbance, and d^overed his page waiting, 
who informed him that the Lady Ethelmg of Kent 
had just arrived, and was desirous of paying her 
respects, if convenient, to her sovereign. 

"Bid the Lady Ebheling wait awhile," replied 
the King, as he returned to the Queen and Govinda. 

" It is the Countess of Kent," he observed, "she 
wishes to see me, having just come to the camp to 
tend her son and daughter." 

"Donot disturb thyself, my son," replied his 
mother rising, '*! will ^o and speak to this lady, 
whom I well remember in my husband's court, and 
will also pay a visit to the Earl of Kent and the 
Lady Euoora ; the knowledge I have acquired in 
the healing art from some of the sisters in the 
convent may be usefully employed in the present 
instance ; thou Govinda," and she laid her hand 
on the maiden's shoulder, "wilt remain here till I 
retam, xnine absenee will not be long."^ 



With a wave of farewell the Royal Lady left the 
tent, and, preceded by the king*spage, and attended 
by two men-at-arms, sought the quarters of the 
young Etheling, where she found his mother gazing 
with eyes of deep sorrow on the pallid face of her 
only sou. 

Govinda and the king were left alone, and a long, 
pause ensued, broken by the Druidess saying, "I 
will accept thy royal mother's invitation and thine 
King Edwy : and pay a short visit at the Court ; 
then I must rejoin mine own people, for I have 
promised to assist at a grand religious ceremony, 
and the simple word of the High Priestess of the 
Druids is as sacred as another person's oath ; but I 
shall not be very long away, as," and a smile 
wreathed her rosy lips, ^I shall be anxious to 
know how things are prospering with the Saxon 
King. 

"Govinda," answered the monarch, whose blue 
eyes had rested intently on her face, "how passing 
strange our acquaimtance has been from the hour 
when thou first burst on my sight, a vision of won- 
drous beauty in the wild forest, and how strangely 
true is thy prophecy concerning me working out, 
* Not the Victim but the Chosen of Fate.' Truly 
Fate has chosen me for a dark lot ; so dark, so 
mysterious, tliat but for the heavenly strength 
granted me to sustain the burden, I must have laid 
down the load of life long since. 

That strength, that proof armour for the battle, 
my late queen possessed. I would see thee also 
clothed in it ; then, whatever thine earthly trials, 
thou wilt assuredly prove as great a conqueror as on 
the late field of fighb. 

Oh, Govinda, pray to One who died for a guilty 
world ; pray that thou mayst turn to Him while 
there is yet time ; for I could not bear," and Edwy, 
seatiug himself beside her, took her hand, "to 
think that our separation should be eternaL Death 
may divide us at any moment ; let it not have the 
power of sundering our souls or our friendship, 
which I trusted would never end," 

"Edwy of England," replied Govinda, her snowy 
hand trembling like an aspen leaf within that kingly 
grasp, " if I ever forsake the faith of my people, in 
which I was reared, in which I trusted to die, 
which I deemed stronger than adamant, the first 
cause which produced such an entire revulsion in 
my being was to see thee, a man and a king, sheathe 
the sword of just vengeance, and when thy foot was 
on the neck of thy prostrate enemy forbear to 
strike. 

When that disguised traitor minstrel, the cause 
of thy beautiful queen's fearful end, in whose veins 
ran kindred blood, confessed his black guilt before 
thee, and thou sparedst his life, then I, for the first 
time, felt that thy religion was more than a name, 
it was a principle, and I longed to comprehend 
something of its mighty power ; but no more of 
thi3 at present," exclaimed tho High Prlestefla^ 
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raddenly releasing her hand, her gloiions eyes 
flaahing with their old wild light, '*we will talk of 
other subjects. 

Hast thou nerer wished to hear more of the fair- 
haired Irish Chieftain, who fell dead at thy Queen's 
feet whilst valiantly defending her ?'* 

** Yes/' replied the King, whose face became very 
pale as he pressed his lumd on his heart, for its 
painful beatmg became almost suffocating at any 
reference to that dark episode, *' 1 have longed, 
but dreaded to ask any particulars, but I remember 
thy roq^nest that the body of the ill-fated 
youth might be sent back to his friends ; was that 
over done ?'* 

''It was," said Oovinda, the flush of animation 
kindling in her face, and lighting up both eye and 
li]^, '*I myself conveyed the lifeless remains to the 
Irish shore. 

The shadows of evening were drawing on when 
oar bark approached the cliffs, and as we neared 
the coast I discerned the figuz^ of an old man 
seated on the topmost crag, his white hair and 
beurd streaming to the light gale, his eyes dimmed 
with age, scanning the^ ocean ; two larse wolf 
hounds crouched by his side, and their loud barking 
first drew the chiefs attention to our approach. 

Rapidly I sprang to shore, and soon stood close to 
Ck>nnac ; eagerly he recognised me, and in tremblinc^ 
accents demanded news of his son, the bright haired 
Oscar! 

"Ask me not for tidings of him Oormao, I re- 
plied, but ask the spirits of the brave and eood, who 
Aave long since vanished from the earth ?" 

** Is Oscar then, no longer amongst the living," 
questioned the Chieftain, his voice hoarse with 
emotion, * ' does his shield hang silent in my deserted 
halls ? has the ^reen sapling been levelled to the 
ground, full of uie tender buds and leaves of Spring, 
and does the aged oak alone remain ? 

*' Even so Cormac, was mine answer," Oscar died 
like the true son of a warrior line, died sword in 
hand, defending the life of thine adopted daughter, 
who was foully and barbarously murdered. Not 
unavenged did his young blood dye the crimson 
ground, for more than tv^ly foes fell by his un- 
daunted arm. Here Cormao, I continued, drawing 
from the bosom of my robe a bright golden lock ; 
this I severed from the fallen warrior's head, and 
here is the hero's valiant sword, the blade dinted 
and dark with gore, han^ it u^ beside his shield, 
that his soul may rest satisfied m the land of the 
departed. Slowly the eld Chief* rose, and taking 
mine arm, went with me to the deserted halls, there, 
next the shield he suspended the trusty sword, then 
pressed the fair lock to his lips, and reverently 
plaoed it near his heart. 

**Govinda,"he solemnly said, ''I follow Osoar, 
there is no plaoe left for me now on earth, since my 
young ohiertain has perished, but I can rejoice that 
m died for his Copied sister^ fQre>, ity<doc^ (though , 



tears of sorrow stain my face ), that he died as be« 
came a brave warrior, defenmng a weak helpless 
woman ! 

''Govinda, Oscar's faith was not the same as 
thine. The lessons of that fair dau^^htor, who 
blossomed for a brief while, like a pure lily, beside 
my hearth and heart, had taught nis soul another 
creed. He.,worshipped not the fierce gods of the 
Druids, but a mild and gentle Saviour, who shed 
His own blood to save us and take us to His bright 
kingdom. In our last interview he told me what I 
now tell thee ; and blind, dark, and ignorant as my 
heart is, I can see dimly shining through the mists 
of error, that star of mercy, and humbly I turn to 
it, and build aU my hopes on that great sacrifice. 
Govinda, farewell I I go to join mine Oscar, in that 
blessed country, where we shall be no more 
parted." 

" Gently the venerable head sunk on the breast, 
one sigh escaped his lips, then without a word or 
struggle, before the shield and sword of Oscar, 
Cormac, the last of his line, breathed his last." 

Deeply moved, the Saxon monarch had listened 
in silence to this recital, when the maiden's voice 
ceased, he glanced at her and saw her splendid eyea 
suffused with tears, kindly layinj; his hand on the 
bowed head, the Kinff murmured, ** God in His own 
time and way teach the Govinda, the faith of Oscar 
and his aged grandsire ; God in His great mercy 
bring ns all safe to the heavenly kingdom." 

There was a long silence ! the silence of intense 
emotion; and from the noble, though benighted 
mind of Govinda, staruggled up a prayer of h^t ; 
that prayer was answered. In Heaven's own time 
eternal light was kindled in her soul ! 

Again uie sounds of earth break in, ah I why 
oannot moments of almost heavenly joy last for 
ever ? why are they but meteor flashes, quickly ex* 
tingniBhed in the surrounding darkness. 

£cLwy roused himself, and fearful of the Dmidesa 
being seen, drew back the silken curtains, and 
stepping into the outward compartment, let fall 
th&i shrouding masses. 

** A lady, my Lord and King," said the attendant 
in waiting, prays to see thee, on business of life and 
death. She desired me to say, that her petition, 
was one that only the King had the power to grant 
or deny. And that she Imew that Edwy of Eng- 
land never refused the supplications of even the 
meanest of his subjects. 
The Saxon mona^rch mused. 
** Bid the lady come in a few minutes," he replied, 
"we will hear her cause ourselves." 

When Edwy re-entered the inner tent, he fonnd 
Govinda standing, a strange look on her face, and a 
questioning anxious expression in her dark eyea. 

« My sister," remarked the King, *" it is very hard 
to have my few happy momente broken thoa in 
upon, but till death gently takes the sceptre from 
ii\y weaiy grasps I may not hope ^for xest. I lum 
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Eromised to hear a petitioner, who has a requesfc to 
ky before me, and must therefore resign the en- 
joyment of thy society for a while, Gk>rinda," and 
the Saxon King took her hand, ** do not forget, that 
my fervent hope and prayer is, that thou mayest 
be led into the right way, the only road to happiness 
and peace." 

"I will not for^t " responded the British maiden 
sadly ; and resunung her helm, she quitted the tent, 
without another word. 

A few moments later, and a female . form, com- 
pletely muffled in a cloak and long veil, stood before 
the King, who after returning her salutation, desired 
her to unfold her petition, adding, *'Thou hast 
rightly said, lady, the Saxon King will never refuse 
to hear the petitions of his subjects ; but I must 
beg thee to speak feadessly and briefly, for my time 
is not mine own." 

** Edwy of England," replied the intruder, ** my 
petition is one of life and death. Yes, my words 
are fitly chosen — of life and death. Thou alone 
can'st decide which is to be my fate." 

•*Thy words are strange," remarked Edwy, 
somewhat startled ; ** but thy voice seems familiar." 
In an instant the cloak and shrouding veil were 
cast aside, and resplendent in all her wild dark 
beauty, Algitha — the treacherous Algitha — the 
daughter of the chief of the rebels, met the aston- 
ished gaze of the King. 

Never had she looked as she did then. The ex- 
citement of the instant, when she was about to oast 
her whole fate on a die, threw a dazzling radianc? 
over her face, while her exquisite form towered 
queenly in its undulating proportions. Glad in a 
tight vest of green clacked in gold, and studded 
with gems ; with an inner robe of white, bordered 
with green, flowing full and free to the ground ; 
the whole lengths of her splendid hair, plaited 
with gold and rubies, which flashed from their jetty 
waves like blood drops ; Earl Ordmer's daughter 
gazed, witii her soul in her eyes, at the young 
monarch. 

'*Lady Algitha," cried the King, after a brief 
pause of painful surprise; as he remembered how 
olosely she was connected with the unforffotten 
past ; '' Thy presence is truly uuexpeoted, but I 
pre&nme from thy words, that thou nast come to 
plead for thy father, Earl Ordmer. I am glad to 
assure thee that thy filial distress is uncalled for. 
The earl has already received our unconditional 
pardon. The lamented death of thy brother. Lord 
Cedric, has cancelled thy sire's offence. We des- 
patched the body of our noble friend to his father's 
castle yesterday, with a message which might have 
spared the lady this needless journey, but probably 
the party had not arrived ere thy departure. We 
pray thee to ti^e some refreshments ere thou 
leavest the camp. Our royal mother. Queen 
Elgiva, will entertain thee as her guest during thy 
brief stay." 



These ooldly polite words fell like ice on the 
wildly beating heart. Stung to madness the des- 
perate maidenpassionately exclaimed — 

"Edwy of England, I came not to sue for my 
father's pardon ; but to rend aside the thin veil 
with which maiden pride has hitherto covered my 
heart, and to show thee that thine image, and 
thine alone, is enshrined in its inmost depths. 
Yes," she inadly continued ; " though thou hast 
no human pity for the wild burning love thou hast 
inspired, thou shalt still look on the ruin thou hast 
made. Edwy, from the time thou first came to my 
father's halls, a golden-haired, princely youth, I, 
a wild, fearless girl — ^my heart surrendered at once 
to thine influence, and never has or ever shall," and 
she raised her dark eyes with impassioned earnest- 
ness to heaven, *' beat for any mortal save tihyself. 
It was not thy throne or rank I coveted, but the 
priceless gift of thine affection ; and had that 
treasure been mine, Algitha would have heeded not 
though thou wert^ branded outcast. To gain thy 
love I have steeped my soul in crime, bowed my 

Sroud nature to become the slave of others, in the 
elusive hope of winning thy heart. Even this 
rebellion I assisted in, uiinking that wert thou 
driven from thy throne thou woidd'st learn to value 
the love which would be as firm and devoted then 
as in the days of thy greatest prosperity. But 
alas, alas, each step on my part has but raised an 
added barrier between us ; and now thou stand'st 
before me like an accusing spirit, arrayed in all 
thy spotless purity ; whilst I feeV' aiid tears 
streamed from her burning eyes, '* l^e a wretched 
castaway from both earth and heaven. Oh ! Edwy, 
Edwy," sinking on her knees, in all the lustre of 
her radiant b^uty, at his feet; **wilt thou not 
forgive my crimes, for the sake of my unchaomng 
devotion ; wilt thou not save me from destruction. 
I am fast drifting to the dark fathomless ocean of 
despair ; one phmk, ene hope alone sustains me ! 
Thy pily — ^thy affeMOtion, remove that, and I am 
hopelessly shipwrecked. Oh, have mercy I have 
mercy, ere too late. Turn not from me with loath- 
ing ; remember I had no guide, no mother. Left 
alone, to the dictates of my headlong passions,— 
they have destroyed me. But my love is still 
strong, still triumphant. It would transform ma 
into anything — everything; if I had but a hope, I 
would be thy very slave, Edwy ; obeying thy every 
wish, striving to mould myself to the standard of 
thy perfection, and surely, surely, thou canst give 
me one smile, one kind word from the rich treasury 
of thy heart. The generous King Edwy, who 
shows compassion to the meanest beggar in his wide 
domains, will not condemn me for my love," and 
claspine her white hands, Algitha gazed with 
mingled hope and despair at the young King's 
chas^o^ing face." 

At first Edwy was too thunderstruck to reply.' 
He was well aware that Algitha had always wi^ed 
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Albert, with diffionlty, inppreaaed the exolamation 
ihftt roae to hu lipe, m inirtead of a strong atheltic 
warrior, a white-haued, ghnmken old maa met ids 



Yei, grief had done its work, as the lightning 
scathes the forest oak, leaving it a blighted wreck, 
00 remorse had achieved tne work of years on the 
wretched EarL 

The Knight flnng himself from his horse, and 
ffrasped Earl Ordmer's trembling, nerveless hand ; 
the pressure was not returned, as waving aU aside, 
the &ther advanced to the coffin, which according 
to custom, was open, and raising the pall, ^azed 
intently on the calm face, reposing beneath m all 
the unbroken quietude of death ; with a touching 
gesture of love, the once proud sire laid his hand on 
the light curls, and prened his lips on the cold 
marble brow. 

''Let Lord Gedric be carried to the hall*' he said 
in his tone of old command, and with tears swelling 
from the eyes of rou^^ men he was obeyed, and 
the remains of tiie young heir were placed in state 
in his ancestral halls ; what a contrast to the last 
time, when full of life and manly strength, he had 
stood there to prove his loyalty to his Sovereign — 
a loyalty, proved and baptised in blood. 

Advancing dose to the Earl's side the Hume of 
Broadland's delivered the King's message in a low 
tone, and laid the sword of &e Earl on the still 
form of his youthful cnmpeer. 

'* Let it be buried with him, my bright, my noble 
son," groaned the father, *<for in that young grave 
axe buried all the hopes of Ordmer ; the fall of that 
ancient house dates from that dark day in which 
mine only son fell by mine accursed steel. Tell the 
generous Sing, Earl Ordmer blesses and thanks him 
zor his forgiveness, but he cannot forgive himself. 
Cedrio sealed his iUegiance in his heart's blood ; 
Qrdmer's guilt can only be cancelled by death." 

** Sir Albert*' continued the Danish noble, draw- 
ing a roll of parchment from his bosom, ' * give this 
aeroll to Edwy of England, it places him in full 
possession of the whole domain of Ordmer, beg him 
not to refuse my last request, for the sake of Gedric 
he loved se weu ; tell him also how deeply Ordmer 
repented his disloyalty that he was ever led b^ 
orafty and designing men, to conspire against his 
rightful Sovereign, out his treason nas been dearly 
avenged ; with regard to my two daughters, Algitha, 
and Etheldreda" — Here he was suddenly interrupted 
by the old Seneschal, who advancing from the other 
end of the hall, muttered in a choked voice, with a 
low reverence, 

''It it my most painful duty, noble Earl, to 
acquaint thee with the dreadful news that the 
lady Algitha is also no longer alive. 

" Dead" exclaimed the Earl, his dull eyes spark- 
ling with their old fire ; "dead ; nay, thou liest to 
me Imave, 



" Not so, my Lord and master," stammered the 
trembling man, '*by the blessed Mary, it is too 
true, the lady Algitha stabbed herself to the heart, 
less than an hour ago.** 

There was a deadpause^ Sir Albert oould not 
repress an involuntary groan, but no sound came 
from the father's white and parched li^ 

Looking upwards, he cried in a frenzied voice. 

" The curse of the innocent blood of the murdered 
Queen has fallen on my guilty house, one child 
slain by mine own hand, the other wretched girl a 
self-murderer I 

Just Heaven ! how my crimes are finding me out. 

" I do not weep Sir Albert" he continued, in a 
voice that affected the young man to tears so wholly 
heart broken was its oadence ; " since the time 
when I saw death written on my Cedric's face, the 
weU-spiing of human emotion, has been dried up 
within me.** 

Dropping his head on the velvet pall, croans 
broke nx>m his full heart, that seemed as wough 
they would rend soul and body in twain. 

Light fairy footsteps, now approached the hall, 
and Etheldreda in snowy garments, her golden hair 
f alline in burnished masses over her girlish form, 
paused in amazement at the entrance. The servitors 
would have dissuaded her from coming in, but 

gassing them by, she glided over the rush strewn 
oor, and only halted at the bier. Her blue eyes 
fell on the face of her idolised brother, andwitii one 
agonised cry, the maiden sunk senseless to the 
ground. 

Aroused bv the sound, the Earl raised his head, 
and beheld his only surviving child, apparently, 
lifeless, her dishevelled ringlets falling around Uke 
a veil. 

"Poor child,** he tenderly said as he raised 
her and gave orders that she should be carefully 
borne to her chamber, and attended by her 
maidens ; " this is a sad shock for a tender flower 
like thee. Promise me. Sir Knlg^ht— and all of 
ye,** addressing the numerous servitors, who had 
respectfully drawn near in awe-struck silence, 
" that ye will never let her know how her brother 
met his untimely death ; also let her sister's awful 
fate be kept as long as possible from her knowledge, 
and when she hears of it, let the true particulars 
be never breathed. — ^I charge you all to Keep them 
secret." 

"We promise," exclaimed all with one voice. 

** Sir Albert, concluded the Earl, waving his 
hand as a signal, for the others to withdraw ; '*to 
thy knightly care, I commit the lady Etheldreda ; 
let her be removed from this haunted castlo as 
soon as may be ; she is betrothed to the Boyal 
Atheling, and should be tenderly guarded; now 
my God, forgive all my past sins," and reverently 
crossing himself — ^the head of the onoe danntlesa 
yfvmoT sunk gently forward on tl^e velvet paU, 
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In silence, the newly made Thane waited for 
more than an hoar, then desirons to retom to the 
camp, he gently touched the EarPs shoulder ; bend- 
ing down to attract his attention further he was 
struck by something singular in the fixed attitude, 
hastily raising the bow^ head, he discovered that 
the soul of the proud Noble had fled for ever ; he 
had died on the corpse of his only son. 

We must drop a veil over the events of the next 
few hours ; Sir Albert did all in his power to re- 
duce the bewildered and distracted household to 
some degree of quiet, and having civen all necessary 
orders with a heart swelling with regret for the 
sad end of the house of Ordmer, set off at full 
speed to the camp ; intending after receivii^ his 
Koyal master*s instructions, in reeard to the Lady 
Etheldreda, to return, to attend tne funeral of his 
knightly friend. 

Oil receipt of the sad intelligence, Queen Elgiva 
immediately sent lady Sussex to bring the fair 
Etheldreda to Winchester, but the maiden was so 
ill that the lady had to linger many days ere her 
charge had strength for the journey. 

Once, under the kind motherly care of the Queen, 
and the devoted attentions of the anxious Frince, 
the drooping girl gradually revived, though never 
again did her spirits resume their olden mirth , the 
double grief of nearing that her sister had suddenly 
expired, and her brother perished on the field of 
fij^t, saddened the young heart so deeply that a 
veil of gentle melancholy ever shadowed her radiant 
beautgr, and making her even more interesting than 
them in her blight^t hours. 

The secret of the awful deaths of Algitha and 
Cedric, was never revealed, and EthelcUreda, was 
spared the additional agony of learning the real 
truth. 

Tt was a great shock to the Kins to hear of 
Algitha's violent end, but he faithfuUy preserved 
the secret of their parting interview, and drew the 
veil of oblivion over that last episode of her Hfe. 

Judith and her young husMud returned for a 
time to Winchester, but as soon as the Etheling 
was pronoimced convalescent, he immediately took 
his bride to a proud castle far from the court, 
where the young countess had shone such a «^<^Mii'ng 
star. 

Poor Eudora never recovered, when the wild 
delirium of fever subsided, she gradually fsided 
away, happy in the hope that she should soon re- 
join Cedric, the one love of her Ufe. 

^ Govinda^ after staying a few days at Winchester, 
bid adieu to the King and the Queen mother, and 
returned to her own people ; her absence causing a 
deep blank in one royal heart. 

Ed^r, after paying a short visit to hia brother, 
aet on, accompanied by his moiJier, to his new 
dominions. The Queen sunounded the youiig 
JCitf with vjdig^ And mi^ 



appointed her own oonfessor, a man ol spotless 
integrity, to attend on the boy monarch. 

Then with a fervent blessing. Queen Elgiva left 
him, to return to her dearest and most sacred 
chai^, her eldest son, Edwy of E^land. 

Each day twined the royal mother's love more 
closely round her gifted child, and prayers ascended 
to Heaven that he mieht long be spared to his 
kinjQrdom. Prayers, 'much a mother's instinct 
plainly told would not be answered in the way she 
desired. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

(P4BT ly^.) 

G O V I N D A . 

Govinda, beautiful Govinda ! wearing the crown 
of hopeless love, with a majesty ^^t transformed 
it to a victor's wreath ! Illumining the annals of 
dark Druidism with a noble heroism and tender 

?urity, which made the name of Oymri glorious, 
^riestess and warrior maid 1 swaying the sceptre 
of a two-fold empire, over a wild impassioned 
people, with the strong msp of generous power. 
Inspired pr^hetess ! reading the hidden book of 
nature as a lamiHar page, scanning the mysteries 
of the veiled to be, linlring the golden prophecy 
with the fulfilling power of present goodness. 

Tireless and Earless spirit! scalmg the rough 
steeps of toil and danger, with theiig^t feet oi 
willing devotion; the gleam of thy white robe 
seems to hallow the stem pathway of blood and 
crime. 

Govinda, if thou wert thus radiant when the 
barbaric crown encircled thy snowy brow, how 
much lovelier wert thou when the wreath of mar- 
tvrdom hovered over thy sunny tresses ; when as 
tne humble Christian, the loving woman, thy dark 
eyes shone upon the closing paffe. 

Dense and deep were the shiMiows gathering ronnd 
thy path, and yet there is a strange glory in thy 
fate. If thou wert not the beloved of Edwy of 
England's heart, thou wert chosen to be the friend, 
the deliverer of his life ; thou, even thou, out of all 
the world, wert privileged to watch the fading of 
the Saxon star. 

If the promises of thy new faith were those of 
contempt and martyxdom, the exceeding weight of 
glory to be revealed would more tiian chase away 
the earthly shadows. 

Nearly two years had passed since the standard 
of revolt made England's soil run red with a brief 
but terrible slaughter. Two years of calm, pros- 
perous benefit to the country, resulting from a 
brother's noble sacrifice, in ihe division of the king- 
dom. 

Far in the north young Edgar swaved the sceptre 
over an Anglo-Danish |)eople, daily becoming more 
peaceful and united, daily increasmg the fertility 
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hnsbandmen. Daily, too, the blessing of a wise 
mler, whose spirit inftuenoed his brother's govern- 
meat, was felt in the increasing peace and order of 
the people, the better tenure of l^e laws, and the 
stricter, more impartial mode of administering 
jusidce. A band of wise and devoted nobles sar- 
roonded the young king, and, in reality, transacted 
the business of the government, leaving Edgar time 
to enjoy those sports and exercises so dear to Saxon 
youth ; s^ to gain ample experience in the duties 
and calls of royalty, without as yet feeling their 
tax, so that, should a larger realm faU to his hands, 
he might be a wise, worthy monarch. 

A better course could not have been adopted with 
Edgar. His pride was gratified by the pomp and 
distinction of sovereignty, and his independent 
spirit satisfied in the fre^om from all restraint, 
save what it was now his happiness to feel ; the 
privilege of referring to his elder brother. 

His taste for pleasure, no longer thwarted or 
rendered a snare through bad advisers, ceased to be 
such an absorbing principle, and gradually his mind 
learned to find a delight in acquiring knowledge in 
state affairs, and taking part in the plans for 
improving the people. His love for Etheldreda 
and Edwy, being the two strongest feelings of his 
nature, tended to strengthen these efforts at self • 
improvement. 

in the fair south, bounded b^the stately Thames, 
and washed by the murmuring sea, a yet more 
decided progress in civilisation had been going on. 

The noble plans and endeavours of Edwy for his 
people's welfare seemed at last to have taken effect, 
and yielded the promise of rich fruit in years to 
come. Or rather, the young enthusiast had learned 
to leave the issue of his labours in a Higher Hand, 
amply satisfied with the few instances of social 
improvement afforded .him, and the glad, sure hope 
that in the far off future the moial regeneration 
•would be grander than even his dreams conceived. 

A rare contrast were these bright happy years to 
their two stormy predecessors. But though peace 
and plenty smiled around, though the voice of joy 
and thanksgiving was heard through the land, and 
treason seemed to have folded its dark wing for 
ever, the gladdening sunshine came too late to gild 
the devastating effects of the rude storms in the 
sovereign's lacerated heart ; the severe and repeated 
woimds of the past could be healed by no human 
I)ower, no earthly prosperity ; all that these quiet 
months, and the satisfaction they gave to Edwv's 
noble mind, OQuld do, was to postpone the icevitable 
end, to give the shattered organs of existence an 
extension of lease, the restoring power was gone. 

He felt it so. The young, the sorely tried king 
felt' that he was passing at^ay 'mid the glow and 
pride of early sovereignty, with slower footsteps 
than the longing spirit desired ; the spirit longing 
for infinite froedom, infinite Jk>Te— but not the ieas 
mate. 



Perchance, he alone, out of all the broad realm, 
knew of this fact ; knew that so frail was the cord 
of life that each day or hour might witness his last 
farewell to earth. 

His calm, even, cheerful demeanour, so different 
to the hopeless gloom of the year when Elgiva left 
the Court, deceived the nobles who knew and loved 
him best, into believine that their kin£ had con- 
quered lus sorrow and regained his health, and 
would be spared to them many years. 

The people afar ofi^ catching sieht of the fair face 
with the mish on the young cheek, the light in the 
kingly blue eye, hailed him fondly, joyfully, the 
Star of tiie &ixons to light them on to glory and 
honour long, long years to come. 

Even the mother's watchful eyea were cheated 
out of their first dread alarm, when she saw the 
shadows disappearing from the noble brow, the 
weary look from the eyes, and marked the delight 
and interest which Edwy threw into every kingly 
duty. Who could think of danger or parting when all 
wore so fair an aspect ? ^ No ; morbidly melancholy 
as the queen had been in the days of her youth, so 
now in her soberer years, when released from the 
chain of superstition, was she joyfully hopeful and 
trusting in the great happiness given her — ^the joy 
of so noble a son. 

One only penetrated the truth. One whose 
prophetic vision had conjured up the doomed one's 
bri^ career. One who had loved him with the 
love of a great heart that never knows change. She 
heard in her woman's soul whispered warmngs of 
the truth ; heard them in the lone recesses of the 
Cambrian forest, whither she had fled from her 
Druidical honours, and the queenly diadem, almost 
forced upon her by an adoring people, fled the wild 
Cymri imagined, for mysterious communings with 
the unseen Rulers of the Universe, but in reality to 
do battle in secret with a newl^-awakened interest 
in the Christian religion, instilled into her heart 
during a recent visit to the Court. 

A fierce contest was waged in those silent wood- 
land depths ; a contest for good and evil, for Ufa 
and death, between the old strong prejudices bind- 
ing her to the creed, of which she was a Priestess, 
and the new, purer tenets of a faith, whose sublime 
doctrines and immortal hopes were unfolded in a 
a copy of the sacred gospels, a parting gift from 
Edw^. 

Aided by memory of the noble conquest over 
self won by him she loved, through the might of 
that same religion, and, above all, influenced by 
that blessed Spirit who alone can draw the soul to 
Christ, the Druidess was at last won from the fatal 
chains of error and darkness into the glorious liberty 
of the children of the Light. While thus alone, 
and drinking refreshing draughts from the new and 
unfailing fountain of life and peace, the hidden 
summons came to ur^ Grovinda to return to the 
Court of liDglaxid. Fain would she have lingered, 
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longer in the solitades now bo dear to her soul, 
enjoying sweet and unbroken meditations on saving 
truths, which her strong nature already realised and 
rejoiced over with a vivid intensity ; but that still, 
strange warning migat not be neglected. In all her 
wild career the love of Edwy had been her ruling 
principle ; under the higher influences of a new 
religion it still lived on, holier, gentler, but as 
strong and undying. 

Towards the close of a lovely afternoon in August 
three ladies were pacing up and down one of the 
long, shady walks of the royal gardens, which 
terminated in a circle of emerald grass, where a 
crystal fountain, shaded by rose trees and fragrant 
slurubs, trickled idly into a marble basin, encircled 
by a mossy seat. 

The tall, stately lady in the centre, attired in 
rich, yet dark robes, with her lustrous eyes and 

gale, exquisite face of tender, thoughtful woman- 
ood, was the widowed Queen Blgiva ; no longer 
the pale, abstracted devotee weeping over the lost, 
the irrevocable, but a good, gracious Queen, taking 
her rightful position as first lady in the land, and 
gathering around her son's widowed court a gentle 
circle of lovely, noble matrons and maidens, who 
restored some of the lost sunshine to Winchester's 
Palace. Her name, the sweetest sound to Edwy's 
ear, although it was nothing now bit a soul echo, 
one which her martyred namesak? would never 
listen to, till it sounded from the lips of the beloved 
one in the mansion's of the blest — that name had a 
peculiar charm for the sovereign, and the Queen's 
voice and harp once thrown aside, were again 
resumed, and further added to Imk associations 
with the lost Elgiva, and twine her closer round the 
King's affections. 

On either side of the royal lady were two fair 
beings. One, a delicate, slender girl, just blushing 
intx) womanhood, paler, graver than of yore, when 
she tripped along the convent's walks, culling 
flowers for this same loved lady, or peeped for a 
brief moment into the dazzling vistas of Court gaiety, 
winning a princely heart by her baby lovliness ; 
paler, graver, but with an added peace of mind and 
pensive tenderness, which more than comp<*nsated 
for the loss of girlhood's careless charms. A 
deeper tinge dyed the long, golden curls, still flow- 
ing in their maiden beauty, and the large, serious 
blue eyes had a patient sadness hovering in their 
depths, telling of a far ofiE history of sorrow which 
had troubled the heart's hidden fountain, and given 
unrest to its calm ; but pathos, deeper sympathy, 
higher knowledge of life and life's duties had been 
revealed like gems by the water's stir, illumining 
the gentle face, and making the Etheldredla of the 
present sweeter and dearer far than the pouting, 
sun-kissed rose-bud. 

Not alone had sorrow for the tragical end of her 
tot|86 been the n^den's teacher ; rich benejit she 



had derived from companionship with the sap«rior 
mind of Elgiva, who had watched over the 
gentle orphan girl with a mother's tender care 
and a Queen's pride, to fit and adorn for her son's 
throne and heart, the chosen partner of his life's 
history. 

In order to complete and perfect this task of love 
(which had a plsurtiio and gentle mould to work 
upon) the mother had prolonged her son's engage- 
ment for nearly two years. Her efforts had beea 
crowned with success, and the Queen now felt that 
in the pious, graceful, and dignified girl beside her, 
she could present, without a shadow of dread, a 
fitting queen for the northern realm, a gentle, 
faithful guardian of the hearth and heart of her 
wayward Edgar. 

The lovers long probation was now all but ended ; in 
three days' time the fair Etheldreda was to assume 
the bridal chaplet and the royal crown. 

The other companion of the Queen, within whose 
arm her small hand rested, and on whose noble 
brow her eyes loved to linger, was a fairer being 
than had ever walked those stately gardens since 
Elgiva, her bright counterpart, had vanished into 
the golden eternity. 

The fair lovliness of Etheldreda, the lofty, 
and marble beauty of the widowed Queen, the rich 
variety of bloom and brightness in the courtly 
group of flowing tressed maidens and stately Danes, 
paled as faint stars in the blaze of the wondrous, 
soul-subduing btauty of Govinda. 

Govinda ! 

That name had grown into a familiar sound in 
England's palace homes. Once known as the ready 
passport of messengers, and strangers, to the 
monarch'sear,fromsomemysteriousfriend, now loved 
and admired by all, when the incomprehensible Go- 
vinda appeared herself as a Cambrian Princess and 
friend of the Queen — loved by that widowed lady 
with all the force of a mother's heart, loved with a 
poet sympathy and brother's affection, by one soul, 
where its sound fell as grateful music. 

Since the time when the Priestess came among 
them, not as a Druidess, hub as a humble servant 
of the cross, five months had glided away in sweet 
happy communion between the members of the 
royal circle, and so closely had the bonds of lova 
gathered round the brilliant Govinda, whose charac- 
ter assumed a new and lovely lustre beneath the 
light of Christianity, that the wild, meteor maiden 
was unable to break the dear imprisonment, and 
the Druid altars and Druid forests looked and 
waited in vain for their priestess. 

Goviuda's faith had grown and strengthened under 
the influence of enlightened members of the Church. 
The mild and large-minded Bishop of Winchester 
was her chosen preceptor and guide. He led the 
enquiring mind of the British convert through the 
deepest doctrines and noblest hopes of that exhaust- 
less theme, ti^e vital principle of life > the promise o£ 



.J — - 



230 



BDWY AKD ELOrVA. 



eternal happiness. He watched over the increasing 
faith and earnest zeal of the maiden whom he had 
admired during the days of their first acquaintance 
in the fatal house in Gloucester ; with unfeigned 
delight he prepared her searching spirit to receive 
from his hands the iinal seal of baptism, which 
would enrol her a member of the Church. 

But of all her teachers none were so truly embued 
with the soul and essence of religion as the crowned 
King of England ; humbler, simpler in his faith and 
love than a very child. He who had fought and 
conquered in the strife ; the strife against pride and 
rebellion, and the rending of an earthly idolatry. 
He with the scars of the battle hidden beneath the 
peace of victory. He could enter into the depths of 
the young, struggling spirit, whose battle was to 
come, whose victory was not yet attained. He 
could fill her soul with radiant visions of the future 

flory ; of the unutterable fulness of present peace. 
le could illustrate the mystery of that faith, which 
gilds every earthly sacrifice with a lustre no human 
power could bestow. 

Govinda, like her companion, stood on the eve of 
a sacred ceremonial ; she too was to wear the chap- 
let and the snowy robe, but the fates were widely 
dissimilar. One maiden was . laying down earthly 
honours, power, a kingdom, to assume the symboli- 
cal robe of righteousness in the holy rite of baptism ; 
to take up the burden of the cross, danger, shame, 
perchance death. The other was to bo adorned 
with the marriage garland, and the gems and gauds 
of sovereignty. One was to plight faith to love, 
human love ; the other to a holier service. 

Each maiden was looking forward anxiously to 
these important events — to Govinda involving a 
momentous risk, for her open profession of faith 
was the sign of her life-long severance from her 
people ; her apostacy to a religion which had but 
one punishment for a priestess false to her vows. 
Perchance these reflections made her unusually 
silent and thoughtful on the day when she was to be 
admitted into the bosom of the Church — silent and 
thoughtful as she walked by the side of the Queen. 

**Letu8 sit awhile," said Elgiva, approaching 
the mossy seat, *^ the day is warm, and this cool 
fountain has a refreshing sound. Govinda, it is 
like the springs in our own dark Cambrian wood — 
those wild beautiful forests we shall doubtless never 
see again." 

** Never !" echoed Govinda, with a start, **no, 
my heart responds not to that word. Once again 
shall I sec mine own forests, with all their tangled 
labyrinths of leafy green, their star-like fiowers, 
and wild-eyed stealthy, denizens ; once again tread 
my native hills and behold the sheltered valleys 
lying caJm and verdant at their feet. Not as of 
yore, the wild, wandering priestess, but armed by a 
Bacred duty, bound on a sublime mission, to be the 
true priestess, the heaven sent prophetess to ray 
dark out beloved people, leading them into the way 



of light and peace. Oh, think not my more than 
niother that Govinda could keep the rich treasure 
of salvation locked in her heart's recesses, even 
though the confession were sealed in her blood ;'* 
and the dark, melancholy eyes of the maiden 
looked up half wonderingly into the face of Bdwy*s 
mother. 

*' Nay, my daughter," replied the Queen softly, 
tenderly gazing into the dear depths of those 
crystal orbs, *' another, a nearer duty binds thee 
here ; the home which thou has brightened by thy 
presence, the darkened heart thou hast soothed and 
cheered, are surely dearer to Govinda than the 
glorious feeling of proselyting an unruly nation, 
ending in a martyr's death ; for nought else would 
be expected from our revengeful people. Not thy 
most eloquent words, Gk>vinda, all persuasive as 
their lightest tone once was, could stem the fierce 
torrent of an enraged priesthood, whose hatred at 
thine apostacy would be all the more intense from 
their former adoring love. Thy life would seem a 
meagre atonement &r their ofiended gods, a bubble 
on the hissing torrent of their wrath. And couldest 
though resign that life when it has been and is so 
dear, so necessary to Edwy of England." 

They were alone. Etheldreda had glided away 
to weave fragrant nosegays. None heard or saw 
the two fair daughters of Cambria talking on such 
grave and serious matter by the careless, singing 
fountain. 

A flush rose to Grovinda's face, her brilliant eyes 
sunk beneath Elgiva's gaze, and in that rosy love- 
light, that suddenly averted brow, the mother 
read the heart's secret, awd, reverencing its purity, 
turned aside, satisfied that she had gathered all that 
was her right. 

**Thou art more than ever essential to me," 
continued the Queen in a lighter tone, **for when 
Etheldreda leaves me I shall be truly alone." 

Could Govinda ^o while Edwy needed her ? Oh, 
no. Every pulse m the beating heart forbade the 
idea, while the sudden sinking of the bounding life- 
tide, the chill, curdling of its current too surely 
told that the tie which bound her to Edwy of Eng- 
land would not be of long duration. 

**My mother," she said, raising her drooping 
head, while a smile of the purest affection illununed 
her countenance, "thy words have conquered. 
While Govinda is needed she will Unger wit& those 
who have filled her fouI with the richest blessings. 
For thy sake I promise thee not voluntarDy to seek 
my native wilds ; but revisit them again my heart 
cherishes a stange certainty that I surely shall." 

The Queen's answer was to draw her to her 
bosom with a love which saw not the dark future, 
but onl^ rejoiced in the present hope that Govinda 
would indeed be a daughter to her, bound by a 
sweet tie which would never be broken save by 
death. 
There was a light boundmg step, 'and Etheldreda, 
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like a blushing rose, her arms and veil filled with 
lovely flowers, knelt before the Queen, and laid in 
her hands a fragi^ant bouquet ; then playfully 
approached Govinda and placed a chaplet of white 
roses and myrtle on her bright brown hair. Scarcely 
had she laid the crown of love, pure love and ever 
green devotion, on the beautiful brow than hasty 
steps were heard approaching, causing the maidens 

Sulses to beat more quickly, and their eyes to glance 
own the leafy pathway, beneath whose overhanging 
branches soon appeared in view the forms of the 
youthful Kings of England. 

Edgar had ripened into a tall stately knight, 
wearing the mantle of royal dignity with the grace 
of his elder brother. The difference of two years 
was reversed in their appearance now ; dark-browed, 
ruddy Edgar looking older than his fair, golden 
haired companion. The Queen gazed fondly, 
proudly on her sons, but her eyes shone with a 
deeper lustre as they rested on the sweet and 
serene face of her first-born. 

Never had Edwy looked so handsome, so strong 
in health and vigour. The light of pure joy shone 
in his blue eyes, nis pale cheek was dyed with a 
healthy bloom, and a smile, as of old, hovered on 
his curling lips. 

Yes, the joy of a heart at peace, satisfied with 
the ways of Providence in darkness as well as 
light ; happy in the happiness of others, and the 
utter annihilation of self ; peaceful in the faithful 
discharge of duty illumined the king's face ; while 
a deeper cord oi inward joy, unknown to those 
around, sounded in his soul — the joy of a spirit 
hearing the footsteps of the heavenly messenger 
coming nearer, nearer to lead him home. 

"My royal mother,'* he said in sweet tones, 
breathing a gladness which only the good can 
diffuse around them. ** Thou hast caused us a long 
search through these flowery labyrinths ; surely 
thou art becoming cruelly oblivious to the impatient 
heart of love thus to condemn Edgar to an after- 
noon's probation. Not once has he caught a sight 
of his Detrothed, and he is longing for a canter with 
his lady fair over the smooth sward. I, too, sigh 
for a fresh mountain breeze, and having disposed of 
the cares of kindly state, intend to join the ride. 
Govinda," he added, turning to the maiden, ** may 
I not hope for thy company as well, or there will be 
little better than solitude for me ?" 

Govinda's blushing face was bent to the earth ; 
but the Queen gave her smiling assent, and turning 
to the bridegroom elect, who was holding Ethel- 
dreda's dimpled hand, and fondly soliciting one 
of her floral tokens, she bade the young lovers 
hasten to prepare for the galop in the cool evening 
hour. 

On, on over the breezy plains, with slackened * 
rein and flying coursers feet, went the royal party, 
the boy lover flinging pride and state to the winde^ 
jm he ^Uoped by the mdo of hia girl-bride. 



The boy-lover drinking in a pure, sweat happi- 
ness, sweet as the breath of the West-wind fancing 
his dark, clustering ringlets, revelling in the golden 
dream moments, brief as they are bright. 

The girl-bride on her swift yet gentle palfry, 
timid yet rejoicing, trusting and true, listening to 
the words of him she loved with a woman's endless 
faith, following his bright eager gaze into the fast 
approaching realms of love and bliss, realms which 
would be ever radiant as his pictured visions. 

And gazing on them with the calm eyes of a long- 
lost happiness, a remembered anguish, was the 
young King of England, bearing up to the last with 
the arrow rankling in his breast ; bearing up so 
nobly that none dreamed that it quivered there. 
The sight of their joy flung a generous delight 
round his heart, and gave the pulse of being a 
rejoicing bound, unfamiliar to it for long. And not 
only did their love dream make E Iwy glad. By 
his side rode one, a dear sister, who had come to 
him when love and friendship were torn away; 
come, the last sweet gift of consolation. 

With a quick motion of her hand Govinda urged 
her palfry, urged it past the royal lovers, on, and out 
into the darkening moorland. A shadow rested on 
her soul — a shadow which the briglit face beside 
her only deepened or, parliaps, wjls the cause of 
flinging there, which stretched grim and stern over 
the coming future. 

With floating tresses, waving in their wild 
abandonment, and heart beating with the free, 
quick pulse of olden times, Govinda urged her 
splendid steed, which never before had suomitted 
to womaii's guidance, up a steep ascent, on the 
broad, high table land of whose summit she 
galloped along, far above the plain beuea*}h, nor 
paused till on the very verge of a dizzy cliff. 

With courser reined back upon its haunches, 
its fore legs raised over the yawning gulf, herself 
gazing with calm sad eyes into its deep horrors, 
Govinda and her steed remained as if transfixed, 
hftuging mid-air between time and eternity. Edwy 
who had spurred after them, gazed in momentary 
horror, which revealed how precious was the life, 
now hanging upon a thread. To spring from his 
charger, and approach the reckless Princess, with 
a view to drag her from her seat, was the work of 
the next moment. Govinda caught sight of that 
pale face of emotion. It recalled her from her 
strange abandonment. Wheeling her steed round, 
with a firm hand that never wavered, and giving 
the impetus of her weight, to preserve the balance, 
on whose nicety depended the issue of their lives ; 
the noble animal performed the marvellous feat of 
agility and strength, turning round on his hind feet 
from the fearful verge, then springing like a deer 
far away from the dangerous edge (whose loose 
stones and earth rolled heavily down the abyss), 
stood flrn^ and &iSe^ bat tremblii]^ in every limb. 
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A wild passion of tears bunt from Govinda's eyes, 
at the awnil risk she had nm, and the unnecessary 
shock she had inflicted on him she loved. 

" Govinda ! " said Edwy in low tones, taking in 
his own, the nerveless hand, from whose grasp the 
bridle rein dropped powerless. How did this happen? 
Surely thou wert not aware of thy peril ; yet, I 
deemed, so skilled a rider, and keen a sight could 
not have been led into danger. I must watch over 
thee more carefully for the future. Gome, dismount, 
and let us rest awhile, till thou art more composed. 
We can await Edgar and Etheldreda here. I see 
them coming towards us, though at a quieter 
pace. 

The gallant chargers, dodle to their masters 
word, required no restraint, and remained c\ose at 
hand, contentedly cropping the herbage. 

Oh ! Edwy ! exclaimed Govinda, as seated on 
the turf beside him, she shook back the rain drops 
from her- beautiful eyes. Thou wilt indeed despise 
and deem me unworthy to take the sacred vows of 
to-night. True, that I was imaware of my close 
proximity to the giddy verge, but the wild galop 
was caused by mine own dark hauntings of the 
coming hour. To a mind immured from childhood, 
in prophetic visions and secret interpretations, even 
the light of Christianity is insufficient at all times 
to dispel the shadowy entrance of these prophetic 
guests. , This eve they come so darkly, so de- 
terminedly, claiming me as a victim for some dark 
and unalterable fate, that longing to escape their 
influence, I dashed along at headlong speed, feeling 
a momentary relief in wild excitement. There, on 
that blinding cliff, suspended between earth and 
heaven, I realized my sin;' and prayed fervently for 
pardon. But^for thee, I should have been tempted 
to resign myself to my fate, without any further 
efiort, perchance willingly,' knowing what life has 
in store, but thy look roused me to save myself from 
perishing before.thine eyes. Edwy, thou hast heard 
my confession,*^ what thinkest thou of thy new 
confert's subniission? Edwy's answer was to draw 
her to his side, as if that sheltering arm could guard 
her .from the dreaded future. It needed no words 
to interpret the thoughtful kindness of the action, 
but alas I for Govinda, she knew that the human 
support, EO sweet, so unutterably dear, would soon 
be hers no more, tlat a Heavenly ^im and not a 
human, must be her support and stay, in danger 
and temptation. The trial was needed for the per- 
fecting of Govinda's faith, ehe herself knew and 
acknowledged it as Euch, ere many weeks had 
rolled away. It was needed to take away the 
earthly idol, which cast too broad a shadow between 
her spirit and the Eternal love. 

Slowly, through the narrow pathway, under the 
tangled brushwood of the forest, rode the Koyal 
party homeward. Hand in hand the young lovers, 
whispering sweet words, like the birds and powers. 
£oul to eoul the other Boyal^ir^ eo strangely united 



in fate anil affection, pouring forth the tide of noble 
kindred hopes, which bore them away from tJie 
present into a wider, brighter realm of thought. 

The moon trembled out of her summer clouds, 
trembled amid her starry court, down upon the 
velvet sward, as the hors?s hoofs sank softly on its 
smooth surface, turning out of the woodland 
shadows. 

Down upon Govinda's face, shone and trembled 
the silver light, lighting up its beauty to the 
rare, unearthly, lustre, which in deep souled 
poet's dreams, gilds the faces of angels, hovering 
serene and unapproachable in the far away billowy 
ether. 

As the blue eyes of the Saxon King lingered upon 
that more than mortal loveliness, as much his o^'n, 
though unbestowed as the broad realm of hia 
sceptre , and dearer far than all the treasures it 
contained, for a moment the wild thought flashed 
throa«;h his njind, whether if life were spared, he 
might not bind that bright being to his side, and in 
her love find solace and forgetfulness for the 
blighted past. 

The thought flashed up in the King's eyes, till 
their depths shone with a light Govinda never 
dreamed to see resting on her. 

Bewildered with the rush of exstatic happiness, 
her own orbs sunk beneath that gaze, as one in a 
dream, unconscious of earthly sounds ; as one 
severed by a strange lightning stroke of joy, from 
the mortal fetter, she heard faintly and far off 
the murmured words ! 

^'Govuida, it I live, thou mayst one day know 
how dear thou hast become to Edwy. Dear, first 
through her, who was, and is his soul's idol, dear 
now, for thine own generous self. If the devotion 
Govinda has shown me, admits of a warmer, higher 
feeling than friendship, guard more carefully the 
life, ^\ bich has been so mercifully preserved ; guard 
it as a treasure, very dear to Edwy of England. " 

Through the tread of horses hoofs, the murmer of 
soft voices, as one still mute and unconscious, 
Govinda rode homeward. Her hand clasped in a 
slight Koyal hand, .which sent a thrill of rapture 
through every nerve. Save for this rare contact 
binding her to joy, too bright for earth, as one in a 
dream, whose golden portals had shut out th^ re- 
alities of time, Govinda entered the palace of the 
land. 

It was night. 

The chapel of Winchester was illuminated, 
music pealed aloft. A small group of spectators 
were gathered round the high altar, blazing with 
lights, jewels, and flowers, and surrounded by a few 
richly attired priests. 

On the lowest steps knelt a white robed form, 
her long hair unbound, falling in beautiful abun- 
dance—a veil of glory- — round the slender figure, 
till it lay upon the rich crimson steps, glittering in 
tne flood of light. 
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A wliite veily transparent and fleecy, glimmered 
over tiiese beaatifal nnglets, floated over the grace* 
f al form ; and around the drooping head of the 
maiden a crown of snowy flowers was bound. 

In all her maiden parity, her stainless symbolical 
robe, Govinda, the Cambrian Princess, knelt, after 
having been solemnly initiated into the full cere* 
monial of baptism, to receive the final prayers and 
blessings of the bishop on her admission into that 
church, in whose bosom she was enfolded as a 
lamb for ever. 

With trembling hands and deep, soul-felt 
earnestness, Wulfbtan had takr^n the principal part 
in the ceremony, which, for prudent reasons, was 
kept as private as possible. 

Fervently he now prayed that heaven^s blessing 
might guard and defend this new daughter of the 
faith through all the trials and vicissittl<les of tiiiie ; 
and. Anally, when life's troubles were over, she 
might be brought home to the everlasting mansions. 

Queen Elgiva and her sons, Lady Ethel, now 
wedded to Lord Albert, of Broadlands, the Earl of 
Surrey and his young Countess, once the saintly 
Ursule of the maiden band, Etheldreda, with Lady 
Celia, the youthful attendant of Govinda, a Thane- 
ness of gi*eat sweetness of disposition, and the 
Queen's faithful Bower Livdy alnne composed the 
little group, who listened with earnest attention to 
the words of the Bishop. 

With deep emotion Edwy gazed on the slight, 
kneeling gu-1, lovelier in her pure garments, her 

ede, serious mien, than he had ever beheld her. 
e recalled, like a lightning flash, their brief, 
strange meetings. 

The wild Druidess bursting upon the lonely 
forest path, changing the Druid's curse into a sadly 
glorious prophecy. 

The Pa&e bearing him the tidings of joy and 
agony ; the tender woman reading his soul's 
anguish, seeking to shield him from intrusion in the 
hour of overwhelming sorrow. The avenging 
Priestess, kate and tiiumph flashing in her eyes, 
leading the traitor minstrel to his feet. The Knight 
of the Black Plume fighting by his side, changing 
from the brave warrior to the trembling, fainting 
woman ; the blush of shame mantling her brow 
when his eye lighted on her revealed beauty ; anon 
binding back hei* rich tresses in the tent, when he 
learned the secret of her heart ; then, after long, 
long absence, appearing before his gaze in gentler, 
dearer aspect, the Christian friend, the consoler ; 
la9t, that fearful picture on the cliff, which had 
revealed so much of his own heart, and made him, 
in the silver moonlight, whisper something of its 
thoughts to her. 

The visions came and went, flickering in the 
taper's light, till they centred in the kneeling figure, 
and Edwy pressed his hand upon his quickly beat- 
ing heait, with the last earthly longing, that its 
hcskUng might not throb out so soon. 



Amid a flood of music, rich and solemn, the 
convert rose, and was clasped to the bosom of the 
mother Queen ; tears and blessing fell upon her 
rich brown tresses — blessings which soothed the 
a^tated spirit. 

The whisperings of gentle greetings were heard 
around, sweeter than all one voice, breathed its low 
toned welcome. One,* who drawing her white hand 
Y'ithin his arm, led her down the silent aisles to 
the side entrance to the palace, led her tenderly, 
reverently — ^unconscious that the party following 
were simultaneously struck with the hope that one 
day they might see that pair walk up those aisles 
again on a dearer ceremony — unconscious, too, that* 
the eyes of cruel treachery and revenge were scowling 
stealthily behind a shady pillar, fixed with a- 
basilisk glance on the lovely Govinda ; that the^ 
bloodhounds had found her out. 

That night Edwy of England sat gazing into the-* 
sUvery landscape, with face pale as the moonlight,, 
and eyes with a weary look. 

The brief gleam of earthly happiness had fadedl 
away before the presence of a dread reality, a sharps 
and terrible heart spasm, leaving him pale ancl 
weak, but alive to its unanswerable warning that 
not for him nught be the dream of life. 

Never had the message seemed so stem as now; 
lut the sorely tried and nobly exercised spirit wa^ 
not long in triumphing over the lingering human 
weakness. Again all was calm submission ; all was 
joy in the will of *• Our Father." 

** No,*' he murmured, gazing upward at the bright 
starry sky, ** life's cords are too fra^^e for any 
earthly tenure to bind back the all out severed 
spirit. Can I regret the mandate which gives free- 
dom from mortal bondage ; light and joy for the 
dark trials of time ? No ; it is better, wiser, 
that no golden tie should even seek to prolong a 
fated existence, and, perchance, make doubly hard 
the parting hour to one' who has loved me so well. - 
I'hat generous, unselfish love which strove to restore 
to me my lost Elgiva, which risked life in my 
service, and never sought or hoped for a return ; 
that marvellous affection has aroused in my blighted 
heart a feeling of reverence and gratitude, stronger 
than ordinary friendship, and has nobly earned all 
within my power tobestow, a calm, tender rega^xl and 
the protection of ahusband's arm. I would have told 
heruiis. Ah ! tonishtIhadhopedtodoso,butnowthe 
ebbing sands forbid the thought. To One above I 
can only commend the fate of Goviuda, the thought 
of whose solitary existence is the last earthly 
shadow dimming the brightness of this homeward 
bound spirit." 

That balmy summer night Govinda, the beloved, 
one, knelt and prayed far out into the morning . 
hours, far up to the throne above — sprayed as «nly 
woman can, for the soul of the loved one, that it- 
I aight be«tre^gtbcii9d Aod oomfoct«di&itD if»t fli|^W 
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That same glorious moonlight a dark band of 
mea stood round a rade altar m the open clearing 
of a dense forest ; stood, waiting and watching for 
the coming of their priests A sound of rustling 
garments and crackhug brushwood was heard, and 
a troop of white robed Bniids glided from amid the 
thickets, and surrounded the myntic circle. They 
knelt on the earth, prayed, raved, and wildly 
invoked their Gods for tidings of their lost Priestess ; 
besought them to restore her safe in limb and true 
in heart ; to wipe away in the sunlight of her spot- 
less faith the dark suspicion some had dared to cast 
upon her truth. 

The people groaned, wept, and yelled with grief 
and rage, while the flame of the sacrificial altar 
grew and kindled into a mighty fiamo. 

The steps of a hurried messenger stirred the 
underwood of the summer forest, and startled the 
hearts of the Cambrian people. 

There was a pause, a wild impulsive greeting, 
the name of Govinda ! Govinda ! echoed round. 

Then silence, a pale gleam of hate or triumph, 
who shall say, on the spy's face. The spy who had 
found a way into tlie royal chapel, and now stood 
the betrayer of his Princess, facing those eager 
hundreds, dreading, dreading for his life, to break 
the news he revelled in to thoae wild, devoted 
people, longing, dying for their Prophetess. 

** Speak,' cried an old man, the Chief Druid; 
** tell us where is Govinda, who left us eight months 
ago, when we pressed the crown npon her ? When 
we find her again, willing or unwilling, she shall be 
our queen, and never leave her faithful people." 

'* The High Priestess is a traitress, a renegade," 
said the messenger in hollow tones, ** to-night she 
was baptized in the King' chapel at Winchester." 

The words were dea*h to tne informer ; a hun- 
dred swords met in his body ; like a hunted hare 
he sunk to the ground. Then rose an awful cry of 
rage and despair ; the crv of a strong man's agony ; 
the cleaving of soul and body. 

The glory of Cambria was lost,- trampled down, 
that summer night. 

Then a pause, more dread and terrible ; a pause of 
torpid grief. 

Over it, over the crushed heart of Britain, rolled 
the deep, unchanged voice of the High Priest, 
** Death to Govinda the false one !" 



CHA.P. XXXVIII. 

ANOTHER ROYAL MARRIAGE. 

Merrily shone the summer sun on the bridal 
morning of the youngest brother of the reigning 
Saxon Rouse. 

Its. glad btams seemed to penetrate the heart of 
the bridegroom with a smile of joyful omen, dis- 
persing all the past clouds of envy and ambition, 
And lighting up the horizon of a fair new future, 
tQ b9 entered upon with feet temjpered by the iirst 



fall — a mind enlarged and softened by experience 
and love. 

The elder brother might well be t3rpified by the 
genial sun. His tender forgiveness had shone like 
restoring rays into the crushed sorrowing heart, 
raising the downcast he'^d, dispelling the haunting 
shadows of shame and remorse by its strong pure 
contrast, making sin hateful ; and rescuing from a 
career that might have hardened into crime with 
the ** still small voice of kindness." 

The turning point of £dgar's course had been 
fixed for better aims by the pardon in the royal 
tent. Now, as he stood arraying for the long 
deferred bridals, the last lingering regret crossing 
his mind was that he had ever sought to win 
Etheldreda's hand b^ any other way than the 
honourable one in which he now obtained it. 

• • • • t 

According to Edgar's desire, his nuptials were 
to be performed without any kingly parade — as one 
of Edwy's simple knights. 

This desire to resign the dearly-loved glitter 
of sovereignty testified the deep affection he 
bore his generous brother ; and Edwy appreciating 
it as such yielded to the request ; more especially, 
as after three weeks retirement in a country mansion 
of the Queen's, the young pair were to return to 
court to be solemnly crowned in Winchester, ere 
their departure for the North. 

The prophetic feeling that another crown would 
soon be added to the divided diadem, making it 
once more one, caused Edwy to take a deep interest 
in the anticipated ceremony, and to feel a peculiar 
satisfaction that his brother was now so fitted to 
wield the sceptre of fair Albion. 

Looking back on the past that bridal morning, 
the King recognised the mysterious and all- wise 
workings of Providence, which so seldom fit in 
with human plans. 

By an apparently dark, hopeless rupture, Eldgar 
had been thrown under his influence, and the 
heart, insensible to every other method, had been 
won by the power he had obtained — through 
religion — of forgiving injuries. 

Thus a divine, not a human, imprint had been 
stamped upon the good fruit, to remove all shadow 
of vam glorying from the best and wisest intentions. 
Many a oitter salutary lesson had been acquired by 
Edwy during his short career, storing his mind 
with a rich abundant garner of knowledge and 
wisdom. Had he been spared to England, much 
good might have been wrought for the country; 
but it was not to be. 

Whether the land needed the strokes of mis- 
fortune before her hidden wealth was released from 
the cumbersome load of earth, or whether the 
sorely-tried servant had earned an early release 
from the probation of life, none can answer ; but 
Assuredly it was Infinite wisdom which lemoved 
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the gem from gracing an Earthly crown to set it in 
an Heavenly one. 

The young king roused himself froiQ his musings 
to approach a cabinet in his private chamber, and 
take from a secret drawer a parchment which had 
lain there nearly two years. 

Opening the folded paper, he glanced at the con- 
tents, then, with a 'sigh at the recollections they 
oonjured up, closed the scroll and, ringing a silver 
bell, bade the page who answered it summon two 
of the Thanes of the household to his presence. 

The King then traced a few lines at the foot of 
the page — which was no other than the deed of the 
gift of Earl Ordmer's estate, which Edwy was about 
to transfer to his brother's bride as a wedding 
present. The King's signature and the royal seal 
were duly affixed to the deed, which was witnessed 
by the two Thanes, and conveyed in a golden 
casket to the bride's apartment. 

Not in the hurry and excitement of a royal tiring 
did the orphan girl of the fallen House of Ordmer 
open the King's casket, not till the bride and bride- 
groom were alone in their quiet mansion, did 
Etheldreda examine the parting present ; and when 
she comprehended its full generous meaning with a 
flood of tears, she clun^ to her husband s breast, 
murmuring words of blessmc on Edwy, in which the 
grateful brother joined his fervent tones. 

At mid-day a large party of nobility were as- 
sembled in the Queen's saloon awaiting the approach 
of the royal party. 

Many a well-known face and form might be seen 
amid the groups, altered by time and circum- 
stances, but interesting as old friends. 

The most striking changes were visible in the 
surviving members of the King's knights, all now 
gathered together. 

Nearly all had assumed the rosy fetters of 
wedlock, only Etbelbert of Kent was left to ac- 
company the royal knight to the altar. 

mth her dark eyes radiant with health and 
happiness, the rose blooming on her smooth cheeks, 
Tredegoude, the beautiful Brunette, now a happy 
wife aud mother of two lovely children, stood con- 
versing with the Lady of Herewood. 

Gentle and dignified as ever, Lady Ethel listened 
to her friend's lively converse ; but a brighter 
light shone on her thoughtful brow, gleaming 
marble-like beneath the folds of raven hair ; and 
the sweet smile on the lips spoke of a heart at 
peace. 

For nearly two years she had been the wedded 
wife of Lord Albert, and never since the time when 
the unknown knight wooed the noble lady for his 
bride, had she reason to regret her choice — a choice 
hallowed by her beloved Queen's parting words 
and blessing. 

Noble and proud looked the Lord of Brondlands 
with his tall stately figure and beautiful face, lit 
with the lustre of a contented heart, grateful for 



the good gifts of Providence ; and living to make 
those around him happy. 

Ever and anon the eyes of his wife turned towards 
him with trusting affection, and every glance of 
her speaking orbs seemed to be understood and 
answered by her upright and loving husband. 

Lady Sussex's sweet, tender face had lost it* 
bride timidity, and wore a graver matron aspect ; 
but the rise and fall of years and added cares had 
taken nothing from the fresh beauty of the love 
which united her to her constant lord. 

Wilfrid, Earl of Surrey, the last to enter the 
bridal ranks, stood by his youthful countess — the 
fair-haired, blue-eyed Ursula, whose azure scarf 
he had worn on the Coronation, and watered in a 
young warrior's blood. 

ITie youngest daughter of the Bishop of Win- 
chester — once the mravest and most saintly of the 
bright maiden band which circled round the lost 
Elgiva — now wore a light and bloom of tender 
happiness on her statuesque features, which 
rendered them infinitely lovely. 

The union of these lovers had sprung from no 
wild frenzy of fancy or caprice ; but had been . 
entered into thoughtfully, carefully, with heart and 
soul, satisfied that in each other they should find 
comfort and happiness, not only for the spring and 
summer of love, but for the autumn and winter of 
Ufe. 

Far different was it with the Countess of Kent. 

Arrayed in sumptuous robes, with gems starring 
her once laughing ringlets, now bound round her 
white brow ; gems flashing in her bright hazel 
eyes, and sparkling in her flowing robes. Judith 
stood the centre of a gay group, laughing and 
talking with something like the old abandon of her 
maiden gaiety ; but a sad change had taken place 
in her since then. 

The laughter rang forth from a breaking heart ; 
tears had dimmed the clear beauty of the large 
eyes ; Judith wore the mantle of gladness to hide 
the wreck of a blighted life. 

Her's had been a mistaken union ! 

Since the first wild hour of bridal transport, when 
Adalbert led her almost by force to the altar with 
the trumpet sounding for the battle, the Etheling's 
heart had chilled towards his countess. Whether 
his wayward nature had ceased to value the 
coveted object when onoe obtained ; or Judith's 
undisguised affection, called forth by the dread of 
death which prompted her to visit the camp, made 
the capricious noble slight the love which was so 
easily his ; slight it as he had ever done woman's 
lavish devotion. Certain it is that, with returning 
convalescence, the young bridegroom revealed to 
his loving bride that the gem of affection which 
had glowed like the burning ruby, gone for ever'! 

The kind polished indifference which succeeded 
. hi« ardent devotion, the reserve with which he hid 
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from her eyes the cause of the change, whose very 
existence he lightly ignored ; combined to prey upon 
the heart and spirits of Jndith, who unlike lier Lord, 
once loving, loved for ever. Yes, loved him even 
then, as he mingled with the new court beauties — 
Ibendingover their blushing charms, the southern 
£re of his dark wonderful eyes. 

Of Ute, the young lord had thrown aside even 
the pretence of outward regard ; and his absences 
from home were so long and frequent, that the hours 
lie passed with Judith might be numbered by the 
Sionths he did not. 

The estrangement of the unfortunate pair, caused 
deep sorrow to the Bishop, who ceaselessly re- 
setted having urged his daughter to contract the 
marriage, though her intense love for her husband 
showed that he was right in believing her young 
affections had been engaged by the devoted Knighti. 
This thought was his only solace, for he was power- 
less to effect any good, in so delicate a case, and 
was obliged to confine his efforts to frequent visits 
to his daughter's splendid castle, where he and his 
wife did their utmost to cheer the spirits of the 
solitary Judith. Very reluctantly had the fair 
Countess emerged from the seclusion, where she had 
wept and suffered for nearly two years. But her 
husband's express wishes that she snould be present 
on the auspicious occasion, had too much weight to 
be resisted, and with a vain effort to conceal from 
strangers eyes the arrow in her breast ; Judith 
mingled with the court once more. 

Another knight had led to the nuptial altar one of 
the Queen's fair band, Ulric of Freemingham, in 
despair at the loss of Ethel« his cruelly treated be- 
trbtbed, in order to prove his utter indifference, the 
very reverse of his real feelings, offered his hand 
to Lady Ada of Surrey. 

Pale, haughty, and graceful was the lady of Free- 
mingham, fitted to adorn the court and grace the 
festive scene ; but lacking those tender affections 
and thoughtful sympathies which make the fire- 
side bright and blessed. 

Many a covert glance of regret Ulric stole at the 
dark-eyed noble Ethel, who might have made life so 
sweet to him. 

Thus the bright eyed maidens of the past had 
vamshed : some melting into happy matronhood, 
others fading in the cloistelrs shades, two falling 
victims to an illfated affection. The truest of them 
all to Elgiva, felt a sigh heave her bosom, as she 
glancod Mu;kward, from this time to the past, the 
nnf orgotten past, where Elgiva had shone so brightly 
with a hesui. constant to her lost Queen, Ethel 
had declined the pest of chief Heresal Lady to the 
new Queen Etheldreda, a post which the Royal 
widow and the young betrothed had warmly 
pressed upon her acceptance. 

Never again would Ethel of Haiewood attend 
upon an earthly sovereign. Not only were gay 
lig^qes uiicon^enial tQ h^ g^teued spirits^ but ^he 



felt that her mission had been too sacred to be 
resumed. 

Ethel and Albert had just paid a visit to the 
stricken Princess Ulrica. — ^The sorrowing mother 
had secluded herself in the closest retirement, ever 
since the untimely demise of her daughter. Out 
of all her circle of friends. — Ethel alone, Ethel who 
had grown up from childhood with her beautiful 
Elgiva, was admitted to the desolate hearth of the 
Boyal Dane. 

Ulrica was only waiting for sufficient strength to 
return to Scandinavia, their to end her weary and 
remorse laden existence, far from a land so fatal to 
her child. 

Turning from thia horns ef distress, where her 
faithful memory was repeatedly called upon to enact 
the painful past. Ethel might well ex- 
perience a haunting feeling of sadness, in 
witnessing the bnlliaut court and the 
painfully suggestive nuptials. But so carefully was 
this sorrow coucsaled from passing an uncongenial 
shadow, that none save Albert, to whom her 
lightest thought was revealed, knew how hard a 
trial it cost her to stand amid the bridal guests. 
He too sympathised with her tender regret. How 
could he do otherwise, the chosen Kaight of his 
Royal Lady, wearing even then upon his breast, the 
sacred parple scarf, which even for the colours of 
his beloved Ethel was never displaced. 

There was a rustle of silken garments. 

The folding doors, leading to the Royal apart- 
ments were fiung aside. Preceeded by pages and offi- 
cers of the household, the Queen Mother and Princess 
Govinda, followed by their ladies and maidens, 
swept into the saloon. 

Elgiva's robe of purple brocade, stiff with gold 
and rare gems, flowed with stately pride to the rush 
strewn floor. A zone, blazing with jewels encircled 
the still slender waist. The fair arms and swan- 
like throat, clasped and wreathed with gems, were 
displayed by the thrown back bodice and loose open 
sleeves of almost transparent lawn. A crown of 
brilliants rested on her brow, from whose noble 
outlines the rich, dark hair was thrown back and 
coiled round the graceful head. A long, snowy 
veil, bestarred with gems and bordered with purple, 
was attached to these massive volutes, the usual 
appendage of a Saxon Queen. 

Never had Elgiva shone with such re^al splendour 
before the court ; every eye paid the silent homage 
of admiration to her majestic charms. 

Govinda, her country woman, carried away the 
meed of beauty for Cambria among the damsels of 
the Saxon court. Her robe of purest white was 
bordered with ruby velvet ; a zone of rare rubies 
confined her undulating taper waist. The swell of 
her white dimpled throat, the ivory roundness of 
her lovely arms were stained, as it were, by the 
same circle of blood drops. Mingled with ike white 
fire of the diamonds^ t^e^ glowed red and weird m 
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the cirelet binding the golden brown tresses, which 
fell in a wondrous shoxrer of plaits and ringlets far 
down the maiden's nymph-like form, while ever 
and anon, mid the looped ringlets and sunny plaits, 
the same red glow anU burning white flickered and 
flashed in the sunlight with a strange, magical 
effect. 

Courteously apknowledging the greeting of the 
assembled quests, the Queen moved towards the 
curtains which divided- the chamber from the 
nuptial saloon. As Govinda's eye fell on Lady 
Ethel she sprang to her side, and catching both her 
hands exclaimed, 

''Dear, noble Ethel, it rejoices me to see thee 
here, but I well know what that faithful heart is 
suffering, tracing the shadow of the past through 
the sunny brightness of the present.*' 

The beautuul face of Govinda recalled to the 
Lady of Harewood the wild forest, the Celtic 
Castle, the old manor house in Gloucester, the 
memory of Elgiva's love for the wonderful maiden, 
her devotion to the Queen, brought a rush ef 
emotion across Ethel's heart whicm suffused her 
eyes with tears ; but mingling with these thoughts 
came the scene in the midnight chapel, the King's 
devotion to the youii:^ convert, the whispered hopes 
of the heedless spectators. A chill sense of wrong 
done to the Queen's memory by this bewitching 
stranger caused Ethel's hands to lie cold and 
passive in Govinda's grasp, and the words of response 
to die unspoken on her trembling lips. With a 
feeling of relief she saw Govinda glide away, and 
in the press of the brid%l party they were soon 
widely parted. 

• ■ • • • 

A t^nporary altar, arranged in the cnstomary 
form, but partoking largely of military deoorations, 
occupied the upper end of a large, stately saloon, 
whosis oriel window, flung open to the cool, 
flowery terraces of the gardens, admitted the 
warm beams of the summer sun. Chairs of state 
for the royal party, and benches for the bridal 
guests were arranged near the altar and round the 
apartment. 

Queen Elgiva stood by her post of honoar, too 
impatient to rest thereon, and glanced eagerly 
towards the entrance to the saloon. Well might her 
mother's heart beat high on this gladsome morning. 
With light, hasty steps t&e kmely bridegroom, 
imattend^ by a royal suite, entered the apartment, 
and followed by Ethelbert of Kent, approached the 
altar. 

The young knight was attired in complete armour 
■aye hia head, which was imoovered, revealii^ to 
the assembled court a face of manly beauty, ramant 
with love and h(n»e, and shadowed by silken 
ringlets, the hue and texture of his royal mother's. 

Fcft a few minutes Edgar bent the knee at the 
«ltar, then rising turned towards his mother, who, 
iwndlng to iiui «ur wliiqperadviraetfrcrpheoieBof joy. 



Not long did he linger on the steps of hymen. 
A strain of sweet music was parted by the gleam 
of a radiant train, shining with the flowers and 
gems of courtly and bridal spendour. In the centre 
walked the King of England clad in armour — but 
armour wrought in pure gold and blazing with, 
jewels — ^wearing the brilliant collar, the fturpte 
scarf (the full insignia of majesty), armour which ne 
had laid aside in his hour of triumph, to don on- 
this happier occasion of his truant brothei^s 
nuptials. 

The golden hair of the Saxon monarch fell in '- 
glittering masses on his shining mail ; his blue eyes ' 
shone with a lustre too dazzling for earth ; but the 
eyes of the eager throng traced not that spirit 
meaning, and only rejoiced in the bright beauty 
which gladdened their hearts. 

Leaning cm the King's arm was one, forgotten 
for the moment in the blaze of Edwy's presence^ 
but who soon recalled the wandering attention, to 
rivet it during the whole ceremony. 

In her snowy robe of glistering sheen, bordered 
with pearls and diamonds, with the Saxon nuptial 
crown of myrtle and olive leaves, intermingled with 
purple flowers, and tied with white silk, binding 
the brow of the rosebud bride ; her long, golden 
hair, of the purest tint, unloosed for the last time 
in maiden freedom, glitterins like a shower of gold ' 
through the transparent bridal veil, glittermg 
round the dropping form, Etheldreda, the fair, > 
the maiden of £higland, was led to the aJtar by the 
Saxon king. 

The fairy bride, trembling with bashful emotion^ 
was tnmsf erred ^m one kingly protector to another 
and dearer one, whose impassioned clasp made her 
dimpled hand a^iver like a fluttering rose leaf. 

With a smile on his pale face Edwy of England 
sat near the altar and watched the sacred rites. 

Before him knelt the loving and beloved ; around 
him were the glad, the gay ; above him stretched 
the deep blue heavens ; over all shone the smiling 
sun. Bat not one element of personal happiness 
mingled witih the brilliant scene. 

Two, the nearest, the dearest, were absent from 
the joyous throng I 

Cedrio,truestof the knightly band, the faithful, 
ever-ready sympathiser, stood not by his Sovereign's 
side. 

She, the bright, the wedded one, wore not the 
diadem of the land ; rude hands had snatched it 
"from her brow, to plant thereon the martyr's 
-Wreath. 

The husband and the Mend moomed for tlM 
departed, through all tbat fes^ve aoene. Th* 
Kmg's oalm smile sprang from a joy diflosing, not 
a joy receiving, fountain. 

Govinda read the serene faoe^ and saw the mni'm 
struggle— knew that the thooghts were aaddMt 
when the sun shone brightest. 

Sa sihada w was *J»^ BDiEitaAl IsM QB ivluidih tts 



fisa 



IDWT AND ELaiVA, 



■onliflht gleamed bo joyooily, that many were 
atmolc by its unearthly aspeot; aud the mother 
felt a dread alarm that, m the very hoar of happi- 
for the younger brother, the iu>ble, ttxe 



oeneroiu benefactor might be pasaing from them. 
. **0i^ for Ufe r 

4-ye, one for- life, if the sacred words engrave a 
BfKured memoir in each votary's heart. 
. One for ^e — ^Edgar and his hardly-won Ethel- 
dreda ; once the innocent but fatal snare, luring 
li^ from* the path of duty; now the honourably 
bjestowed bride, to lead him to all noble ends. 

^gar 4uid Etheldreda were bound together 
husbamd and wife, 

Bising from, the final benediction of the Church, 
pronounced over the bride and bridegroom kneeling 
under the rich care cloth, held over them by two 
stately Thanes, Edgar, with an impulsive gesture, 
wliich showed his heart's deepest feelings, led his 
cirl treasure to the King, and, kneeling with her at 
EiB feet, besought his blessing in a voice choked 
with emotion. 

Overcome by this affectionate homage, Edwy, 
paler than ever, bent down and placed a hand on 
each bowed-down head. A young hand, but very 
pieoiou^ in its hallowed influence of a cood and 
Christian example, whispering a fervent blessix^. 
Then, raiBing the kneeling pair, clasped Edgar long 
and fervently to his. heart. 

The lovipg clasp of olden days, when the brothers 
met after a brief absence, and clung together loving 
andlond^. en the threahokl of th& kingly sphere. 

•Breaking from that embrace in which :teari fell 
and mingled, and tears of G^mpathy statted to the 
spectators eyes, Edwy drew to his heart the fair 
sylph'like Queen — his Cedric's sister; his Edgar's 
bride — ^tben raiaing ^tiie slender form which lay so 
oonfidiftgly on his breast, placed her in her husband's 
arms». and silently turjied away. 

Again. » burst of sunshine, lighting ^np the tears 
of the soul's emotion to gems of loving iight, . The 
sound of music breaking the . whispered words of 
love* In thiS splendour of joy and pomp, the bridal 
ps^y moved from the altar to the hall of feasting. 

(hi her chair, of state, cro^'^ed with the royal 
crown, canopied by the Saxon White Horse; on 
her chair of state, between the royal brothers, sat 
the girl bride, the child-likje Queen, encircled by 
hanghty Thaneis, waited, upon on bonded knee the 
th«me of minstt^l greeting ; the envied) the admired 
of all. ' 

Y^t httmU^. inbier royal dignity than the at- 
tendatits at ti;ie ^mptuoiia banquet, -shrinking 
beveaih the f);ail soreeu of her veil, longisg to' 
escape from the tiding ordeal of queenly ele^^ation 
an«l thfi y<9t 'Unl$3D0^nr'£vitury»> t4i».be onoe.mor^a 
frej),. glad maiden, plaoHi^^m^^ ^ the /convent's 
shiwtai'i thenrthe next4aetfi«ai*r^pentingthe wish, 
drti^il^ 'I^Umfo^ to h^. kingly bridegroom, whose 
love was her life of life. 



Edwy observed the timid emotion of his new 
sister-in-law, and augured from it a tmer omen of 
domestic happiness t£m had smiles of s^-satisfied 
elation irradiated her young fao& Oently ha 
sought to reassure her spirits, fervently iie prayed 
that his brother might watch over this fragile 
flower as tenderlv in the g[athering' years as wEen 
he ouUed it in bridal simahine. 

The. strains of the harps, the sounds of feaating 
melt away ; again there is a lull in revelry, then a 
gatherinff to the outer hall. 

A gathering almost as large, but not.ao intensely 
sad, as when Elgiva, the beautiful, passed through 
the palace hall, amid the lowered swords ol her 
loving, loyal lieges. 

Another queen moved through the courtiers 
veiled and robed for the journey ; but her's was 
not the generous woman's heart, trusting on a 
traitor's faith, going forth to the desolate world ; 
but a young bride leaning on a kingly brother's 
arm, seeking the litter which was to convey her to 
a nuptial home. 

There was a parting, tearful embrace, and the 
curtains of the litter closed round Etheldreda and 
her lady attendant. 

Edgar, with the blended impatienoe of the lover, . 
and the grief of an affectionate son at parting from 
his mother, and, above idl, his revered brother, 
whom with a strange, tenacious affection, he clung 
to with a fondness that made the briefest severance 
painfuL 

Edgar sprang to the back of his charger, and, 
attended by the nobles of his household and a small 
.band of servitors and guards, rode .by the side of 
his bride's litter, through the palace court-yard 
out into the streets of Winchester, amid joyful 
cheers from the populace which followed the .bridal 
party till they were far out into the open country. 

An hour later, all was comparative stillness in the 
Palace of Winchester, most of the guests, were 
. dispersed to their respective chambers to rest daring 
the sultry afternoon, ere the evening festival once 
more re-united them. 

Some- of the younger knights, sought the inner 
courtyard to fling the quoit, and pitch the tennis 
ball. The heat of the atanosphere rendered the 
Bport less vigorous than usual, but it served to 
wile away the tedious interim after the morning's 
excitement, and was enlivened by many a jest» and 
merry story, which the light hearted can ever 
summon up to chase lagging hours. 
. Gayest of the -group was the Ethelidgof Kent; 
wilder and move frolickapme than even in. his days 
of freedom, for- then the shadow of hig iHief .love 
for J-ndith .sobered .his exuberant • spirtt. .Kot a 
thought he oai^.tohis lovely cou^toMS, who ti^ough 
streanung teare wvas;leuking down upon Inm- from 
her lattice casement^ 

The maidens of to-day, were chatting as blithely 
in the familiar bower chamber, as though they 
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dreamed not of the existence of sorrow, and yet 
in those very walls, twelve of their fair predecessors 
had met moh strange, sad fates. 

Ethel had pass^ that hour in the Queen's 
apartment, relating to her deeply interested auditor 
every particular of the loved, and once intimate 
companion, Ulrica, who had positively refused 
the Qaeen's repeated invitations to visit her at the 
Court. 

From Ethel, Elgiva also learnt many sad and 
sweet incidents in the life of her lost daughter-in- 
law, whom she only remembered as a lovely child, 
with spirit eyes, filled with a strange far-seeing 
light, crouching in a comer of the JPalape apart- 
ments listening to her sounding harp. Of. Govinda 
the Queen heard too, enough to j^rove how well 
founded were her own impressions of the lovely 
Cambrian's lofty character. . Time passed quickly 
in this converse, till the Qaeen, suddenly recollect- 
ing the look, which h^ startled her on her son's 
face at the altar, and entering more fully than 
ever (since EthePs nan*ation) into the depths of the 
bereaved heart, rose to seek his side and administer 
& mother's consolation.. Kindly she pressed her lips, 
to the brow .of Ethel, saying in gentle tones : — 
. ''Dear lady Ethel^ thy devotion to my unfortu- 
nate daughter, will eyer endear thee to my hearty 
And I would wis^ithee.to consider Queen Elgiva 
as a friend, wh9 will delight to serve thee and thy 
worthy husband, and to welcome you to our court, 
thy conversation has touched me deeply, and it is 
reluctantly that £ bid thee adieu for the present." 
Ethel sought her own apartments. 
The solitude and stillness around pressed even 
more painfully on the cords oi memory than the 
excitement of social intercourse, and the tears so 
hardly restrained in public, now flowed forth freely. 
Not long, however, did she weep alone. 

Albert divining what his wife would feel amid 
these familiar scenes, sought her side, and with 
tender, manly words, sootmng her distress, persua- 
ded his Ethel to accompany him for a quiet stroll 
in the palace grounds. Ethel yielded to his re- 
quest and leaning on her husband's arm, listening to 
his gentle voice, and enjoying the sweet sights and 
sounds of JN'ature, the cloud dispersed from her soul, 
and she smiled again in the sunlight of that true, 
strong affection. They were soon joined by other 
strollers, the Earl and Countess of Surrey, Ardmer 
and Fredegonde. An interesting conversation en- 
sued between these cultivated and happy minds, 
which made the afternoon wane svriftly into twilight. 
It was with regret that Ethel left the party promp- 
ted by a feeling of compassion, to seek the lonely 
Judith, whose unhappy wedlock was deeply de- 
plored by her, and who she well knew ceuld find 
no companionship with the gay ladies of the court 
Sadly were times changed, revealed by the meeting 
which took place between the once laughter loving 
Judith, now a cmshed neglected wife, and Ethel 



the pensive maiden of yore, whose face shon^;|)fith 
the light of happy love. 

Judith seemed pleased to see her visitor who 
longed to pour the balm of consolation into the' 
stricken heart which looked out so mournfuUy fvom 
the sad dark eyes ^zlng down upon the band in 
the tennis court. But how could poor words re- 
lieve wounds, which only the hand that caused 
them could heal. 

The most delicate relief that could be conveyed, 
was that of portraying the heayier sorrows p* 
others ; and therefore Ethel chose for her them^ 
their once, beautiful and now angel Queen, hopii^ 
to win the young. wife into forgetfulneas of hej: own 
troubles in remembering the dark martyrdom aui^ 
sustaining JTaith of Elgiva. » • • «,* 

She also cordially pressed Judith to visit heran4 
Albert at their beautiful estate of Edenthorpe. An 
invitation which Judith accepted^ feeliug her liearj^ 
unconsciously drawn toyrards the gentle and high-, 
minded Ethel, whose happinesjs. was too chastenecl 
to be envi^, and whose^ sympathy too delicate tci( 
wound. . , , 

The Lady. of Harewood's eyes flashed with in-; 
dignatipn as the sounds of up roaroiis laughter were 
wafted by the summer breeze into their quiet 
chamber, and the cheek of the. true-hearted and 
lovely girl before her turned pale with suppressed 
emotion while her eyes su6fuscd with tea^, tHougl^ 
no word of reproach escaped her loyal lips. 

While he, the careless heartless reveller knew 
not, and he^ed not whether those hazel eyes were 
dim with tears, or kept nightly vigils for his sake. 
How different to the thoughtful de7oted Albert. 
The contrast flashed painfully through Ethel's mmd- 
Once glancing throng, the lattice, attracted by 
sounds so discordant, she saw the bright faoe 
of the Etholing. up turned to the window evidently 
from some remark of his companions. He re- 
cognised her presence, and inadvertent scrutiny, 
by a profound bow, and beaming smile, which 
Ethel could scarcely force herself to return. 

Hurriedly she left the casement, and impetuously 
drawing Judith away ftxclaimed, " Oh 1 Judith ! 
Judith ! what a sacrifice thy life has been through 
the officious interference of friends. Come away 
with me I do not let him see the affection of which 
he is unworthy ! 

'* If my life is a sacrifice " said Judith, with a 
flash of her old stately pride — withdrawing her hand 
from Ethel — ^'itis, and shall be a complete one, 
which few of mv sex will have the courage to imi- 
tate. As to my affections being bestowed un- 
worthily I they are bestowed upon my husband, 
which settles the question for ever — Ethel on all 
other topics, I am, still Judith of Winchester 
Oil that I cannot forget, or permit any one 
else to forget ; that I am the Countess of Kent." 

Edwy was in his private apartment, seated before 
his table, covered with papers, and documente o. 



240 



EDWT AND ELOIVA. 



mament^ busily engaged in writing careful instraC' 
tions. 

The Bishop of Winchester was beside him. 
The King was desirous to appoint a new Arch- 
bishop of ^mterbury, in the room of the banished, 
and unworthy Odo! He had been offering the 
▼acant see to his old Preceptor, but Wulfstan 
firmly declined the perilous honour, feeling it would 
only expose him to renewed jealousy and persecu- 
tion from the opposing Clergy. He had been 
assisting his Sorereign in the selection of a worthy 
PriBiate ; a difficult and tedious business, as many 
contending elements had to be thought of, and 
disposed of before such an important nomination 
oould be established. 

The King's private chamber, inaccessible to all 
imbidden intruders was ever open to the mother 
queen I not often did she avail herself of this 
privile^ to disturb the sovereign's affairs of state, 
but this afternoon, maternal solicitude for her son's 
health made her enter his apartment, unannounced, 
and so quietly, that the weary look on the Ring's 
face caught her quick glance, and made her feel tiae 
necessity of interrupting his duties. 

8he exclaimed, **My Eoyal Son," excuse me 
breaking in upon thy kingly retirement, but this 
warm afternoon, it is injurious to thy health, 
and wrong to thy kinsdom to devote thyself to 
fatiguing business, and thus impair the strength 
which is so valuable to us all. Come, let thy 
mother have the benefit of some of thy society, 
otherwise she will have to enter the lists against 
her rival England I 
* Ed wy smiled his acquiesence. 

There was no resisting Elgiva when she 
exerted her influence. The wayward Edgar was a 
child in her hands ; the sensitive, proud Edwy 
bowed ever to her will. 

Strange power of the Cambrian race, or rather of 
the two beautiful women of that jjeople, who are 
connected with these pagres — a power to win, to 
sway, to enchant; wonderful as music, inexplicable 
as dreams. 

The Bishop rose. 

*' Royal lady " he said, " I am delighted to see 
thee here. My noble King is overtaxing his physi- 
cal powers, and if I were at liberty to prescribe a 
treatment for him and to ensure its adoption, as 
in those olden days, when I guided his boyish mind 
through learning's paths, I should prohibit all kingly 
duties, save of the lightest character, for some weeks 
to come, and give the hardly worked Sovereign of 
England a holiday, which the humblest of his sub- 
jects, are privileged at times to enjoy." 

" My worthy friend replied Elgiva," I will bu- 
deavour to carry out thy regimen. The joyful 
event of to-day ought to win us all a holiday, and 
the bri^t reward the King has reaped for his 
exertions in the peace and happiness of England, 
]ias earned }ii°^ some of the luxury of repose. 



" Yes " interrupted the Kine ; *• I have earned 
a rich reward, not in the way f hoped, and longed 
for, Wulfstan, when I ascended England's throne 
an enthusiastic boy, and sought to make a perfect 
kingdom out of a young unljroken nation ; but the 
higher reward of being able to leave all mine efforts 
in the hands of the All Wise Rider, and trust him 
joyfully with their results." 

The Bishop gazed with a long lingering look of 
affection on the noble face before him — a »oe dear 
to him as his own son's ; which had grown and 
ripened before his gaze into the full perfection of 
Christian beauty, and the unbidden thought that 
it^s lustrous glory, was like the glory of the sunset 
brightest in it's setting, struck his breast with a 
knell of gloom too terrible to support with calm- 
ness. His eyes filled with tears to conceal which, 
and the rush of emotion, he abruptly made his 
excuses, and left the apartment. 

Mother and Son saw not the Padate's agitation, 
they were engrossed with each other. 

Leading Edwy to an ailjoining chamber, cool and 
spacious, opening to a stone terrace, where the 
breath of summer flowers stole sweetly on the 
caressing breeze through the half closed lattices, 
Elgiva made her Son recline on a conch near the 
casement, and enjoy the repose he so greatly needed. 
A harp stood in one corner of the room ; the 
Kine's favourite instrument, which had remained 
unstrung for many a day. 

Elgiva glided quietly towards it, and seating her- 
self, strung the chords with the hand of a practised 
musician. Edwy started as the low notes met his 
ear, a flush crobsed his face, then seeing the Queen, 
with a faint smile, he bade her play to him. 

Closing his large eyes ho resigned himself ap- 
parently to slumber, but only to sleep to the sights 
of the outer world, that he might dwell more com- 
pletely in the past and the future : the past joys 
and sorrows, the future's restoring glory. 

A gush of harmony stole forth, soft as the west 
wind, trembling with a suppressed burden of ^ joy, 
gathering in subdued fulness and strength, till ifc 
filled the chamber with the soul of song. Half 
waking, half sleeping, Edwy lay, wrapped in the 
billowy clouds of harmony, wave after wave of 
exquisite melody flowing over his weary heart, 
flowing over it with a lulling, soothing for^tf ul- 
ness. The dull memory of pain and wrong, fading 
away like night shadows in the rising dawn, tha 
pulse of being thrilling with a rapt exstatio emotion. 
All the lousing, the glory, the x>assion, the in- 
finite joy of this mysteiy, called life, which music 
alone can embody, and the child of genius interpret, 
was poured forth by those wonderful chords, and 
flooded the sensitive soul of the dreamer, with a 
rapture so entrancing that the earth, fetter seemed 
severed for ever, and the spirit was transported to 
the rarer atmosphere of a Paradise of bliss. 
Minutes that appeared years of inteose enjoyment, 
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glidddmto an hour, while the Queen played on, and 
the son lay trance-Hke in the mystic world of un- 
earthly joy. The deadly pallor on the fair face, 
its look ot breathless ca?m, alarmed the Queen, per- 
chance her strains had too powerfully disturbed 
the soul's depths — suddenly pausing and gazing at 
the beautiful face with tender yearning, she broke 
forth into a rude martial strain, the battle ctQr of 
old Cambria, the arming of warriors. 

Elgiva's eyes flashed fire, as through her own 
thrilling creations, she saw the march of the Britons 
and the gleam of the Druid^s white robe. 

The King's blue eyes opened with a start, once 
more he looked on the outer world ; then an ex- 
pression of pain contracted his brow, pain at the 
rude change from Elysium to earth. Elgira saw 
the look, a ad the magic harp was transformed into 
the low breathing of a woman's whispered love. A 
woman's love in its faint fanciful idealism, ere the 
mantle of warm reality, gave it the glow of earth. 
A woman's love flowing along in unchanged devotion 
deep as the river, calm and hopeless as the moon- 
light ; giving all, yet asking nothing, loving and 
unbeloved, rising to supreme altitudes ot heroism, 
yet wearing ever the flower of humility.* A woman's 
love, the love of Govinda, was storied in the word- 
less music of the harp. 

Edwy listened, his soul was not again transported 
to the realm of blissful sensations which were 
rapidly throwing his frame into a death-like stupor, 
but the memory of its delirium hung around his 
Benses like the odours of a balmy gale cling to the 
trembling leaves they have swept over. In this 
dream-like langour the song of love came tenderly, 
came nearer, dearer, shone into his heart with the 
dark splendous of Govinda's eyes rained down the 
beauty, the devotion of woman's love into the poet 
Boul, which is ever her shrine. 

What secret instinct made the Mother divine 
that the Paradise to which she had raised her be- 
loved one was but the Elysian of the earthly senses, 
not the high, pure regions of eternal joy which 
await the soul when the dark portals are passed ; 
that the embodiment of human affection was a vain 
mockery to one who might never again clasp it to 
his heart. Did the flushing cheek, the loud throb- 
bing heart warn of danger, or did an angel in- 
spiration close the dulcet intoxicating chorcU — bid- 
ding the obedient harp, echo a higher strain. Holy 
and pure was the breathing which now stole forth, 
calm and clear as a frozen fountain ; seraphs might 
have paused on outspread pinions to listen to a 
melody which seemed an echo of the heavenly 
choirs. It cut through the rosy film of earthly joy 
and passion, it rifted the blinding screen of the 
senses, and let in the pure air of heaven upon the 
fainting spirit ; it soothed the weary soul with a 
hope, not human, but divine, and on gradually 
soaring wings of prayer, faith and love, ascended a 



warning messenger, a bright guide to the pure, the 
eternal above. 

Edwy heaved a deep sigh, and rising, opened 
his blue eyes in whose clear depths the soul of faith 
and resignation a^ain shone triumphant. 

*' Mother," he said, as she rose to his side, ''thou 
oan'st dazzle and enchant the strains, but by thy 
last mission is the noblest to purify and exalt." 

Elgiva threw her arms round her son, and wept 
tears upon his shoulder. 

"Mine Edwy, my bright treasure too lately re- 
gained, too long neglected — thy Mather's whole 
soul is filled with one desire to make life calm and 
happy for thee, to wipe away from thy too faithful 
memory those bleeding scars which torture the soul 
within ; my heart tells me, had I come to thee 
earlier, I might have healed the pain of bereavement 
and cruel wrong ; the rebellion I cercainly could 
have averted ; but, oh, let me not sicken beneath 
the remorse of this reflection, if thou lovest me, 
Ed^y, seek to live to enjoy tha pl^sures, the hopes 
yet within thyjgrasp. Look nob as thou did'dt this 
morning, like a bright spirit about to wing it's 
fli;!;ht to Heaven." 

Tenderly Edwy soothed the weeping Queen, 
whose sensitive soul as well as her woni&ous sift 
for music, had been faithfully transmitted to her 
fated child. 

With a strong effort Elgiva recovered composure 
and once more resumed her calm cheerful demeanour 
and playful, yet motherly command. 

'* Edwy," she said, '* this has been a glad day 
for us, too glad for even a brief shower of tears ; 
thou hast had the satisfaction of observing the im- 
provement in Edgar's chsurapter, his peaceful sway 
m the north, and now the crowning of his heart's 
hopes in a union with Etheldreda. All this peace 
and joy springs from thee, a sweeter thought to my 
Edwy's exalted soul, than mere personal happiness. 
On the return of the young people I purpose staying 
with them for a short time at their court. What 
wilt thou do without thy lecturing mother. 

Edwy answered not; his eyes were ri vetted 
upon an object in the garden, which absorbed his 
whole attention. 

The mother followed his glance, and saw the 
graceful form of Govinda walking with the Bishop 
of Winchester, apparently engrossed in earnest con- 
versation. She wore a dress of simple white ; her 
face seemed pale as her garments .; the flowing" 
curls of brown hair glittered in the sunlight. 

Jjllgiva made no observation on the King's 
evident interest ; but it emboldened her to express 
the hope which had lain on her heart for many a 
month. 

' Edwy," she continued, taking his hand and . 
gazing fully into his eyes, which were once more 
turned towards her, ** when I leave Govinda leaves 
with me, it is impossible for her to remain here, 
without my protection, ^either can I ever again 
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trust her oat of our care. Since her baptism and 
renunpiation of her people, she has not only foN 
feited worldly honours, but exposed hertielftd" the 
cmeltiy of a reveageful nation, who dd noCknow 
the meaning of the word forgivenesli. Fkiii 'would 
I linger with thee, ever my s6ii,*but th'er inte)*estB 
of the court demand that tibiy brother should have 
.the restraining influence of a mother's advice to 
shape his new course of life. In my brief absence 
it would be a great consolation to ine to know tiiat 
there was one with thee who could hold a yet 
nearer, dearer place to my Edwy." 

'* Mother," said the King, *' talk not thus ; such 
a beiuff has been torn from me, my wedded hap- 
piness IB a blighted wreck. '^ 

** No, Edwy, not so," answered the Queen, "for 
some mysterious but AH Wise purpose, tiiine 
idolised Elgivawas snatched away— perchance too 
much of an idol to be spared tbee. I know thy 
deep, constant love can never feel for another what 
was htvished on the lost. But mvEdwy is young, 
loiig years stretch before him ; above all; he is 'a 
King, owine a sacred duty to ike land, to sacrifice 
for its weSare all personal feelings ; therefore I 
entreat him not to shorten existence by nourishing 
a vain regret, and depriving life of all means of 
comfort and reasonable happiness, but to try and 
restore the bond broken by a Higher I*ow^ for my 
sake, and the sake of the people who love their 
King. Oh! .my beloved child,'* continued %he 
Queen in yet more tender tones, as tbe Kind's 
face was buried in his hands;" think not' thy 
mother would urge thee .to replace Elgiva'-s m^nory 
were l^ere not one worthy to fill the Vacaoit place. 
One, beautiful and noble, who loves thee ti*aly ; 
though never in words have I discovered her secret 
— ^the chesen daughter of my heart; the princess 
of a kindred race; Govinda is the only one to whom 
EdwVs mother (who loves him better than life) 
coula resign her son*s happiness.*' 

There was a long pause. What were the King's 
emotions nona knew, save One above ; none read 
their outline on the calm face lifted to Elgiva. 

"Mother," he said in a low voice, with a hand 
pressed on the rapidly beating heart," thy words 
have pained me deeply, because they are impossible 
words to me. Had the prospect of a long life 
stretched before me, thy counsel would have been 
wise and just. My subjects might have reasonably 
desired a Queen and a future successor ; and thou, 
dearest mother, have wished to see me hap^ ; but 
such a prospect is not mine. Instead of it, I see an 
early death hovering on each minute's balance. The 
wounds of the past have struck home too deeply — 
struck the vital cord of Ufe. It is now but a faint, 
frail thread, on which I were vnrong to hang the 
hopes of another existence. Mother, but for thy 
love, this fragile cord would have been snapped 
long since ; perchance, hads't thou come earlier it 
ini^t hav9 been f|t|:oiigthe&ed ; now, np ei^rthly 



power could restore it ; no, not even the love por- 
trayed in thy strains, and which Gk)vinda typyfies* 
Had I one hope of life, my^mother," and he laid 
his head upon her breast, "shie would halve been 
my choice, for she (next to thyself) holds the 
dearest place in this broken heart ; but it is too 
Lite I too late ! !" 

The mother heard thd moumfal words, but her 
soul Echoed not their prophetio meaning. 

Satisfied with the promise about Gotinda, attriba^ 
ting £dwy's desppnmng feelings to an over-wrought 
saisitiveness and wearied mind, she resolved to Sop 
the subject for the present, leaving its issue in the 
hands of time, and herself determined to watch 
over the Kin^ more carefully, and to free him from 
his state duties for a while. 

CHATTER XXXIX. 

THE FADING OF TH£ SAXON STAR. 

Three weeks glided away, — ^brightly to the wed- 
ded lovers in their bowery retreat, — cauny, hopefully 
to the court. 

The king of England was less seen than of yoi^ 
at the council board, or stately feast, where the 
sounding harp passed round from guest to guest ; 
less frequently was he absorbed in private multi- 
farious duties, and oftener reclining on a couch 
during the summer days, with the queen and Oovinda 
near mm, or the worthy bishop of Winchester. 

Elgiva soothing his soul with sweet, holy melodies, 
Govinda sitting silent^ but with eyes of loving 
sympathy, which interpreted every thought of his 
heart. 

. Sometimes Elgiva would leave them alone, and 
those hours of quiet intercourse grew daily dearer to 
the king, daily more longed for, as the restraint, 
which at first fettered him after . the queen's con- 
versation and his own partial revelation to Govinda, 
wore away beneath the sweet, bright earnestnesa 
of her sisterly words. 

She would follow his spirit in its upward lon^n^ 
its heavenly visions ; soothe and cheer it in its 
human struggles with holy converse, and words 
read from the Book of Life. She would beguile the 
time with wondrous legends, woven out of her 
Cambrian stores, or improvised by her gifted mind, 
all bearing a rieh fund of improving thought, all 
tending upward in their hopes ; and to every 
phase of Edw^s mind she would adapt her words 
with rare discerning power. At times, in listening 
to the enchanting maiden, a throb of emotion would 
swell Edwy's heart ; at times, the free intercourse 
of friendship was broken by the wish that he might 
be spared to live in the light of her love ; but the 
thought faded away like the meteor flash, and 
Grovinda never knew or dreamed of its nearness to 
her hopeless affection. 

Day by day the step of the youthful sovereign 
woke fewer echoes in the palace halls. The spring- 
ing gr6enBwar4 of tl^e breezy plaioa wa$ l^ i|9- 
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trodden by the agile foot of their lord. The rein of 
his coarser hung untouched in the sball, and the 
favourite hounds watched and waited in vain for 
tbeir master's coming. 

Bat there was no marked change to -cause alarm 
in those around. The eye, the face wore bright and 
calm as ever. Elgiva only imagined her son was 
indulging to the utmost, the n^ded rest she had 
eitforoed upon him, ^-enjoying it calmly, healthfully, 
those scorching summer days. She knew not that 
during the hours of repose, strength was out-flow- 
ing^ not in-gsthering ; that the sudden cessation of 
an arduous and incessant round of mental and 
physical exertion had sunk the over-taxod functions 
of life into the fearful reaction of a fatal exhaustion, 
in which the wave of existence was swiftly ebbing 
away ; that when this reaction was broken by 
another call to exertion, there would be no further 
vitality to meet the demand. 

Did she — ^the doomed one, know it ? 

The second twin spirit, doomed to suffer for the 
love of that fair, royal face. Surely, the calm 
brow, the deep, unutterably radiant eyes never 
shone thus over a breaking heart. Ah ! she knew 
too well, that the bark had all but touched the 
golden shores. 

Only woman can understanil the marvel, for only 
she can smile thus through the dread martyrdom of 
the heart. 

Again there was joyous animation in Winchester. 
The royal- pair had returned. There was a proud 
greeting, a fond home welcome, and a gorgeous 
ceremonial — ^the crowning of the youthful sov- 
ereigns. 

Edgar, with a manly humility, yet dignified calm, 
received, from the hands of his brother, the crown 
of the Northern realm ; and, with fervent earnest- 
ness, breathed the sacred vows of fealty to religion 
and his country. 

Etheldreda, pale and serious, with the beauty of 
her maiden ringlets changed to shining volutes, 
bound round her child-like brow, knelt, m crimson 
and ermine mantle, before her lord, and by his hand 
of love was girt with the diadem of the land. 

Did the thought of another — a fairer one — rush 
through the spectators' minds, as they beheld that 
kneelmg girl. Another bride-queen, whose crown 
from England was the martyr's wreath, whose coro- 
nation day was in the mansions oC the blest.. ' 

A joyous light illumined Edwy's pale face as the 
crown rested on his brother's head* A light, as on 
the countenance of some down ga'dng angel behold- 
ing the long desired completion of some cherished 
task. 

^My'succes^pris found," he whispered isdul inly,; 
f or jio mortal heard the -words;' *i He m worthy to 
wear, the mantle that was too lieavy £ar Edwy ; and 
no^ for .•lu>me ai\d peace. 

&>aiid the loud triumphal choms of a hondred ' 



harps, a hundred voices ! Shout, shout your triumph, 
for the kings are coming home ! 

One to uie earthly home of care,, and pomp,, and 
splendour ; the other, to the home where the crown 
has no thorns, and the kingdom no pain. 

It was sunset. 

Sunset, rare and golden; rare in these cloudy 
skies of Albion, where the blue is shallow minglea 
and the rich hu^B dimned by graver tints. . 

Sunset, which sinks grand and slow in golden 
supreme triumph into the radiant seas of the 
Adriatic. 

Earth and air hung spell hound, breathless, in 
that solemn parting, that calm fading away of the 
Western light. 

No sound disturbed the silent forest, the green 
verdure trembled not beneath, the zephyrs wings. 
The flowers lifted their rich perfumed faces tenderly 
to the golden light, worshipping like earth's 
daughters their dyiug day god. 

** It is my dream, murmured a silvery voice, 
and Govinda's eyes gazed with rapt expression of 
awe and sorrow at the bright' horizon. 

There was a faint sound. Edwy of England 
stood beside her, light in his cloudless , blue eyes : 
light on his shadowless brow ; light, radiant and 
unearthly, shining on his golden hair. Looking up 
into the glory above, its reflection seemed caught 
by his young beauty. 

*' What dream ! " Govinda, enq[uired the King 
with strange tenderness, laying a hand lightly on 
her arm. 

*' A dream sad and sweet, as yon earth and sky " 
she answered, which came to me after a long night 
of wakeful visions; came as the day star in the 
breaking of the dawn. But sit and rest^ Edwy, on 
this low couch, near the open casement, and I will 
tell it thee. 

Leaning back on the soft cushion of the casement 
couch, gazing out into the golden heavens, sat the 
bright-haired Kiog. Half kneeling, half reclining 
on a cushion by his side, was Govinda — ^gazing not 
on the outer light of the sky, but the light on the 
beautif ul face near her. 

** I dreamed of my self a wanderer, roaming hither 
and thither on the light wings of careless freedom, 
piercing untrodden forests, scaliog dizzy heights, 
ever in search of some rare possession, which should 
satisfy the restless yearnmg of my nature. A ' 
flower, a gem, a binght bird lured me on in my 
quest, but each object when obtained, withered iii 
my grasp, and left me further than ever from my 
goal of happiness. Suddenly a star shone forth, a . 
Httiefttar; trembling in "the bhie.abyss, but dii^erin^r 
from th9 'Starry host around^ for with a ray of iigh^.... 
which hadvA voice and language, it whispered n^,ta'., . 
ioUow l^d it would'guide me to the prize X.,.80Uglxt. [ 
A strain-hope eatd. comfoct penetrated xny soul,, 
eagerly I rose «p io lessen the inmeasurable distance 
hetweea u»j Imt a cloud interposed. In deeper 
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darkness I wandered awhile, pursuing the flattering 
phantoms of earth, the voice of the star ever 
sounding in my soul. Again it shone f irth, brighter 
nearer, and in sweeter tones, bade me follow. I 
followed through many a thorny path, up many a 
flinty height, clouds often intervening, but never 
long intercepting it's light, till it led me from the 
wild haunts of earth to a green peaceful valley, and 
rested over the summit of a cross. I shuddered »t 
approaching, for the ground near was red with 
blood, and strange barriers and snares were set 
round about, but the star beckoned me on. At 
last surmounting every obstacle, I reached the cross 
and faint and weary, sank beneath its shadow. — 
Blood flowed over my garments, but a heavenly 
peace stole through my heart, and when I rose up 
refreshed, my robe was white as snow, and at my 
feet shone a pearl of wondrous beauty. With a 
cry of delight I grasped it as the desired object of 
my search, clasping it to my breast, such a feeling of 
rapture pierced my being that I awoke. Again I 
slept to renew the same dream. — ^With the pearl { 
worn on my heart, I was wandering through 
fairer, smoother patiis than I had ever trodden, 
my star above shining brightly, and ever cheering 
me on the way. Even as 1 walked it grew larger 
and brighter, till over the whole sky spread 
a luminous radiance, like this bright sunset, a glory 
not earthly, but divine. Even as I gazed, the 
golden light parted, there was a vision of shining 
portals unclosing, a gleam of angels wings, the 
melody of seraphic voices, and the star faded into 
the bright vista. 
My dream was chaBged. 

A party of rude men were hurryinff me up a 
mountain path, sh^rp stones and rocks cut my 
bleeding feet, but they hurried me on to a high rock 
on which stood an altar, lit with flames, the 
altar of my dark religion. I struggled to escape, 
but was powerless. Suddenly a gentle touch on my 
heart, roused me, looking down 1 saw my pearl. 
Baising it aloft, my bon& fell assunder, once more 
I saw the cross, no longer blood-stained, but shining 
glorious ; springing to it I threw my arms round it 
and clung there. My pursuers sought to tear me 
away, but in vain ; their knives and stones were 
hurled at me, but unfelt. My eyes, my heart were 
fixed on the heavens, which were again illumined ; 
and there more radiant than ever shone forth my 
lost star, nearer it came, till it bent close over me, 
and changing to the likeness of a human fiace^ lit 
with immortality, a voice whispered from i^ar, 
"come home." 
Ch>vinda ceased. 

£dwy had listened with fixed attention. He in- 
terpreted the dream dearly. He knew tliat the 
star typified himself, that the face lookingdownjapon 
Oovinoa, was his own sent earlier to heaven. With 
deep far-aeong evea, he gased into the west as if 
^lbigQlitejpoMt<tftl»4riMaiN<MdiA«Q^ MtoM 



his vision. A thrill of strange unearthly joy 
sounded through his beating heart like the whisper* 
ing of a coming world. 

Q-ovinda gaLed at him silently, the beauty of 
those eyes was the beauty of the star she had 
worshipped ; her soul seemed trembling on a breath, 
yet hushed like the waiting earth, watching what 
she knew was the sunset ol life. A sudden thought 
broke the trance like silence. 

Should she summon the queen ? Was it right to 
conceal from the mother the solemn foreboding of 
her heart. 

Kising to steal away and fulfil the Impulse, Edwy 
started from the reverie into which he had fallen. 
Seeing Govinda moving from his side, the thought 
of her dark fate, embodied in the warning dream, 
roused the fleeting energies of life. He had been 
her star, guiding and inspiring, should he not draw 
nearer in this strange |>arting nour ? 

" Govinda,'* he said, in low, clear tones, sounding 
unearthly in their exquisite sweetness, ''Govinda, 
leave me not. Let us watch this sunset together 
and alone. My mother is out driving with her son 
and daughter. I bade her leave me, thinking the 
fresh air would cheer her. We have had our fare* 
well, though she knew not it was a final one. A 
strange feeling drew me to thy side, a feeling which 
thy prophetic dream surely explains." 

Gently he drew Govinda near bim^ and gazed 
into her beautiful face. 

Her large, dark eyes bent before those blue orbs, 
their gaze was too piercing to scan the crystal 
mirror, where love and devotion shone and struggled 
even to the last. 

''Govinda, turn not away those eyes, there is 
nothing in the history of that noble soul that needs 
concealment, — nothing that I have not ah>eady 
penetrated ajid revered. Govinda, all the affection 
that is left in this crushed heart centres in thbc. 
Had I lived, it would have been my hope .to bind 
thee to my side by a bond, whidi I once deemed 
could never be re-knit. A higher power has willed 
it otherwise, and some of my last earthly struggles 
have been to conquer the feeling of regret that I 
was not permitted to minister to thy happiness on 
earth. Govinda, my noble, faithful one, if Edwy 
may not live for thee, he has revealed to thee title 
deepest feelings of his soul, and chosen thee alone 
to watch the fleeting sands of l^e, which my heart 
tells me are numbered, even to minutes." 

There was a dread pause. The love and sorrow, 
triumph and anguish of the deep woman's heart, 
none saw save One above. None save Edwy heard 
the broken words, in which a love, strong and true^ 
and guarded like a saiared vestal's flame, shone forth 
in the light of that double sunset. 

Knfalaed in the deepening orimFon glow, Edwy 
and Govinda sat. His aim round the slender form, 
her head on' his ahoolder. He, seemingly stronger, 
iMcyte I lih% i^skr. dcoty^ng. ib^ (be sokE^g 
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star, penmtted by heaven to lead the darkened 
soiU to the light of the cross ; she, the devoted 
heart of love, ever following, following. 

He fading into the bri^tnesa, she sinking to 
the shadows — stricken by me blind grief of parting. 

**My kingd(An is peaceful and prosperous," mur- 
mured the King, ** I leave it in a brother's hands. 
My mother will find a daughter in thee ; everything 
below is bright and calm, everything above radiant, 
like yon sky. It is a happy time to ^o. Govinda, 
promise me not to leave the Queen V 

'* I promise," replied the maiden, choking back a 
sob; **but, Edw, my dream predicts a dark, 
stormy ending, ana briel severance from thee. The 
track of vengeance must surely find me out. No 
matter," she added, raising her flushing face and 
shaking back the rippling tresses of sun illumined 
hair, ** Grovinda can -die like a Briton and a Christian; 
the golden portals will soon unclose for her." 

Scarcely had she spoken than the wild words 
were regretted. A sudden paleness overspread 
Edwy's face ; he leaned back against the window 
frame ; the thought of Govinda's fate brought the 
last human pang to his heart. 

"Nay," she said, bending over him, divining the 
feeling which caused this pain ; ** nay my beloved 
Edwy, mine in this last hour, regret not Govinda's 
fate. It is intensely happy. Thy words have cast 
a sunlight into my being, which can brighten any 
future, and faith in that blessed religion we both 
love, has opened for Govinda an eternity of joy. 
Oh, what IS the longest life on earth to a brief 
enlrance into glory. Yes Edwy, in my wild 
Drnidess days, when I sought to force future 
revealings from Nature's mysteries ; when the 
sight of thee, cast the light of love upon mine heart. 
I predicted t^ou wert the star of the Saxons, the 
' chosen of fate.' Now in my new adoption into a 
faith, whose esstnce is childlike love, I see thee 
as the star ; not of a proud prosperous kingdom, to 
be wrought into grandeur by the sceptre of one 
earthly potentate ; but the star, leading many souls 
to the paths of peace and blessedness ; not the 
chosen of fate ; a blind, vain word for expressing 
the dealings of Providence, but the chosen in- 
strument of a Divine Master, to represent patient 
endurance and cheerful submission under affliction ; 
the gem, polished in the fiery furnace, that it may 
shine for ever in an eternal crown. 

Then in the face of the dying sun, Govinda knelt 
by Edwy, reading from the sacred scroll, words of 
love and life, woms which the light of a divinely 
imparted faith, illumined to vivifying power ; read 
on till heaven and earth seemed blended in one 
ffolden bond ; read on ! she the once wild priestess, 
he the haughty Saxon monarch ; both as humble 
Christians, as waiting children, with the crown and 

fsms of earth laid aside, waiting, kneeling at their 
ather'sgate, one to pass through the Home portals, 
the other to return and linger. Edwy's face grew 



calm and bright, a flush gathered across his cheek ; 
was it the sun's reflection which had almost sunk 
behind the purple hills ? Once more Govinda was 
beside him, her soft arm thrown around him, her 
face of spirit purity raised tenderly to his. 

No voice broke the silenca, one still gazed in- 
tently on the sun, as if on its departure hung a 
momentous crisis ; the other gazed on the changing 
face of earth. ** Govinda !" Though her eyes had 
watched every flitting motion of the beloved couut- 
enauce.'she started as if the low voice came from afar. 

The larse blue eyes of the king turned from 
heaven to ner, with a look of unspeakable farewell. 

With a heart, throbbing beneath its weight of 
agony, but a calm solemn face, Govinda bent down 
and placed her rich red lips to Edwy's, in a long 
sacred kiss of parting. 

The gleam of angels wings, shining through the 
sunset glow, waiting to lead the spint home, stirred 
not in weir encircling guardianship, for that kiss 
was as an holy greeting, btained by no tear, rufiied 
by no throb of earth. 

A broad beam of almost supernatural radiance 
suddfliil^ shone around them. 

'* Elgiva," exclaimed Edwy, starting up as though 
her voice had called him, the old kingly beauty and 
strength rekindling face and form. 

A sudden pallor, the pallor that comes but once 
from the cold wings of the last enemy fell upon 
that bright countenance, palsied the youthful vigour. 
Edwy sunk back upon the couch. Govinda en- 
circled him in her arms and raised the drooping 
head. Again the blue eyes unclosed and turned 
with a look of radiant joy upon the sky. 

** To Him who died for me I go," he softly mur- 
mured. The bright eyes slowly closed, then a faint 
sigh, the last throb was over, and the heroic heart 
of the noblest in the land, was stillod for ever. 

The sun had set, and with it the star of the 
Saxons had faded into the golden Beyond. 

In the waning red light, the stricken one knelt, 
knelt still clasping the cold form of one, whose soul 
had vanished so peacefully into the radiant eternity. 

The last sigh, the last struggle had been hers, 
an infinite compensation for infinite suffering. 

Tread slowly, softly, up the Palace stairs — ^proud 
nobles, gay attendants, your lord is slumbering, 
a slumber that knows no waking ; but whose awful 
calm stills the sounds of careless hurrying life. 

Oh 1 mother heart, sealed up through Jong pent 
years of drear seclusion, in the vain hope of 
penitence through works. Oh ! mother heart, 
waking up to the true beauty and purpose of religion, 
in trusting thine atonement to the only Re- 
deemer, and enjoying and using His good gifts with 
thankfulness I Oh ! mother heart who shiedl break 
to thee the tidings ? 

In the calm security of unimagined danger, re- 
velling in the joy and pride of life, with thy bright 
son and his lovely bride beside thee, who shall tell 
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thee that there is no more earthly greeting with 
thj first bom ; that in the golden sunset thy 
dearest one went home to Christ. Surely His minis- 
tering spirits, hovering rouud that glorious parLiug, 
shall linger to bind up the mother's heart. 

•*Edwy ! Edwy! !" rane forth her loving cry ; 
no step, no smile bade her welcome. His own 
apartments were silent. Where was Govinda? 

Ah ! what is this ? Who meets her on the thres- 
hold of her chamber ? A face, pale as the dead, 
with a history of unfathomable suffering on the 
caJm brow and in the tearless eyes. A speechless form 

Never would Govinda have looked thus while 
Edwy lived. 

It needed no words, the tale was told. With a wild 
cry, the stricken mother fell senseless to the ground. 

When the bereaved parent recovered strength, 
and consciousness sufficient to think, she heard from 
the yet more afflicted Govinda, of that calm fading 
into the bright land above. 

Much of what passed in that golden sunset, was 
poured into the smarting bosom ; much, but not 
all, some was too sacred even for the mother's ears. 

Gather thy solemn mantle of darkness, oh njght ! 
and fling it over the mourning palace, — ^mourning 
in every chamber and hall ; mourning in every 
heart's inner temple. 

Hide thy face, oh moon, beneath the veil of 
shadows, for the earth needs no light to reveal her 
beauties to eyes which shudder to look forth. 

Retire, ye starry ministers, from the diadem of 
thy queen ; but let one shine forth, serene and 
holy, in the deep darkness, to fill the mother's 
heai't with a ray of solace, should she look upward 
from her human anguish and lonely vigil, look up- 
ward to heaven for comfort. 

And thou, oh boy king, crowned with the coveted 
diadem, let the tears flowing forth that awful night 
— ^the night of thy coronation day, and thy brother's 
immortal crowning — let those tears sweep away 
every lingering principle of weakness and error, 
and burn into thy heai% a saving memory, to guide 
thee through years to come. 

Oh; dark eyed youth, thine is the lesser gain ! the 
longer struggle, tiie thornier way ! Before thee lie 
years of temptation ; the dark form, banished by 
the pure light which has set for ever, lurks in his 
lair ready to beset thy path ; thine is the undis- 
puted human crown, but the yet unwon crown of life. 

Mourn, oh land — oh Saxon land — ^the good, the 
true-hearted, is taken from thee. The deep soul 
of love, flowing forth in streams of benevolence, 
the chivalrous spirit of honour and unselfish de- 
votion, are rent away from thy deserted throne. 

And the land did mourn. Ay, mourn with an 
intensity of feeling, which was largely mingled 
with remorse at the thought, that if not actually 
guilty of the calamity, they had passively acquiesced 
in the death blow which sent their young king home. 
Open thy doors, oh chapel of Winchester, where 



the young and gay have so often assembled for the 
knightly vigil, or to garland the bridal altar. 

Oi)eu thy doors, for the king is coming through 
the crowded aisles once more. 

The bright- haired king of the Saxons, — the star 
of chivalry and love, borne slowly; and on the 
manly arms of the devoted knights who loved him 
to the last ; borne slowly, in all the insi^ia of 
grandeur, with one unhelmed, weeping knight at 
the foot, the sad successor of his brother's honours. 

Sound over him the rolling requiem, and utter 
the prayers of the church. It may comfort the 
hearts of the survivors ; it may fiff fil the due meed 
of honour to a departed monarch ; but for him it is 
a vain service. His requiem was breathed that 
bright sunset, by one who loved him better than all 
world. His departure, which earth mourned for, 
filled heaven's courts with jubilee. 

Then lay him in the silent tomb, beside the 
martyred Elgiva, there to rest, till on the last great 
day, they who loved and suffered shall rise at the 
coming of their King, to be with Him in glory. 

Three months had passed since the events last 
narrated. 

At the window of a chamber in the palace of 
Canterbury, Queen Elgiva stood. Her rich hair 
hidden beneath a black veil, her fragile, attenuated 
form shrouded in mourning robes. 

She had lingered with the young sovereigns at 
their court, exerting herself to settle them in their 
new dignity, and gather around them a suitable court. 

Her mission accomplished, she was on the eve of 
retiring to her own country mansion ; not with a 
view to abandon the world and indulge a selfish 
grief, but from an inward conviction that her calls 
to life wjre fully acquitted, and that the last stroke 
had left her but a brief existence on earth, which 
might be justly spent in peaceful-preparation for 
the great change. 

Govinda was to accompany her. Govinda, more 
than ever a daughter to the bereaved queen Elgiva, 
was now waiting at the window for the maiden's 
return, who had gone for a short airing, attended by 
a small retinue, whom the queen ever sent with her 
beloved charge, for fear of danger. 

The twilight deepened to night, and Govinda 
came not. 

Elgiva's heart beat quickly with a dread anxiety. 
Ringing for her attendants, she bade them order the 
palace guards to make instant search for the 
princess. 

The tidings rapidly spread through the royal 
chambers, and a pale, gentle girl, clad in deep black, 
soon stood by Elgiva's side, comforting her with soft 
words of hope and afliection. 

The loving Etheldreda looked more serious than 
ever. The king's decease had preyed deeply on her 
spirits ; she mourned for him as for a good, gene- 
rous benefactor, mourned almost as bitterly as for 
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her lost Oedrio. The splendour of a court never 
again lit up gladness in Ethelireda's eyes. 

Hours passed, and Govinda came not. Three 
days and nights elapsed, and no traces or tidings 
were heard or discovered of the maiden or the 
band who escorted her. 

Then, on the darkness of dread surmises, the 
light of truth shone forth ; truth that set the seal 
to despair. 

A man, pale and weary, a Cambrian, but true to his 
Princess, came from the far wilds of Cambria, travel 
stained and foot sore, bearing to Queen Eleiva a 
lock of golden brown hair, and the torn shred of a 
blood-stained garment. 

The awful story of Druid vengeance was soon 
told. Govinda, caught by a band of Cymri, who 
slaughtered her attendants, was dragged to her 
native country, and arraigned before the infuriated 
Druids, to whom she made a bold profession of the 
Christian faith. She was then led by a crowd of 
wild, frerizied people, with torn hair and naked 
feet, bound with cords which cut her delicate wrists, 
on through the depths of a dark forest, up a steep, 
toilsome ascent, to where the high altar, erected for 
the choicest sacrifice, stood flaming on a rocky 
summit. Blood marked the track of the ill-fated 
martyr ; bU>od drops from the wounds inflicted by 
her tormentors, whose fierce hands and swords ever 
and anon in that awful journey lacerated her tender 
flesh. But the soul of G-ovinda never faltered ; her 
eye shone fearlessly as of old, her melodious voice 
breathed over the wild tumult the glorious truths 
of Christianity ; on one soul they ^11 with saving 
power ; the man who bore the tidings to the Queen 
was converted by the martyr's testimony. While 
uttering a fervent appeal the press gathered closer 
round her ; her form was borne aloft then sunk 
amid the heaving mass ; anon it rose again on the 
surging ocean of human frenzy, then was lost to sight. 

A stifled cry of irrepressible anguish, a woman's 
cry, was the last sound the Camorian heuxi, soon 
drowned in the roar of demon voices. 

On, on they pressed, the way strewn with yet 
more fearful tokeus. Long curls of hair 1 a hand ! 
a limb ! a rent garment ! blood flowing in a crystal 
stream ! flesh ! human flesh scattered piecemeal. 
On, on they rushed, till at though altar where the 
fierce Druid waited, knife in hand, there was 
nothing left of bis destined victim. Impatience 
had robbed the altar of its prey. Govinda had 
fallen on the way, torn to pieces by the hands of 
her own people. 

In a solitary chamber of Canterbury's palace a 
young man sat clad in mourning robes. His face 
was buried in his clasped hands, and heavy sighs 
broke from his full heart. 

The crowned and anointed sovereign, Edgar of 
England, felt the tide of grief rising high around 



him, and the coveted sceptre was powerless to stem 
the dark flood. 

It was the evening of the funeral of his late 
mother, Queen Elgiva, who had never recovered 
the shock of Govinda's fearful end, and only lingered 
a few weeks in such pain and weakness that death 
was a happy release. 

A blessed release to her, for her soul was fully 
fitted and prepared to meet the dread messenger ; 
but the boy monarch felt sadly desolate without 
the gentle, loving monitress. 

A slight girl entered the room. His fair Queen, 
Etheldreda ; her golden tresses bound round her 
graceful head, her fairy form shrouded in sable 
robes, her brilliant eyes dimmed with tears. 

** Edgar," she said, advancing to her kinofly 
husband, laying her dimpled hand on his shoulder, 
" look up Edgar, thou art mmiming for the 
dead, the lost. Oh, believe me, Etheldreda's heart 
has never ceased to bleed since the fatal crown 
bound thy brows. Ah, fatal, as its gift brought the 
loss of the noble, gifted Edwy. He was indeed a 
lofty, generous being, whom I revered as a 
sovereign and loved as a brother, for since my own 
Oedric's death on the battle field my affections have 
twined round the king he died in defending. 
Oh, Edgar, ,they have gone before us, they wear 
that deathless crown whose gems are bathed in 
bright heavenlv light. Edwy has gained the victor's 
glorious reward, and is now re-united to his Elgiva 
and Govinda his chosen friend ; why shouldest thou 
weep that thy Koyal mother has joined the happy 
band? Her weary heart, whicn wept for long 
years of fruitless anguish, is at rest for ever. Life's 
joumev ended, her tired bark has cast anchor in 
eternal peace. Edgar dearest, my heart's true love, 
promise me, should our love be brief on earth, that 
thou wilt rejoin me and thy noble brother in heaven ? 
Strive to imitate his example, aad let the light 
which streams from his radiant image illumine 
thine onward road. Promise to let no splendour, 
no glitter of royalty draw thee back from pursuing 
his exalted standard ? Be like thy brother, Edgar, 
and Etheldreda asks no more. " 

Edgar impetuously caught the slight form to hia 
heart, while he exclaimed — "Linger ever by my side 
Etheldreda, then only can Edgar hope to rejoin the 
lost but never to be forgotten brother !" 

The future fate of the young king is a matter of 
history, therefore our farewell glance at his career 
will be brief. 

During Etheldreda's life he exerted himself 
zealously to perform his duties, and never through 
his whole career did the saving memory of his 
beloved and injured brother desert him entirely. 
His reign was a peaceful and prosperous one for 
England, and his name bears a better epitaph than 
many of the Saxon kings. But retributive justice 
was traced throughout its apparent brightness, and 
his private life was stained by many vices. 
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The love of his youth, Etheldreda, died in the bloom 
of her girlhood, in the joys of early motherhood. 

Her mf ant son, Edward, seemed destined to reap 
the punishment of his father's faults in his sad 
murder by the hand of his stepmother -Elfrida, 
which gained him the title of martyr. 

During Edgar's reign Dunstan re-emerged into 
light, and once more managed to hold supreme 
sway at Court. The Primacy of England fell to his 
grasp ; but, save in furthering the views of his sect, 
which rapidly spread throu^out the land, and 
firmly establishing it, the stem monk treated his 
sovereign with protecting kindness. Whether 
remorse for the fates ef Edwy and Elgiva softened 
his iron nature, or subtler policy induced the change, 
certain it is that Dunstan was never again in opposi- 
tion to the throve, but stood true to the house of 
his ill-used king, and was a staunch friend to his 
nephew, young Edward. 

Ethel and Albert lived long and happy lives, on 
their several noble estates. 

The shocks which Ethel had sustained at Court 
for a long time prostrated her strength ; but a 
husband's love and tender care eventually restored 
her to health, though the buoyant spirits of youth 
were crushed for ever. Never again did Ethel 
eater the Court The young King and Queen 
pressed her warmly to do so^ but it was too painful 
41 trial to be encountered. 

Once the Lady of Harewood entertained her 
Sovereigns in her own halls, and ever took an interest 
in the gentle Etheldreda, but when she sank to an 
early tomb, the tie to Court life was entirely broken; 
and Edgar's second wife, the fair, but false Elfrida, 
could never prevail on the proid lady of Harewood 
to mingle with her giddy circle. 

Albert and Ethel were blessed with a numerous 
progeny, and became the founders of a family whidi 
existed for many generations. 

The Stranger Ejoight was the first person who 
bound a motto round his shield, «nd his watchword 
was, ** Deeds not words." 

For many generations the Queen's scarf was 
preserved as a precious heir-loom in the house of 
Harewood. 

Ulric of Freeningham, too, became the founder of 
of a family, whose descendants exist at present, and 
whose vicissitudes and fluctuations in fortune may 
be traced to their inheritance of their ancestor's 
indecision and vacillation of character, which mars 
other excellent qualities and hinders their wordly 
success. 

The rest of the knights and ladies we have made 
a biief acquaintance with, fade away into the in- 
distinctness of time, living out their brief span of 
joy and sorrow, marked by no prominent event. 

One alone shines forth in signal sorrow. The 
hapless Countess of Kent mourned through a long 
widowhood as a wedded wife. Her lom's utter 
desertion, and open devotion to others of her sex, 



became a well known calamity. He perished at 
last in a conflict for a fair lady's colours, — ^not those 
of his own forsaken wife — ^and was succeeded in 
tiie earldom by lus brother .Ethelbert, whose 
intimate friendship with the King Edgar — memorable 
ruse and marriage with the fair Eurida, whom the king 
commissioned his favourite to see and report upon ; 
all these, and his final murder by the ofifended sover- 
eign, to give the royal culprit a means of wedding 
the treacherous Elfrida, are well known historical 
facts, and brought the house of Kent to a disastrous 
close. 

Judith never saw the fatal end of her husband's 
family. Not long did she survive her fondly loved 
lord. A few months of sincere penitence and 
prayer, she spent in the convent's shades, and 
then, in the bloom of her beauty, passed to the 
home of the broken-hearted. 

The worthy bishop lived to see the happiness of 
his other married children as great as Judith's' 
misery — ^lived to press rosy grandchildren to his 
knee. But the early taken was the father's darling, 
and her troubles shortened the fond parent's days. 
Her troubles and the fading of the Saxon Star, 
which Wulfstan of Winchester never recovered. 

Farewell Edwy and Elgiva, whose fatal love and 
early death, has glowed for one moment on the 
page brought down - to the present by the 
rolling wave of the far past, and the dim, imperfect 
light of history, 

Fare-ye-welL We leave you sleeping the sleep 
that knows no earthly waking. Besting after the 
sore conflict of life's battle-field ; resting, reunited 
in death beneath your own loved Saxon soil. The 
fair laud over which ye once held sovereign sway, 
has become all that Eiiwy of England, in his poet 
visions and far soaring hopes, dreamed and prayed 
it might be. The fertile sod, trodden by the foot of 
the Roman, the Saxon, the Dane, and Norman, is 
now the home of a free, enlightened nation, whose 
territories extend from pole to pole. Not only is 
the island kingdom the mother oi liberty, peace, and 
justice ; the chosen arena of Arts and Sciences ; 
and the possessor of a well-established throne, and 
wise, revered sovereign ; not only do riches, power, 
and prosperity swell the tide of ner greatness ; but 
she possesses dearer and more sacred privileges, 
which our Saxon ancestors never enjoyed, in the 
light of a free, glorious gospel, untrammelled and 
unclouded by the dark errors of Romanism. 

Surely these mercies, as we turn from the portrait 
gallery of the past to the bright pictures of the 
present, should swell our hearts with gratitude and 
praise ; while, at the same time, it would be well to 
mingle with the voice of thanksgiving, a prayer, 
that in the plentitude of good gifts, we may never 
be tempted to forget the bountiful Giver, who has 
power to give, and power to take away; and in 
whose hands alone can be committed the well-being 
of our beloved country. 



